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Morlfy,  Prof.  Henry    326 

Mulholland.  Rosa 479 

Mummies.  Eicavation  of    983 

Munro.  Mr.  Neil    430 

Newbolt.  Mr.  Henry    371 

Nugent,  Mr.  Robert  Eirl 195 

Parker,  Mr.  Gilbert      200 

Paraell.  Mr.  Charles  Stewart    2<>3 

I'liiUpotts,  Mr.  Eden   431 

Piciuait.  Colonel  G 474 

Eeeve.  Mr.  Henry        21 

Ithinoceroses  being  Moved  to  Winter  Quarters  ...  372 

Riley,  ^[r.  James  Whitcomb     4=3 

Robin's  Nest  in  a  Coffee-pot     419 

Robins.  Miss  Elizabeth  (■■  C.  E.  Itaimond")       ...  4(>3 

Rochetoit,  M.,  Head  of       iSS 

lliuk  o/ the  Lion,  Coyer  to   233 

"  Rnvei-s,  The."  Scenes  from,  at  Eton 68 

Savile,  George,  First  Marquis  of  Halifax    109 

Selden  Cami'le       110 

Sforza.  Catheri  ne,  at  the  A  ge  of  19        2.37 

Shaw.  Mr.  Bernard,  as  "  The  Dying  Vegetarian  "    79 

Shelley's  Tombftme  at  Rome 513 

Star  in  the  Ea.st,  The 2;M 

Sfcevens.  Mr.  G.  w 25 

St.  ThomiB  of  Canterbury,  The  Death  of    23S 

Stow,  John      521 

Sullivan's  (E.  J.)  edition  of  Sorter  llesartns,  Dlus- 

tcalioDs  from      ...  418. 

^t/ivie.  and  Brnno,  .\n  Illustration  from ...  V32 

1*61  ry.  Miss  Ellen ...643 

,  Miss  Kate,  rt  fleeted  by  Miea  Ellen  Terry  (i44 

Thring,  Mr.  Edward    189 

Tony's  Fianc(?e       77 

Turgfnev,  Ivan      £63 

Twain,  Mark,  in  the  Sim    144 

Vivaria,  Kassandra      105 

Von  Bismarck,  Otto,  in  1834     411 

Walkley,  Mr.  A.  B.,  as  seen  by  Mr.  Has  Beer- 
bohm     ...  503 

War  Correspondents.  Gi  oup  of 26 

W.atts-Dimton.  Mr  Theodoie 151 

Whistler's  J.  McNiell)  "TheLittleBIueBonnet "  417 

White,  Mr.  Gleeson,  Designs  by     161,162 

Wilkins.  Miss  Mary  E 244 

W>ndbftm,  Mrs  George     43 

"Zack"  iMiss  Keats) 520 

ZaugwiU,  Mr.  1 107 

Zola,  M 14 


OBITUARY. 

Baden-Powell,  Sir  George 

Beardcley.  Mr.  Aubrey       

Bishop,  Mrs 

Black,  Mr.  William      

FitzGerald,  Mrs.  Edward 

Frederic,  Mr.  Harold 

Graham,  Mr  Robert  Tod    

Grosvenor,  The  Hon.  Norman  ...     . 

Howard,  Blanche  Willis     

KniU,  Sir  Stuart    

Lathom,  Lord 

Potter,  Thomas  Bayley      

Smith,  Ada      

Tyson,  Mr.  James 

"Walter,  Geneml  John  McNeil  ..  . 
Welby-8regory,  Sir  William  ...  . 
White,  Mr.  Gleeson     


.  ...  343 

.  ...  437 

.  ...  298 

.  .    481 

.  180,  386 

.  ...  103 

.  ...  410 

.  ..    343 

.  ...  128 
...  343 

.  ...  348 

.  ...  2&S 

.  ...  4(!7 

.  ...  510 

.  ...     88 

.  ...  386 

.  ...  103 


DRAMA. 

"Brother  flfficers"  at  the  Garrick  Theatre 1"0 

"Cupboard Love"  at  the  Court  Theatre       44v! 

"  Jest,  The,"  at  the  Criterion   3il 

"Jones,  Mr.,  The  Manoeuvres  of,"  at  the  Haj- 

market  ..  216 

"Mfrchnnt  of  Venice"  at  .St.  Geoi-ge's  Hall     ...  442 
"Musketeers,  The  Three,"  at  Her  Majesty's      ..    2(0 

"On  and  Off"  at  the  Vaudeville     441 

Pantomime  Craze,  The ^59 

Wyndbam,  Mr.,  as  Tragedian Stl 


rui.NTEi)  «v  Alexandkk  &  Shej-heaku,  LoNSUAtE  BviLuiNcs,  Chanceky  La-ne,  London,  W.C. 
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WARD,    LOCK    &    CO.'S    ANNOUNCEMENTS. 

A  BEAUTIFULLY  ILLUSTRATED  AUTUMN  ANHOUNQEMENT  LIST  i$itf  pe$t  fru  on  applleatltn. 

Messrs.   WARD,   LOCK   &   CO.,  Limited,  will  publish  on  October  17th 

An    ENTIRELY    NEW    EDITION    of 

HAYDN'S    DICTIONARY    OF    DATES 

AND    UNIVERSAL    INFORMATION. 

A  COMPLETE   RECORD   OP   ALL   NATIONS   AND  TIMBS. 

Oomprlslng  :— Remarkable  Ocoarrenoes.  Ancient,  Medlaival,  and  Modern— Nattnni  and  their  OoremmanC*.  Mw.,  ImtltaMona,  WaaiMn,  aod  Cubma— Th>  Ortita, 
novelopmi^nt,  and  ProgresB  ot  Art;,  fotenco.  Law,  and  I,eamlng— The  Otvll,  Mlllury,  Bellglaai,  Moral,  and  Pbllaatbroplo  lodltatlmu  ol  rartaat  XaUoot  la  tkt 
different  Epochs. 

WITH  B3PECr\ti  REPERENCE  TO  THE  IIHTORY  AND  ACIUEVEUENrj  OP  THE   BRiriHII  lUPiai. 

CONTAINING  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  WORLD  TO  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1898. 

By   BENJAMIN    VINCENT, 

Hon.  Librarian  of  the  Royal  Initltatlon  of  Great  Britain  ;  Oor.  Mem.  HULSoe.,  New  Tork,  *o. 

Hedlnm  8to.  cloth,  ais. :  half-calf.  iia. ;  fall  or  trea  salf,  ill.  Ad. 
TWENTV-bKCOND  EDITION,  Revised,  Corrected,  and  Enlarged  with  New  and  Important  Matter,  and  thoroaghly  brought  down  to  the  Aituia  ot  tm, 

0«ntalnlnK  oonsidorably  ovar  1,300   Pas**,   12,S0O  Artlolaa,   145,000   Data*  and   Faota. 

aiionr  ExmArrs  from  prkss  xoticks. 
"  It  wonid  be  dlfRcnlt,  If  not  Impossible,  to  name  a  single  rolnme  so  opnient  In  the  Information  which  ertrj  man  aaVa  for  eTary  day  of  hia  life'— 4p*flaiorl 
'  Probably  no  other  single  woric  in  the  English  langnage  oonialns  sncb  a  masa  of  oondenaed  information."— 'Da<Iv  TtUffraph. 
" '  Haydn's  Dictionary  of  Dates '  Is  the  most  nnlversal  boolt  of  reference  In  a  moderate  compass  that  we  Icnow  of  in  the  Ingliab  langnaga."— Daac 

Proapeetus  and  Speoimen  Pas*  aent  poat  fraa  en  appllaatlon. 


READY  SHORTLY. 

LIEUT.  JOHANSEN'S  STORY  OF 

NANSEN'S    GREAT     EXPEDITION. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  jrilt,  (is. 
Profusely  Illustrated  with  Pbotocrraphs,  to. 

WITH     NANSEN     IN     THE     NORTH. 

By  Lieut.  HJALJIAR  JOHANSEN 
(Nansen's  sole  oompanion  on  hia  solitary  journey). 
The  story  of  Nansen's  expedition  has  hitherto  been  obtainable 
only  in  very  expensive  form,  and  Lieut,  JobanEen's  narrative  of  the 
travel  expedition  of  the  century,  issued  at  a  popular  price,  is  sure 
to  be  in  lively  detnand.  The  value  of  the  new  work  is  enhanced 
by  the  vivid  actuality  of  the  illustrations,  many  of  them  reprodaoed 
from  photographs  taken  by  Lieut.  Johansen  himself, 

READY  OCTOBER  S4TII. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  68. 

PROPHETS    OF   THE    CENTURY. 

Edited  by  AllrllUR  RicKETT. 
"  The  Prophets  of  the  Century  "  Is  a  collection  In  one  volume  of  critical  appre- 
ciations by  dUtlnguUtaed  writers  of  the  life  and  work  of  the  poets,  novelists,  and 
philosophers  who  have  bai  a  distinct  message  for  their  age,  and  have  chiefly 
influenced  the  social,  Inte'lectaal,  and  rallgioas  movements  of  the  .eventful 
century  now  drawing  to  a  close. 

READY  OOTOBER  S4tii. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.    Illustrated  by  James  Uaofarlane. 

THE    BOOK    OF    THE    BUSH. 

By  Qkobok  DLrNDfianiLit. 
The  author  has  already  made  a  great  name  In  Autralasla,  and  the  publication 
o'  this  volnuie  will  arouse  much  Interest  in  literary  circles  hero.    The  sltetches 
t#ll  with  atrlklng  force  and  vIvlJ  realism  the  adventures  and  BuBorlngs  of  the 
pioneers  of  Australian  civilisation. 

JU.W  RE*DY. 

NEW  WORK  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  "MADS  IN  OERMANY." 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt.  Js.  6d.    Profusely  Illii8tr;ii,cd  with  Photographs. 

THE    IMPERIAL    HERITAGE. 

'Made  In  Germany,"  "Marching 


RIADT  ON  OtrrOBRR  lOrn. 

GUY  BOOTHBY'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Crown  8yo,  cloth  gilt,  ti.    Illnsiraiad  by  J.  Arabmaa  W.tltaF, 

ACROSS  THE  WORLD  FOR  A  WIFE. 

There  la  a  true  Roothby  tone  abiut  thla  l>ook.    Tbrtlllag  advanturM  and  toraa 
human  panioni  ran  through  It  from  oover  lo  oovar. 

BY    THE   8AM1    AUTBOB. 

Uniform  with  the  abova. 

niiutratad  by  8tanl«y  L.  Wood. 

Mr.  RrOTARD  KlPLtHO  sayt :  "Mr.  Ony  Ronthby  ba«  tyuna  to  fnt  koooan 

now.    His  name  ia  large  upaa  hnardlnn,  bis  hooka  Mil  Ilka  bni  eakn,  aad  ha 

keopa  a  level  hi-ad  through  It  all.    I've  met  him  ieyerat  tlmta  in  iDgiaad.  aad  ka 

addrd  to  my  already  Itrga  roivwt  fo'  htm." 

Mr.  W.  L.  Aldks,  in  the  .Veui  York  nnut.  taya  :  "Mr.  Buy  Roiwhby  eH 
crowd  more  adventure  Into  a  s<iaare  foot  of  paper  than  any  other  oonllai." 
THK  LUSr  OP  HATK. 
BUSHIQRAiMS. 

THE   FAtOINATION   OP    THI    KINO. 
DR.    NIKOLA. 
A    BIO    FOR    FORTUNE. 
THE    BEAUTIFUL   WHITE    DEVIL. 
THE    MARRIAUE   OF    HESTER. 
IN   8TRANQE   COMPANY. 


By  Ernkst  B.  WiLLtAMS,  Author  of 

Backward,"  Im. 

The  first  account  by  a  competent  authority  ot  the  magnitude  and  reionroe  of     1      A        SOCIAI 
our  world-wide  empire.    The  book  ehould  be  read  by  every  British  citizen  Inter-      '      '^       v.»v^»».mj 
ested  In  the  vital  iiuestlons  now  before  the  public 

BEADY  IN  OCTOBER. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  »s.  cd.    Illustrated  by  A.  N.  Wall  and  others. 

With  an  Introduction  by  "  Kkd  Spisnkr  "  (W.  Sesioh). 


FIVE    SPLENDID    NEW    3s    6d     NOVELS. 

Illiutrated  by  J.  Amb-ose  Walton.  St.  Clair  MmmoD'.  Ac 

Crown  gyo,  cloth  gilt,  la.  6d.  each. 

JUdT  PITBLHBED. 

A   SENSATIONAL    CASE. 

By  FLoantoE  Wabdik,  Anthor  of "  The  Hoaw  on  the  Marsii,'  h% 
"  The  author  has  given  us  nothing  as  *nod  aa  thb  book.    .    ,    .    Mlaa  Wtrlaa 
Is  at  her  beat  in  this  clever  story."— LfoiKt'a  Stm*. 

jrST  READY. 

THE  VOYAGE  OF  THE   PULO  WAY. 

By  Cablto:«  Dawi,  Anthor  of "  A  Bride  of  Japan." 
"  A  vivid  and  exciting  picnrc  of  ast  landing  alTMtaras.    The  atory  kaa  tka 
merit,  not  too  rnmmoo  in  books  of  adventora.  of  IneraaalaE  Intaiwt  till  IA«  tarf 
•nd.    Ho  one  will  pal  down  this  book  unHnUhad."— /><tWf  Ttlfrapk. 


JCST  PUBLHHEO. 

HIGHWAYHAN. 


FISHING    AND    FISHERS. 

By  J.  Paul  Tavlob.  First  Hon.  Sec  Fly-Flshors'  Club. 
A  charming  series  of  angling  sketches,  written  in  very  pleasant  style  by  one 
with  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  art. 

MBS.  h.  T.  MEADE'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
JUST  READY. 

A    MASTER    OF    MYSTERIES. 

Rv  Mrs.  L.  T.  Mkadk  and  Roi>i.:UT  Eistaci;.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  (8. 
Illustrated  by  Ambrose  Walton. 
"  A  capital  book  which  no  one  will  read  without  both  enjoying  and  admiring 
the  Ingenuity  of  Its  authors."— rde  Scotsman. 

"The  adventures  are  of  the  most  exciting  kind,  exceodingly  original,  and  the 
book  Is  sure  to  fascinate  all  who  take  it  up."— DwndM  Courier. 


By  K.  PHtri's  THAts,  Au'.hor  of '  A  Deaertcr  from  PhUatU,"  A& 
"The  atory  Is  exceptinoallv  clover,  ■nstalning  the  inlareat  aJBlrabl;  la  a  very 
aooaoat  mh\*ai."—Skrj}irl(l  T^le^jrip^. 
'■PMnOBOaa    .    .    .    declledly  exciting."- rimra. 

NOW  READY. 
«.  PHILLIPi  OPPB'SHRlU'd  NEW  NOYBL. 

HYSTERIOUS    MR.    SABIN. 

By  E.  I'uiLui'sOPi'EBiiKlii,  Author  of  "Fain  lvld«eeih"*AisMaD  Uvii^' 

"  A.  itorr  of  •ztnordlnary  tuolnatlon.  moat  Ingtnloaaly  eaatraelad.' 

IV  AeMMMMb 

JUST  READY. 

COURTSHIP    AND    CHEHICALS. 

By  BiciLV  Cox. 
"  A  Ula  with  plenty  of  go,  bright  aitd  llvtiy  In  tone,  bat  with  a  larlaw  MS 
alaa.    The  charaetors  are  TivM  and  vkuxtT^vm.  and  tlu  dlalecai  b  kdikt  aal 
crisp.    It  la  a  boot  to  read."— AArjilWil  /nd(;iriulni4. 


WARD,  LOCK  &  CO.,  Limited,  Salisbury  Square,  Lonc'on.  F  C. ;   Veibource  and  Few  Ycrk. 
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DAVID     NUTT, 

270-271,  Strand. 

Among  Mr.  NUTT'S  forthcoming  Puhlications  are ; 

A  REVISED  and  CHEAPER  EDITION  of 
Mr.  JUSTIN  HUNTLY  MCCARTHY'S  Prose  Translation  of 

THE  QUATRAINS  OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM. 

Attractively  printed  and  bound,  in  pocket  size.    Probable  price.  Ss.  Od. 

[Xf^'irli/  ready. 

Thejir.ll  English  translalioii  of  the  ohhst  life  of  fit.  Francis  of  Assisi. 

THE  MIRROR  OF  PERFECTON  OF    THE 

KP  rBROTETER  MINOR,  to  wit  the  BLESSED  FRANCIS,  bv 
BROTHER  LEO.    Authorised  EuBliali  Version  from  ths  Latin  ori|i(inal 

"  -  ■■  recentlv  discovered  bvM.  PAT'T,  PABATIER,  the  binerapher  of  Rt.  Francis 
(if  Assisi.  bj-  8F.BA8TIAN  EVANS.  A  charmingly  printed  and  bound 
pocket  volume.    Probable  price,  2s.  or  2s.  Gd. 

•»•  The  oldest,  tba  most  authentic,  the  most  eenuinely  faithful  record  of  the 
Saint's  Life  and  Work. 


,n'8T  OT'T. 


THE    CLASSICAL    REVIEW. 


Vol.  XII.    October, 


No.  7.    Net,ns.  Gd, 


F.BITOBIAL.  CoNTENT.9 : 

PARAGRAPHS. 

ORIGINAL    CONTRIBUTIONS  :    Vans.— I   The  Slaves  in  the  Wnsps.—ll.  Kal 
meaninp  "  or  "—III.  Phrvero-Cralatian  Slaves.    W.  M.  Ramsav. 

Archaeological  Notes  on  Bacchylides.    L.  E.  Faiivei.l. 
.  On  the  word  irapftfioftrla  and  on  Greek   Substantives  compounded  with 
Prepo'itions     G.  8.  Sale. 

ClTtemnestra's  "Weatwu.     G.  C.  "W.  Waeb. 

The  Sequence  after  Xe  Prohibitions.    I,— W.  D.  GEnnE.«, 
SHORTER  NOTES. 
RRVIEWS  ANB  NOTICES : 

BKvdes'  Adversaria.    F.  C.  Coxvbkare 

Pmson^graphia  Imperii  Romani.    Pars  TTI.    F  T.  Richards, 

**egebade  and  Lommatz-'cVs  Lexicon  to  Petronius.    J.  P.  P. 

Bradlev  an!  Benson's  Philosophical  Lectures  and  Remaina  of  H.  L,  NettlntKip. 
H.  RicHARn.i. 

Headlam's  Edition  of  the  Medea,    W.  E.  P.  Cotter. 
CORRESPONDENCE : 

An  Unknown  M3.  of  the  Agricola  of  Tacitus.    H.  FuRXKArx. 
TRANSLATIONS: 

T^opanli's  Ode  on  the  Monument  of  Dante  at  Florence.    R.  C.  Jebb. 
ARCHAEOLOGY: 

Note  on  Cvprinfe  Pottery.    J.  L.  Mvres, 

Monthly  Record.    Warwick  Wroth. 
8UMMAHIES-BIBLI0GEAPHY. 


FOLK-LORE. 


iND 


TRANSACTIONS  OF  THE  FOLK-LORE  SOCIETY. 

A  QUASTEHLY  ItEVIEW  OF  MYTH,  TRADITIOX,  ISSTITUTIOX, 

CUSTOM. 

Vol.  IX.    No.  3.    September,  1S98.    Net,  6s. 

Contexts : 

EVALD  TANG  KRISTEN8EN,  a  DANISH  F0LK-L0EI8T  (with  Portrait). 

W.  A.  CRAiaiE,  M.A. 
TOBtT  and  .lACK  the  GIANT-KILLER.    Fraxcis  Hixdes  Gboome. 
CHRIST'S  HALF-DOLE.    W.  B.  Gerish. 

BEVIE W8  — Emile  Durkheim,  V Annie  Sociologk/ue :  A.  Li'iweoatimm.  Aherglmile 
und  Sfro/rerht.  Ein  B^itrag  zur  Erforachnng  des  Khitln^Aes  der  Volk-wn- 
schawingen  ntif  die  Veruhung  von  Verbrechen  .■  J.  Arl.uro  Trombltore.  Folk- 
lore.  PaUmeie:  Giuseppe  Pitri',  BMioteca  d'lle  Trndaioni  Popolari  SlrHiane : 
Walter  E.  Roth,  B.A.  Oxon.,  Ethnologic.nl  Stu^iea  nniomi  the  Xorlh-We^- 
Cenl-al  Qiirentload  .•(4o)v,inM,  Fred.  C.  Coxvbeare  ;  .Tess'e  L.  Weaton.  The 
J^egend  of  Sir  Gatvain:  Studies  upon  its  original  Scope  and  Significance,  W  P 
Ker. 

CORRESPONDENCE.— The  Tide  E  Ridxev  Habtlaxd —Lincoln  Minister  and 
the   Devil.      Foss-Dykk.— May-Day   in   Lincolnshire.      Mrs.    Dorotiiei 

ToWXfJHEXD. 

MISCELLANEA.— A  Esin  Ceremony  from  the, Murshidfibad  District  of  Bengal. 
Sarat  Chaxdba  Mitra,  M.A.,  B.L.— Sacred  Fire  'with  Ulustrationl .  R.  C. 
Maclaoax.  M.D.— Kissing-Dav  atHungerford.- Wheel  Cerejnory.  Einr  \rd 
Peacock,  F.S.A.— Spanish  Easter  Custom.— Supei-stitions  in  Fife.  D.  H  vy 
Fi.rmixo. 

BIBLIOGEAPHY. 


FOE  EAELY  ISSUE. 

Tn  the    Puhticntions  of  the   Folk-lore  Society. 


Vol.  XLI. 


THE   FOLK-LORE  of  the  FIOTE  (French 

Congo).      By   R.     M.     DENNETT.       With    Introduction    by    MARY 
KINGSLEY.    Illustrated.    Probable  price,  10s.  8d. 
•«•  Forms  the  extra  volume  of  the  Society's  Puldicitions  for  1897.    Mr.  Dennett 
has  inhabited  French  Congo  for  over  twentv  years,  and  has  a  wider  and  more 
rotimate  knowledge  of  the  Finte  than  any  living  Englisliman. 
Th»  yeatly  subscription  of  the  Folk-T^re  Societv  is  £1  Is.,  in  return  for  which 
m-mbeis  receive  Folk-Lorr.  oub'i.shed  quarterly  (53.  a  nunber\  and   the  extra 
volume.    Prospectus  on  appli-ation. 


SWAN  SONNENSCHEIN  &  CO. 


LIF£    of    MARIE    ANTOINETTE.      By 

CLARA  TSCHrDI.     Coloured  Portrait.     7s.  6d. 

"  An  excellent  example  of  condensation,.  For  the  first  time,  perhaps,  we  nre 
in  the  full  position  to  I)alance  evidence  repardine  this  unhappv  queon,.*'-^ 
Outlook.  **  Clapa  Tschudi  is  probablv  the  most  (rifted  woman  in  Scandinnvift. 
Her  mnnopraph  on  the  Empress  Kacri^nie  and  this  more  important  work  have 
been  translated  into  German  and  Italian,  and  impressed  all  sorts  andcnudltiong. 
And  now  that  we  have  read  '  Marie  Antoinette  *  in  Engrl'sh  we  do  not  wonder 
at  all."— Pa?i  JSIall  Gazette.  ** Brilliantly  written;  the  careful  and  detailed 
rcsparch  upon  which  it  is  based '  renders  it  of  enduring  historical  value." — 
Liverpool  Post. 

THE  GRECO-TURKISH  WAR,  1897.    By 

a  GERMAN  STAFF-OFFICER.    Portraits  and  Maps.    .'5.-. 

"A  narrative  based  on  observation  and  a  scientific  Imowledge  of  every 
operation.  Extremel.vwell  done:  many  of  the  pagea  are  of  incense  interest. 
The  portraits  are  admirable,  and  the  maps  of  tlie  theatre  of  the  war  and  battle- 
fields enable  the  reader  clearly  to  follow  th'  details  of  the  narrative." 

Scofaynnn. 

CAMPING  and  TRAMPING  in  MALAYA : 

Fifteen  Years'  Pioneeriner  in  thfi  Native  States  of  the  Malay 
Peninsula.  By  A.  B.  RATHBORXE,  F.R.G.S.  10  Illustrations 
and  Map.    10s.  6d. 

'*  Leaves  no  aspect  of  its  subject  untouched.  There  are  few  books,  if  any, 
from  which  a  more  instructive  account  of  the  actual  life  of  the  Peninsula  »«  » 
whole  could  be  derived  ;  for  its  author  knows  the  country  thoronirhlv.  and  has 
the  skill  to  set  forth  bis  knowledge.  A  series  of  ptiotoffi-flphs  noticeably 
increases  its  \B\\ia."—Scotstniin.  "  A.  deliehtfntly  informntivo  book.  The 
author  has  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  country." — Liverpool  Post. 

MR.  ALFRED  RUSSEL  WALL.\CE'S  NEW  BOOK. 

THE     WONDERFUL     CENTURY:      Its 

Successes  and  its  Failures.  By  A.  R.  WALLACE,  Author  of 
"  The  Malay  Archipelago,"  &c.  7s.  6d. 
"  A  very  charming  account  of  the  great  leading  discoveries  of  the  century." 
—  Times.  "  We  have  seldom  read  a  more  compendious  and  luminous  account 
of  the  great  scientific  discoveries  which  entitle  this  century  to  be  called 
'  viond.erfn\.'"—Wextinini>tpr  Gazette.  "The  book  is  not  of  the  hour,  but  of 
the  whole  year."— Zondoa  Seview. 

LIFE  in  an  OLD  ENGLISH  TOWN.     By 

M.  DORMER  HARRIS.  Illustrations  and  FacsimUes. 
Forming  the  Fourth  Volume  of  the  "  Social  England  Series," 
Edited  by  KENELM  D.  COTES,  M.A.  (Oxon.).     48.  Od. 

"  Weknow  not  where  the  dailv  proceedings  of  Englishmen,  which  established 
England  as  Merry  England,  and  laid  the  foundations  of  nur  national  greatness 
and  prosperity,  can  be  better  or  more  agreeably  studied."— JVo^es  and  Qiierus. 

THE  TEACHING  of  CHRIST  on  LIFE 

AND  CONDUCT.  By  SOPHIE  BRYANT.  D.Sc,  Head 
Mistress  of  the  North  Loudon  Collegiate  School  for  Oirls. 
2s.  6d.  A  Course  of  Lectures  the  Author  is  in  the  habit  of 
giving  to  one  of  her  senior  classes.  Its  purpose  is  to  concentrate 
attention  on  the  practical  side  of  Christ's  teaching,  and  to  show- 
it  in  its  character  of  a  complete  and  consistent  Ethical  Scheme. 

ETHICAL  SONGS.    Edited  for  the  Union 

of    Ethical    Societies.      Second    (Enlarged)    Edition.      Cloth 
neat,  Is.  6d. 
292  Selections  in  Verse  on— fl.)  The  INNER  LIFE :    (II.)  The 
SOCIAL  LIFE ;    (III  )  NATURE.     With  Indexes  of  First  Lines, 
Authors,  Metres. 

RADIATION:  an  Elementary  Treatise  on 

Electro-Magnetic  Radiation  and  on  Rontgen  and  Cathode  Rays. 
By  H.  H.  F.  HYXDMAN,  B.Sc.  (Lond.).  I'reface  by  Prof. 
SYLVANUS  P.  THOMPSON,  D.Sc.,  F.R.S.     Diagrams.     Gs. 

"  It  helps  to  fill  a  void  left  by  the  artificial  subdivision  of  Physics  into  separate 
class  subjects.  To  the  real  student  of  Pbvsics  who  pursues  the  subject  for  its 
own  sake  it  will  be  found  most  useful." — Extract  pbom  Pekfack. 

NATURAL    HYGIENE.      Healthy   Blood 

the  Kssential  Condition  of  (iood  Healtli,  and  How  to  Attain 
It.  A  Treatise  for  Physicians  and  their  Patients  on  the 
Predisposition  to  and  Prevention  of  Disease.  By  H 
LAHM.\Js^N,  M.D.      4s.  Gd. 

"  Dr.  T.ahmann's  experiments  on  the  food  treatment  are  to  us  in  all  their 
aspects  interesting.  We  most  cordially  commend  his  book,  the  one  motive  of 
which  is  to  reduce  suffering  and  add  to  human  happiness."— Zojirfow  Seview. 
*'  The  book  is  interesting,  and  deserves  consideration." — Hospital. 

COMMON  SALT:    Its  Use  and  Necessity 

for  the  .Maintenance  of  Health  and  the  Prevention  of  Disease. 
By  C_.  GODFREY  GUMPEL,   F.Phys.Soc,   Assoc.Inst.C.E., 

[This  day. 
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NEW     BOOKS. 
THE  HISTORY  of  the  REFORMATION  of  RELIGION 

WITHIN  the  KI:ALM  of  SCOTLAND.  liy.IoHN  KNOX.  Tmnw  ribed  into  Modmi 
SiKjIliiiij  by  CIIAHI.KS  J.  GUTHllIE,  M.A.,  (J.C.  With  ID  Illiutrutioni.  Crown  8to, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  price  la.  (id. 

"  Mr.  ('.  .T.  (ititlirio,  Q.C.,  han  undoubtedly  rendered  excellent  service  by  c<liliDff  In  a  sobolarly  and  rel 
populur  uauuer  John  Kiiox'h  vinic  and  fuHCinatiuK  '  History  of  the  Ilofurmatiou  In  Bcotluid.'  "—Sp»ttt*r, 

a    Study    of    the 

EDWI.V  A.  ABBOTT,  D.D. 

plute  f  routinpioce,  price  24a. 


ST. 


THOMAS    of     CANTERBURY: 

Kvidence  bearing  on  his  Death  and  Miracles.     By  the  Hev 
In  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  containing  Intaglio,  plu 


PAUL  the  MAN,  the  MISSIONARY,  and  the  TEACHER. 

By  Dr.  OKKI.LO  CO.NK.  [/»  yyeparalwn. 

A    CLASSIFICATION    of    VERTEBRATA,    Recent    and 

Extinct.  With  Diagnoses  and  Definitions,  a  Chapter  o(  Geographical  Distribution,  and 
an  Etymological  Index.  By  HANS  UADOW,  M.A.,  I'h.D.,  I'.K.S.,  .Strirkland  Curator 
and  Lecturer  on  Zoology  to  the  Iniversity,  Cambridge.  Specially  printed  for  Student*  on 
one  side  of  the  page  only.     Demy  8to,  paper  l)oards,  price  3s.  (id.  net. 

HISTORICAL  INTRODUCTION  to  the  PRIVATE  LAW 

of;  U(JMK.  By  tho  lat«;  I'rof.  .1.  MI'IKUEAD,  LL.D.  New  Edition,  Itevised  and 
Edited  by  HENRY  G(.)UDY,  M.A.,  D.C.L..  LL.D.,  Kogius  Professor  of  CivU  Law, 
Oxford  ;  Fellow  of  All  Souls'  College.    Demy  8vo,  clotli,  price  'J Is. 

INTRODUCTION    to    ALGEBRA.       By    Geo.    Chhystal, 

M.A.,  LL.D.,  Professor  of  Mathematics  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh.  Croirn  8vo, 
cloth,  price  5s. 

THROUGH    ARCTIC    LAPLAND.      By  C.  J.    Cutcliffe 

HYNIO.  With  a  JLap  showing  route,  and  coutaiuing  Hi  page  Illustrations,  also  several 
small  pen  and  ink  sketches  by  CECIL  HAY^TEU,  who  accompanied  the  Author  on  his 
journey.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  price  lOs.  6d. 

ROCK  VILLAGES  of  the  RIVIERA.     By  William  Scott. 

Containing  over  .jO  Illustrations,  mostly  full-page,  from  pea  and  ink  drawings  ly  the 
Author.     Square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  78.  6d. 

A  PRISONER  of  FRANCE.      Being  the  Roiniuiscences  of 

the  late  Captiiin  CII.VliLES  B(  )OTllBY.  Containing  Frontispiece  Portrait  of  the  Author 
and  several  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  from  pen  and  uik  sketches  in  the  Anther's  journals. 
Square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  Os. 

MEMOIRS  of  LADY  RUSSELL  and  LADY  HERBERT, 

Ui2;;— 1723.  Compiled  from  original  family  documents  by  Lady  STEPNEY.  Crowu  Svu, 
cloth,  price  ')S. 

I. 


THE    MINISTER'S    CONVERSION:     a    Novel.       By 

HOOPEK,  Autlior  of  "  His  (jrace  o'  tho  Guiuie."     Crowu  8vo,  cloth,  price  tig. 

THE    ENCHANTED    STONE:     a   Novel.      By    C.    Lewis 

HIND.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  (is. 

HERO    and    HEROINE :     the    Story    of    a    First   Year    at 

School.  By  ASCOTT  R.  HOPE,  Author  of  "Black  and  Blue,"  "Cap  and  Gown 
Comedy,*'  ''Hjilf  Text  History,"  &c.  With  9  lUustratioM  by  A.  HITCHCOCK. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  os. 

"  We  heaitily  commend  tho  Imok  to  boja,  who  will  revel  in  its  breesy  pictureH  of  schoolboy  life,  and 
we  veuture  to  predict  timi  it  will  tie  o<|nally  apprecialed  by  their  »i»ter».*'—Aberdsen  free  Pr»$». 

"There  are  many  poiuta  in  tho  story  that  mako  it  a'tmirable Any  one  of  the  boy  characters  it 

introduces  might  have  been  drawn  from  life,  and  the  details  are  in  keeping  with'fact," 

Dttttdae  Advertiser, 

BATTLE  PIECES  from  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT.    Selected 

and  Edite<l  by  ,1.  HIGHAM,  M.A.  Containing  Crusader  and  tviraien,  tho  Toumiment 
at  Ashby,  Baunockburn,  Battle  of  the  Clans,  Floddeu  Field,  Taking  of  Liige,  Fitz  Jwnw 
and  Koderick  Dhu.  With  13  Illustratiouii.  Small  crown  8vo,  doth,  with  cover  desiga  by 
ROBERT  H(JPE.    Price  la.  Gd. 


BLACK'S    SERIES 
SCHOOL  TEXT-BOOKS. 


In  imaU  ctowb  Sro,  bound  in  elotb. 

Priai  li.  nM  |Mr  V.luni*. 

BUCK'S  SCHOOL  GEOGRAPHY. 
EUROPE.    By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A., 

NORTH    AMERICA.      By  L    W. 

I.VllK,  M.A. 

BRITISH     ISLES.       By    L.    W. 

LVUK,  M.A. 


BLACK'S  LITEFARY  EPOCH  SBB1E-. 

Kd.leil  l.y  L.  W.  I,YDK,  M.A. 

XIX.  CENTURY  PROSE.    By  J  H 

FOWLKH,  M.A.,  (    iftoi.  i  .,IU,tr. 

XIX. -CENTURY   POETRY.      By 

A.  0.  M'DO.N.SKl,!,.  M.A.,  Ariuagli  l(u;*t  I!cl»»*  . 

BLACK'S  SCHOOL  SHAKKSPEiKE. 

Kdilixl  by  1,.  W.  LYDE,  M.A. 

A     MIDSUMHER-NIOHrS 

UHKAM.     Uy  L.  W.  LVLIK,  M.l. 

KINO     LEAR.       By    Miss     Pb. 

BUEAVYN,  M.A.,  Oxford. 

BLACKS  SIR  WALTER  SCOIT 

COflTINUOOS  READERS. 

THE  TALISMAN.    By  W.  Melven, 

M.A.,  (JiicK^jw  Avmlcmy. 

QUENTIN  DURWARD.    By  H  W. 
SCOIT   BATTLE  PIECES.    By  J 

iliOilAM,  M.A.,  Carlisle  (jrainiuar  Scbooi. 

BUCKS  SHOfiT  HISTOBIES. 

I*rico  la.  i>er  Volume. 

THE  ENGLISH  PEOPLE  in  tho 

.MNKTKK.Mll      (K.SIUKY.       Bv     U.     0>     ». 
UtUUl.SS,  .M.A.,  UIUU. 


BUCK'S  HISTORICAL  FBEHCH  READIRGS. 

Edited  by  ProfsHur  CLUVIS  IIKVENOT, 

If  Mon  CoUai*.  BinniachuB. 

Prio*  ts.  Mt  per  VoIdhm. 

THE   AQE   of  RICHELIEU.     By 

A.  JAMSO.N  SMITH.  M.A.,  Ouip  UlU  CrMUMT 
HoiKiol.  Birmingham, 

BUCK'S  HISTORICAL  LATIN  READERS. 

Kdiled  liy  (.ih:i)UGI::  ^SMITH,  M..V., 
HaadmaMar  of  MerchWoo  Caatla  School,  BdiBbugh. 

rrite  2».  p«r  Tolomc. 


THROUGH  FINLAND  in  CARTS.     By  Mrs.  Alec  Tweedie.     -.„„  poNotiFST  of  Ttai  v  *nrf 

Cheai,    Kditiou.     Crowu  Svj.   cloth.     Containinir  Mao  and   18  fuU-Baire  Dluatrationn.        •'•"■^  A'^^VV^-^'LJ''    ifL^*._*°° 


Che;ii)    Edition. 
Price  6s. 


Crowu  Svj,   cloth.     Containing  Map  and   18  full-page  Blustratious. 


(The  book  of  tho  week.)  "  From  first  to  last  there  U  not  a  dull  paxe  in  the  rolame,  which  ia  admirably 
written,  well  illuntrated,  and  full  of  humour.  It  is  one  of  the  best  books  of  tivvel  wo  hare  read  for  many 
a  year." — IHu$traied  Sporting  and  Dramatic  Neics. 

RE-ISSUE    of  the    DRYBURGH    EDITION   of  the 

\\'A\' l"lkI.I')Y  NOVF.LS.  To  W-  i.'i)niiik'tod  iu  --'<  monthly  Vuliime;'.  each  cont;iiniug 
Photogravure  Frontispioce  on  Japanese  Vellum  Paper,  8  page  Woodcuts,  and  Vignette 
TiUe.  Large  crown  8to,  bound  m  buckram,  price  Ss.  6d.  per  Tolume.  Volumea  I.-XU. 
now  ready. 


TUK     8TKUU0LB     WITU    CARTHAG8.     B« 
K.  (i.  WILKINSU.V,  M.A.,  MaacMikr     ra^ir 

Bchool. 

BUCK'S  TALES  FROM  FRENCH  HISTORY 
FOR  ELEMENTARY  FORIS. 

Bdil«»l    by    r.    B.    KIRKNMN.    aA. 

I.  LES  QAULOIS  et  les  FRANCS 


A.  &  C.  BLACK,  Soho  Square,  London. 
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HARPER'S    NEW    PUBLICATIONS. 


IMPORTANT  NEW  WORK  ON  CHINA. 

SECOND    LARQ£    EDITION. 

China  in  Transformation 

BY  ARCHIBALD  R.  COLQUHOUN, 

Gold  MeilnlMsi  R.ivnl  GcDsrapliical  Socioly.  With 
Froiiti»*piece,  Maps,  Plans,  Copious  Index,  &0. 
Demy  hvo,  cloth  extra,  16a. 

"It  is  puhllsbed  opportunely,  and  gives  a 
most  valuable  summary  of  the  situation,  com 
mercial  ana  political,  up  to  date,  with  opinions 
and  sageestloDS  by  a  thorougnly  experienced 
and  comp.tent  expert.'     SATORDAY  REVIEW. 

MEMORIES  of  a  RE  AR  ADMIRAL 

Who  lilts  Served  fur  More  than  Half  a-Ccntury 
in  the  Navy  t)f  the  United  States.  By  S.  R. 
FRAKKLIN,  Kear-Admiral  U.S.  Navy,  llhia- 
trated.  Demy  «vo,  cluth  extra,  deckle  edges  and 
gilt  top,  12s.  6d. 

LABOUR     COPARTNERSHIP. 

Noteft  of  a  Visit  to  Co-operative  Workshops, 
Factoriiy,  and  Farms  in  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  in  which  Emi)loyer»  Kmployee,  and 
Consumer  share  in  Ownership  and  Munagemenl 
and  Reealts.  By  HKNRY  DKMAREST  LLOYD, 
Author  of  "Wealth  against  Commonwealth." 
Cioih,  5s. 

THE      PATERNAL     STATE     in 

FRANCE  AND  GERMANY.  By  HENRY 
GAULLIEUR.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  58. 

NEW  AND  CHEAPKll  EDITION. 

PRIMARY    CONVICTIONS.      By 

the  ARCHBISHOP    OF   ARMAGH,   Primate  of 
AH  Ireland.     Revised,  with  Index  and  Synopsis, 
cloth,  as.  (iJ. 
"Tiie  treatment  of  the  subject  is  marked  by  all  the 
Bit>bop   of    Derry'ii  most  attiactive  characteri sties. 
Hardly  a  page-  is  without  some  brilliant  and  epi- 
f^rammatic  retlectiou,  some  quaint  or  interesting  anec- 
dote, or  some  moving  appeal.*'— C»«(ardia». 

HARPER'S  FAVOURITE  NOVELS 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

LATEST   ADDITIONS. 

THE    DUENNA    of    a    GENIUS. 

liy  M.  E.  FRANCIS  {Mrs.  Francis  Blundell), 
Author  of  "In  a  North  Country  Village,"  &c. 

SILENCE,  and  other  Stories.    By 

MARY  E.  WILKINS,  Author  of  "A  New 
England  Nun,"  &c. 

MEG    of  the    SCARLET    FOOT. 

By  W.  EDWARDS  I'IREBUCK,  Author  of 
"Mies  Glace  of  All  Souls,"  &c. 

THE    STORY    of   a    PLAY.      By 

W.  D.  HOWKLLS. 

BEHIND    a    MASK.      By    Theo 

DOUGLAS,  Author  of  "  Iras,  a  Mystery." 

IN    the    SARGASSO    SEA.     By 

THOMAS  A.  JANVIKK. 


FORTHCOMINQ  WORKS. 


NEW^  FICTION  in  the  press. 


A    THOUSAND     DAYS    in    the 

ARCTIC.  By  FREDERICK  G.  JACKSON, 
Cor  responding  Member  of  the  American  Geo- 
graphical Society,  Corresponding  Member  of  the 
Societi  Gcografica  Iialiana,  Author  of  "The 
Great  Frozen  Land,"  &c.  Illustrated  after  Photo- 
graphs taken  by  the  Author,  and  with  Drawings 
by  R.  W.  Macbeth,  A.R.A.,  Clifford  Carleton, 
Harry  C.  Edwards,  and  F.  W.  Frohawk,  from  data 
furnished  by  Members  of  the  Expedition,  With 
5  Maps.  Two  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt 
tops,  328. 

WESSEX    POEMS,    and    other 

Verses.  By  THOMAS  HARDY.  With  32  Illus- 
trations by  the  Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
gilt  top,  6s. 


THE    ASSOCIATE 

By   FRANK  R.    STOCKTON 
Great  Stone  of   Sardis,"  ic. 
extra,  6s. 


HERMITS. 

Author  of  "The 
Crown  8vo,  cloth 


WORLD    BEWITCHED. 

By  JAMES  M.  GRAHAM,  Author  of  "  The  Son 
of  the  Czar."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  cvtra,  68. 


DUMB     FOXGLOVE, 

Stories. 


and    other 


THE   FAIR   GOD :  a  Tale  of  the 

Comiuest  of  Mexico.  By  LEW  WALL.ACE, 
Author  of  "  Ben  Hur,".  &c.  Illustrated  with 
40  Full- Pago  Photogravures,  76  Head-Pieces, 
76  Rubricated  Initials  and  Tail-Pieces  by  Eric 
Pape.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  31s.  8d. 


MOTE.-Hundreds  of  thousands  of  tlieie  Novels 
nave  been  bola. 

THOMAS  HARDY'S  NOVELS 

LlIiRARr   EDITION. 

With  Frontispiece  Etchings.    Cloth  gilt,  6o,.each. 
FAR  FROM  THE  MAD-    THE  HAND  OF  EIHEL- 

Dl^G  Crowd.  berta. 

THE  Mayor  of  CA8-    THSTRUMPKrMAJOR. 
•itRBKlDQE.  UUDBR    THE    GREEN- 


A  PAIR  OF  BLUE  EYES. 
TWO  ON  A  TOWER. 
THE  RBI  URN  OF  THE 

NATIVE. 
THE  W00DLANDER9. 
TEbS    OF    IHE    D  UR- 

IShRvILLEa. 
PESPEKATE    REUE 

DIES. 


Wood  trbe 

A  LlODIOEAN. 
JUDE  THE  OBSCURE. 
A   GROUP   OF    NOBLE 
DAMES. 

LlfESLirTLEIRONiES 
WESSEX  TALES. 
THE  WELL  BELOVED. 


By  ANNIE  TRUMBULL  SLOSSON,  Author  of 
"The  Seven  Dreamers."  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 


FLORAL  FANTASY  in  an  Old 

English  Garden.  With  Facsimile  Reproductions 
of  48  Full-Page  Water-Colour  Drawings,  End 
Papers,  Cover  Designs,  Ac.  By  WALTER 
CRANE.     Demy  4to,  10s.  6d. 


A    LATIN     GRAMMAR.      For 

Schools  and  Colleges.    By  GKORGE  M.  LANE* 
Ph.D.,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

The  publishers  are  led  to  believe,  by  the  opinions  of 
competent  b oholara  who  have  examined  the  work,  that 
it  is  one  of  the  most  important  contributions  to  the 
study  of  Latin  which  has  appeared  for  many  years, 
and  one  which  must  inevitably  interest  all.  scholars 
and  students  of  that  language. 


THE    ADVENTURERS. 

By  H.    B.    MARRIOTT   WATSON. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 


Illustrated. 


THE    COPPER    PRINCESS. 

By  KIRK  MUNROB.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


FOUR  for  a  FORTUNE :    a  Tale. 

By  ALBERT  LBB,  Author  of  "  Tommy  Toddles." 
Illustrated  by  F.  C.  TtOHN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  es. 


THE    ROMANTIC 

ROBIN  HOOD, 
by  A.  Forestier. 


HISTORY    of 

By  BABRi'  PAIN.    Illustrated 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 


A  STUDY  of  a  CHILD.    By  Louise 

J,  HOGAN.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 
many  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  oxtia,  6b. 


CROOKED,  TRAILS.    Written  and 

Illustrated     by    FREDERICK      REMINGTON. 
Djmy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  10s.  6d. 


THE    GOLFERS   ALPHABET. 

Illustrated  by  A.  B.  Frost.  Rhymes  by  W.  G. 
VAN  TASSEL  BUTPHE.V.  S(iuare  4to,  with 
Oraameatal  Cover,  7s.  6d. 


THE  ROCK  of  the  LION  :  a  Story. 

By  M.  ELLIOT  SEAWELL,  Author  of  "A 
Virginia  Cavalier,"  &o.  Illustrated  by  A.  I. 
KELLER.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


FABLES     of    the     FRIVOLOUS. 

(With  Apologies  to  La  Fontaine.)  By  GUY 
WETMORB  CARRYL.  With  Illustrations  by 
PETER  NEWELL.  Cloth  extra,  deckle  elges 
and  gilt  top,  68. 


HIS    COUNTERPART. 

By  R.  M.  GARNIER.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 


HARPER'S 

Volume  for  180  j. 

HARPERS 


ROUND    TABLE, 

Cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  7b.  6d. 


MARY    £. 


WILKINS'S    GIFI-BOOX 
CHILDREN. 


FOR 


MAGAZINE. 

-Jttne    tj    Novembar, 


Cloth 


Bound    Volumb 
extra,  8s.  6d. 
C.A8SS  FOK  BiiTDiNG,  su^i^ili'jd  Separately,  28. oocti. 


ONCE   upon  a  TIME,    and  other 
Child- verses, 

By  MARY  E.  WILKENS,  Author  of  "Jerome," 
*'Madelon,"  &c.  Illustrated.  lOtno,  cloth  extra, 
33.  6d. 

Trusting  to  the  aweet  charity  of  little  folk 
To  find  some  grace,  in  spito  of  haltiaa:  rhyme 
And  freqaant  tcUing,  iu  these  little  tales 
I  say  again  \—yoiCy  once  upon,  a  time  ! 


HARPER  &  BROTHKRS,   Publishers,  London  and  New  York. 
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ITODDER  &  STOUGHTON'S  PUBLICATIONS. 


NEW    BOOKS. 


THE    LIFE    of    HENRY     DRUMMOND.    F.R.S.E. 

liy  (IIOOKUK  ADAM  SJIITII,  D.J).,  LI,.D.,  rrofcxsor  of  Uebrew  mid  OliI  TeHtiiniiMit 
Exegesis,  B'ree  Church  College,  (ilasgow.    With  Portinits.     Cloth.  [IVeparinff. 

THE   LIFE  of  R.  W.  DALE,  LL.D.,  of  Birmingham. 

liy  his  Sou,  A.  W.   W.   DALIO,   M.A.      With  I'ortrait.      Hvo,  cloth,   Us. 

[Ntarljf  ttady. 

WAS   CHRIST    BORN   at  BETHLEHEM? 

A  Study  iu  the  Credibility  of  St.  Luke.  liy  I'rof.  W.  M.  liAMSAY,  D.C.L.,  I.L.D. 
I'urt  I.  —The  Traportiince  of  the  Problem.  Part  II. — The  Solution  of  the  l*roblem. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  \_Shortly. 

AFTERWARDS,  and  Other  Stories. 

By  IAN  MACLAREN,  Author  of  "  Beside  the  Bonnie  Brier  Bush,"  ic.  Crown  8to, 
cloth,  (is.  [Xorembtr. 

RABBI   SAUNDERSON. 

By  IAN  JIACLAKEN.  With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  Boyd.  Fcop.  8vo,  cloth, 
2s.  Od.  \Notember. 

CAPRICCIOS. 

By  the  DUCHESS,  OF  LEEDS.    Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  6s. 


[Readf/. 


A   SHORT    HISTORY   of    the   UNITED   STATES. 

By  JUSTIN  IITTNTLY  McCarthy.     Crown  Hvo,  cloth,  ()3.  [.W„r</y. 

ROBERT   LOUIS   STEVENSON'S    EDINBURGH 

I  'AYS.     liy  E  BLANTY'RE  SIMPSON,  Author  of  "  Sir  ,Jamf  s  Y.  Simpson."    Crown 
Xvo,  cloth,  (is.  [SAort'if. 

THE    WORKS  of  the   BRONTES. 

Kilited  l)y  W.  I{(  )1!ERT80N  NICOLL.    Crowu  8vo,  6s.  each  volume. 

The  first  volume  will  be"JAJJE  EYRE,"  to  which  is  added  "THE  MOORES," 
hitherto  unpublished.  [Shortly. 

REMINISCENCES      of     IRISH        LIFE      and 

CHARACTER.    By  MICHAEL  M^VCDONAGII.    Crown  8vo,  gilt  top,  Gs. 

[A'iwr/y  ready. 

A    HANDBOOK  for  LITERARY  and   DEBATING 

SOCIETIES.     Cro-wn  8vo,  cloth,  Ss.  Gd.  [Xtarly  ready. 

MEGGOTSBRAE. 

Portraits  and  Memories.    By  HALLIDAY  ROGERS.    Crown  8vo,  5s.    [Nearly  ready. 

BLACK  ROCK. 

A  TiUe  of  the  Selkirks.    By  RALPH  CONNOR.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  [.Yearly  ready. 

THE    UNCONSCIOUS   MIND. 

By  ALFRED  T.  SCHOFIELD,  M.D.,  M.R.O.S.    Crowu  8vo,  cloth,  with  diagrams, 
7s.  (id.  [Heady. 

HIS   BIG   OPPORTUNITY. 

liy  AJIY  LE  FEUVRE,  Author  of  "  Probable  Sons,"  "  Odd,"  "  Eric's  Good  News," 
Arc.     With  Four  Illustrations  by  Sydney  Cowell.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2$. 

[Oetoier  10. 

HESTER   MORLEY'S   PROMISE. 

By  HESBA  STRETTON,  Author  of  "Jessica's    First  Prayer,"  &c.     Crown  8to, 
cloth,  6s.  [Seady. 

BY  THE   SAME   AUTHOR   [Reeently  FuiUthed). 

THE   DOCTOR'S    DILEMMA. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Gs. 

"  Wholesome,  not  too  exciting,  written  in  good,  simple  English."— i««ro/iir«. 

"  Written  with  scnipulous  civrf,  iinii  probably  does  not  contain  one  slovenly  senience,  its  leading  and 
eren  its  minor  characters  are  each  ami  ail  real  pcsons  in  whom  the  reader  fully  belierea,  for  tbair 
characters  are  outlined  with  a  deft  hanil,  and  the  home  Ufa  of  t)ie  Channel  Inlands  forms  an  ace«dingljr 
pleasant  backirround  for  tiie  story.**-  Scoteiitaii, 


RECENT   WORKS. 

MARY    QUEEN   of   SCOTS,    from  ter 


IX  u^mlh^t  )•*  ilito  i 


'•UntoiMlliif 

'  Aa   •  mttfii  (..    .t  t^ii 

inv«iiiM),i.   .(,. 

*t«M  UtWNfila      . 

Mr.  ritii.ti..!-: 

paUMil  itvliwtf)      ,*■„..., r  ...».,    ..,»i 

»pp«iwUx.  miuC  '-•|K»«w«>i  m^Htht  at  l«l*«m 
crltl«ilMwwli«Hl«t4«jrM||it  flM*tfUn«  «l  th 
of  maU-rial  Ui  ht  <mU  vHb  U  »f  «  v«ry  hl«li  4 


ROBERT 


Crown  nw. 

BURNS 


and 


Mn. 


DUNLOP. 


ComnnnikDM  Bow  iliMl.li.4  l«  >«ll  Inr  lh«  am  »»: 
•  lUi  ICiuoMul<»i  he  WIIXIAM  WALLAI'B.  WMk 
Portnil  at  Mra .  Ixalo*  aad  ~  ' 


"  A  nlaafck  hook.  •a4>alalaiwUa(Wak.--taa«  f 
"  Mr.  W»llM>  itaOTTM  lh«  llMak>  al  all  Uw  taM^  a 
fw  thia  look.    It  ■•  a  aolMaatlal  •»*  wrj  aw^W  »Mtum  to 
tlK  n«U  uid  »nt-tnwlat  iBHa  •(  RaciM  H'MUar..* 

.  "  It  ia  Ktmaalir  fortnul*  (k.l  Ika  wur*  tat  toa  «^£» 
lakea    hr  %n   adiior    llkr   Mr.    W«IU».    ak 

tkormiihiMM,  mwi  minttU  k»»«l«.tffB  M  kta  „^. 

•  ulafMiofT  tomK  llu  hu  imaiat  tigiikir  Mrlr  all  ia> 
MUnof  Robnl  lk;n»  an,!  Mn.  iMala* ;  Mt  aa^tSMa  arhMl 
ha«<i  ham  alrmljr  ixiMMhal.  hat  *  Una  aaari>ar  wkMi  Mn. 
Unolnp  retalnal  uskandl  4  till  Imt  lialk.  TWa  M«  kNnn 
ham  bam  iatanrona  vlUi  ttm  aM.  alaiHMMaa  tmt  mm. 
a«ct  Df  aiDlaaatlona  aoWl,  aoJ  M 
In  an  almoat  uahrokaD  namllv*. 


ika  aMapn 


By 


Slilh  Ulttaa.  anaa  tta.  al<tk.  * 

CONCERNING   ISABEL  CARNABY. 

ELLl:.\  TlloK.NBTl'Sorr  ruWLEK. 
"  Tha  miat  brilhant  book  mj  Bataalla  kaa  raad  tkia  nar.* 

"  Ml»  Pnaler  haj  aehkri.!  a  «aa«— aaHliUMklf  *nUltt:t 
to  her  rcMiIrn  ■•  it  ronrt  tw  to  kinrff.  *T1ia  naval  a*  ika 
■«U4)ii*  will  prohallT  ha  tba  pa^alar  9m4yt  aaaa  lk«a 
anuilnalr  wlltr  ana  brilliant  ■Car— a  Man  la  aWaC.  Ia4i>rf. 
'  P..I  Ihlnn'  sra  ilMnbalad  with  lo  latWi  aa  >nia<IH>i 
that  ona  aloMat  frara  a  kind  of  nMabU  la^'awllaa  ■§«*  aawH 
ttwaa  let  abon  Ihia  rlah  l*aqaa(  la  i^tiBtf.  IW  kaa^  ^a*. 
llTelT  radlatta  hamoar.    .    .    .    B^ltiaw.  paiadaa.  am*  l»— 

In   atiort.   all  tha   waanaaa   la   IW  kara    II  a«l».«a 

announr— apiwar  In  thla  aal*rlalala«  aaial  la  a  aaaaa  af  Ika 
hithaat  i»l)>h.  and  Ika  dlalagnaa  alaaa  aaaM  aak*  tha 
furlitna  at  Ilia  atocy."    ff|iaakar. 

"Will  ha  plaaad  awii«  Ika  Baal  bdlUaat  aavah  at  A* 
raar."-/laily  .Vaaa. 

SnK>nd  i:>litl<>ii.  eroan  aro.  elolh.  «.. 

THE    GRANDISSIMES.      A    Story    of 

rrmlc  Ufa.     Br  CiKORUB  W.  CABLK      With  aa  Intra, 
dudorr  Note  <-j  1.  M.  BARRIC. 
"  A   haudaoma  r.lltl«a    ol    Mr.  Ckkla'a  datlatilfal  ainrr  ' 


"Ona  of  the  moat  Tmloahla 
th«  AllanUc'-lTaaWkaatar  Waai  <liii. 

"  Sotliln<  akoct  al  a  a|iailal  aaalaa,  nMad  ••  aaialnl  kw.a. 
Inlar  and  alaily,  aaaM  kaaa  pat  katat*  aai  aa  la  *tmt  tu  tiM 
lair  Iha  llfr.  Ika  Ihawktik  MM  Aalart.  sad  all  tha  HaMa  aari 
aha.laa  uf  aharaetar  a(  Iha  CMala  aaaiata  1  !laa  (Maaaa  at  a 
Uma  ahan  Ikal  *lalallaa«na  aaathan  <Ar  kald  nal  a  taaMMk 
iwrt  ol  Its  pfiaanl  popalitiaa.*— Aataaaa. 

HM«nd  Edition,  eraaa  an.  Hatk.  ai 

OTHER    PEOPLE'S    LIVES.     By    Rosa 

N<ll'CIIKTTKC.tltLY.  Aalhox.!     Naltia'a  M.matl^.'Aa. 
"  A  Kanlla,  fragrant  baak.'— 4/adaaM. 
"It  rinn  traa  Imna  and  w  aad,  aa.!  all  aha  nad  IMa  kaak 
vill  oerUlnl;  tM  Iha  batlar  lar  tt.*     Windii  I. 

fooilh  EdUl.m.  arn.  wllh  Map   !•«  *l 

ST.   PAUL  the   TRAVELLER  and  the 

ROMAN  CITIZKX.    Br  "'.  M.  BAMHAV.  I>.l  .1..  UU* , 

Pntfatanr   la   Abardaaa  UalaaaMi'.  htsattr    rril~a  .4 

r.irtar  aad  af  Uaaala  CMIwr.  tmi  hafcia  rf  C1a.alanl 

Arcbwdocr,  Oxiaid. 

"Tk«  Itjkt  thraaa  by  Pi  itaMai  laaau  aa  tha  aaiaar  a<  Iha 

Apoatia  Wal  la  odaa  MartUac  la  Ma  ftiikaw      Th«a  K 

Indaad,  am  oalr  a  ainala  Inetdaal  In  tha  A«>a(la'k  M-  npat. 

which  ba  baa  not  aooMtkInc  aaa  la  aajr  '-tftoaia*  MiraM. 

BT  TUB  SAMB  ADTIIDR. 
rifib  Clllina.  allb  Mana  aad  llluatratlaaa.    (aa.  <<<4k  tfv 

THE  CHURCH  in  the  ROMAN  EMPIRE 

ntiiHiKt:  A  ii  iT'i. 
--Thin  rahwa  la  Iha  aaat  Iwaaalaal  aoataftaUaa  la  ik* 
■tadT  a(  aartr  Ckarah  hIataiT  ahiah  kaa  kaa 
aaaatiT  alaca  Iha  giaa  wotk  a( 
All  mall  I  Vkihaaa.     It  la,  laa. 
atlhoat  a  rival  ia  aai  tavtoaa  aaa 

Raaand  GdlUoa.  laanpMlat  tVaaa    Oava  «aa.  ohM.  » 

THE  IDEAL  LIFE,  and  Other  Unoub- 

h.hM    A.iarrurt        By    ih.  l.Ir  11 KN 'i  \    IKlMVMl 
Wllh       luln>lactorT      SkH.^<»«*      If      «        I.  'I.kK .  ^•'.'« 
MIUOLU  LUn.aad  IAN  MAl'LARB.N 
-' Tha  inal  pctedplaa  aad  avki  Ihataaf  Iha  Ac 

saaai aaiaaljr  avra altTaaUn^ k«t aMfa  laal  aW 

sMa.  vhlla  h«  ipaaka  a<  thaaa 


link  I  llailMa 


a  pain  k  1 1  la 
UdMfaat   aa 


Ihaj  an  UkWr  tn 
tiaiiiMiliia  '-Pr.  Jf< 


nS  aaa  ivaaaalaaa  aad  am»  tha 

aaiaad  Ma  n  aaf«  _  Whalhaa 

■^  Iha  mipUtn  at  hia  aattlaa  hatka  aa  Ma. 
r  to  aaka  a  aittannJir  a>4  ■■a  aadariaf 


a  aaaadaanlir  i 


London:    HODPER   &   STOUGHTON,   27,    Pftternoster   Row,   E.G. 
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HUJRST  &  BLACKETT'S 

NEW     BOOKS 

Now  in  demand  at  all  Booksellers'  and   Lihrarien 


THE  SECOND  THOUGHTS  of  an  IDLE 
FELLOW. 

By  JEROME  K.  JEROME,  Author  of  "Three  Men  in  a 
Boat,"  "  Idle  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  FeUow,"  &o.  1  vol., 
crown  8vo,  3s.  Gd. 

PICTURES  of  TRAVEL,  and  other  Poems. 

By  MACKENZIE  BELL,  Author  of  "  Spring's  Immortality, 
and  other  Poems."  "  A  Memoir  of  Christina  Rossetti,"  &c. 
In  1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  gilt  top.  Illustrated,  3s.  Gd. 

PERSONAL  FORCES  of  the  PERIOD. 

By  T.  H.  S.  ESCOTT,  Author  of  "  England :  its  People, 
Polity,  and  Pursuits,"  &-c.     1  vol.,  large  crown  8vo,  63. 

TO  KLONDYKE  and  BACK: 

A  Journey  down  the  Yukon,  from  its  Source  to  its  Mouth. 
By  J.  H.  E.  SECRETAN,  C.E.  With  Hints  to  Intending 
Prospectors,  and  24  Full-Page  Illustrations.  1  vol.,  large 
crown  8vo,  6s. 

CHRISTIAN    PROFILES    in    a   PAGAN 
MIRROR 

By  JOSEPH  PARKER,  D.D.,  Minister  of  the  City  Temple, 
London.    1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  33.  6d. 

PIONEERING  in  FORMOSA: 

Recollections  of  Adventures  among  Mandarins,  Wreekerfl, 
and  Head-Hunting  Savages.  By  W.  A.  PICKERING, 
C.M.G.,  late  Protector  of  Chinese  in  the  Straits  Settlements. 
With  25  Full-Page  Illustrations  from  Photographs  and 
Sketches  by  the  Author.    1  vol.,  demy  8vo,  I63. 


NEW  AND  POPULAR  NOVELS. 
THE  LIGHT? 

A  Romance  by  BERNARD  HAMILTON.     In  1  vol.,  crown 
8vo,  fully  Illustrated  by  Maurice  GreiiEenhagen,  Gs. 

THE  STAR  CHILD. 

By  WINIFRED  GRAHAM,  Author  of  "Meretia,"  &c.    In 
1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  Gs. 

GOD'S  PRISONER: 

The  Story  of  a  Crime,  a  Punishment,  a  Redemption.     Bv 
JOHN  OXENHAM.     In  1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  G3. 

LIFE'S  FITFUL  FEVER, 

By  ELEANOR    HOLMES,   Author  of    "The    Price    of   a 
Pearl,"  "A  Painter's  Romance,'   &c.     1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  Gs. 

THE  ONLY  AUTHORISED  EDITIONS  OF 

JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

ILLUSTRATED  EDITION.  Illustrations  by  Hugh  Riviere. 
Large  crown  8vo,  extra  cloth,  gilt  top,  Gi. 

STANDARD  EDITION.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontis- 
piece by  Sir  John  Millais,  Bart.     .53. 

TEWKESBURY  EDITION.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with 
Portrait  of  Author  by  Professor  Herkomer.     3s.  Gd. 

POPULAR  EDITION.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

PEOPLE'S  EDITION.  In  medium  8vo,  cloth.  Is. ;  in  paocr 
cover,  Gd. 

HURST  &  BLACKETT,  Limited,  13,  Great  Marlborough 
Street,  Loxdox,  W. 


CLARENDON  PRESS,  OXEORD. 


Just  published,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  128.  6d. 

THE    WHITEFOORD    PAPERS:     being    the 

Correftpondpnee  and  other  Manuwripts  of  Colonel  Charles  Whitefoord  and 
Cal^'h  Whitefoord  from  173i»-lHlii.  Edited,  with  Intriiduction  and  Notes, 
by  W  A.  B.  HEWINS,  M.A..  Pembroke  College,  Oxford. 


Just  published,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  .'J.**.  6J. 

A  NEW  ENGLISH    GRAMMAR,  Logical  and 

HISTORICAL.    By  HENRY  SWEET,  M.A.    Piirt  II.    SYNTAX. 

Already  pvhlUhed. 

Part  I.    IsTBOnrfTioN',  PiioNOLOoY,  and  ArriDEscE.    lOs.  6d. 


.lust  pulilished,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  lOs.  fid.  net. 

THE     ELIZABETHAN     CLERGY     and     the 

SETTLEMENT   of   RELIGION,   lVi8-li)fi4.      By  HENRY    GEE,  B.D., 
F.S.A.    With  Illustrative  Documents  and  Lists. 


THE  OXFORD   ENGLISH  mCTIOSABY. 
NEW  DOUBLE  SECTION  now  ready,  stiff  covers,  4to,  6p. 

GAINCOPE —  GERMANIZING.        Edited 

HENRY  BRADLEY,  M.A.    Thus  Double  Section  is  part  of  Vol.  IV. 


by 


Just  published,  4to,  buckram,  gilt  top,  268.  net. 

DICTIONARY    OF  PROPER  NAMES   and 

NOTABLE    MATTERS    in    the   WORKS   of   DANTE.      By    PAGET 
TOYNBEE,  M.A.,  Balliol  College,  Oxford. 


XEir  SUPPLEMENTARY   VOLUME   TO   THE  " ItULERS   OP 

INDIA"   SERIES. 

Just  published,  ero«-n  8vo,  cloth,  39.  Od. 

SIR     HENRY     LAWRENCE,     the     PACIFI- 

CATOR.    By  Lieut.-General  J.  J.  McLEOD  INNE8,  RE.,  V.C.    With  a 
Portrait. 


Crown  8vo,  2  vols.,  12b. 

A  SELKCTION    of  PASSAGES  from  PLATO 

for   ENGLISH   READERS.       Fi'om    the    Translation    by  the    late    B. 
Jowett,  M.A.    Edited,  with  Introductions,  by  M.  J.  KNIGHT. 


In  one  vol.,  cro^vn  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  Gd. 

THE  STUDENT'S  CHAUCER.     Being  a  com- 

pleffl  Edition  of  his  Works,  edited  from  numerous  MSS.,  with  Introduction 
and  Glossary,  by  W.  W.  8KE.\T,  Litt  D. 

Cloth  extra,  98.  6d. 

THE  OXFORD  CHAUCER.     On   India   Paper. 


Third  Edition,  Enlarged,  crown  8vo,  73.  fid. 

SHAKESPEARE   as  a  DRAMATIC  ARTIST: 

a  popular  Illustration  of  the  Principles  of  Scientific  Criticism.    By  R.  G 

MOULTON,  M.A.,  Piofessor  of  English  Literature  in  the  University  of 

Cliica^o. 

Mr.  Wii.i.iAM  AnrnER  in  Macmnian'n  Muri'-he.- "  Mr.  Moulton  s  studies  of 

certain  of  Shakespeare's  plays  are  full  of  subtlety  and  suKgestion,  and  render  his 

work  a  really  valuable  contribution  to  Shakespearean  criticism." 


7s.  Gd.    Also  in  leather  bindings. 

THE      WIT     and      WISDOM      of      SAMUEL 

JOH.VSON.     By  G.  BIEKBECK  HILL,  D.C.L.,  Pembroke  CoUege,  Oxford. 


7s.  fid.    Also  in  leather  bindings. 

SELECTIONSfromCLARENDON.    Characters 

and  Epi.so<les  of  the  Great  Rebellion.    Edited  by  G.  BOYLE,  M.A.,  Dean  of 
Salisburj\  

2  vols.,  demy  .9vo,  cloth,  with  Illustrations,  price  2.5s. 

BRIEF    LIVES:     Chiefly    of    Contemporaries, 

set  down  bv  John  Aubrey,  between  the  years  IGBO  and  lfi9«.    Edited,  from 

the  Author's  MSS.,  by   ANDREW  CLARKE,  M.A.,   Lincoln's  College, 

Oxford,  &c.  T.       ,     t.  ..  • 

Spe>ikrr.-"'Mi:  Clarke  has  produced  an  edition  of  Aubrey's  'Lives,  which  is 

not  only  fuller  than  itsprcdecessors,  but  immeasurably  better,  and  reflects  equal 

credit  on  him  and  tibe  Clarendon  Pi-eaa." 


Second  Edition,  crown  S\-o,  5s. 

VOYAGES  of  the  ELIZABETHAN  SEAMEN 

tr.  AMERICA.    Edited  by  E.  J.  PAYNE,  M.A.    First  Sa-hs.    Hawki.ns, 

EltnttlMriRR,  DrAKR. 


One  vol.,  dcmv  Hvo,  cloth,  l-V.  net. 

HINDU  MANNERS,  CUSTOMS,  and  CERE- 

MOMi:S.  By  theAbbeJ.  A.  DUBOIS.  Traltslated  from  the  Author's  late 
lYench  MS.,  with  Notes.  Corrections,  and  Biogiuphy,  by  HENRY  K. 
BE.lUCILAMr.    With  a  Portrait. 


Loud  m 


Full  Ctttalogue  will  he  sent  pogt  free  on  Application. 

HENRY  FROWDE    Clarendon  Press  Warehiufe, 
AuifU  Corner,  E.C, 
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JIR.  WILLIAM  HEINEMANN'S  NEW  PUBLICATIONS. 


AN     ENGLISH     TRAVELLER'S     STORY. 

IN    THE    FORBIDDEN    LAND. 

An  Account  of  a  Journey  in  Tibet ;  Capture  by  the  Tibetan  Authorities ;  Imprisonment, 

Torture,  and  Ultimate  Release. 

By     A.      HENRY      SAVAGE      LAN  DOR, 

Author  of  "  Coren,  the  Land  of  the  Morning  Calm,"  &c. 

With  the  Government  Inquiry  and  Report  by  J.  LA.RKIN,  Esq.,  deputed  by  the  Government  of  India,  and 

other  Official  Documents. 

With  a  Frontispiece  in  Photogravure,  8  Coloured  Plates,  50  Full-Page  Plates  in  Black  and  Whit«,  a  Hap,  and  ortr 

150  Text  Illustrationg.     2  vols.,  8vo,  £1   128.  net. 


THE  TrMK/l.~"The  ordinary  render  will  ho  ntniok  with  the  portrdtt*.  which  show  th«t  In  a  very  few  wee^i  he  moM  h»»«  ewlared  •  HfetiiM  of  t 

trHtml  iniKry.    Other  travellers,  no  doubt,  have  eone  further,  but  none  who  have  nivaped  with  their  live*  bkre  tarwl  wtnt He  Mil*  •  pUla  tod  maal/  late, 

wi-lioiit  afTeolation  or  bravado A  book,  oertainty,  that  will  be  road  with  intor^at  and  ezoilemeni." 

FASHION    in    PARIS.     The  Various  Phases  of   Feminine  Taste  from  1797  to  1897- 

Hy  OCTAVE  UZANXK.      Tiaiislatrtl  hy  L.iDY  M.VHY  LUYD.      With   IW    Haiid-Coloured  J'latfi  and  .'.Vrrext  lUmtrmMooi  bjr  FlMSd 

Courboin.     1  vol.,  imperial  8vo,  £1   Ifls. 
BAIL}'  CHROStCLE.—^"lt,'\»  a  chronicle  of  olothe*,  of  conrxo.  for  M.  Uianne  i«  a*  oonaclenliona  aaheii  entertaining,  and  he  ahirke  no  ebU  o(  bU  uek i  bM 
It  iK  very  much  more  than  that :  it  is  a  sketch  nf  the  social  history  of  Paris  from  the  date  of  the  '  wbiS  of  Kimpe^hot '  to  tbal  of  tb«  tnomonlooe  Ant  •ppMnae*  >a 
the  Boia  of  feminine  '  knickers*  astride  the  wheel." 


A   MEMOIR   of  ROBERT,   EARL   NUGENT.     By  Claud  Nugent 

1  vol.,  Mvo,  103. 


With  13  Plates. 
CATHERINE  SFORZA.     By  Count  Pier  Desiderio  Pasolini.    Abridged  and  Translated 

by  PAUL  .SYLVESTER.     Illustrated  with  numerous  Reproductions  of  Original  Picturee  and  Documents.     1  vol.,  d«my  Svo,  lO*. 

NANCE    OLDFIELD.     By  Edward    Robins.      With 
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THE    PALMY    DAYS    of 

Illustrations.     1  vol.,  Svo,  12a.  Od. 
nAILY  yEfrS.~"yLr.  Roblns's  book  provides  much  intereetini;  reading,  and  leaves  on  the  mind  of  the  reader  a  rivid  lapreailon  of  the  ponooalitr  of 

his  heroine." 

A  HISTORY  of  SPANISH  LITERATURE 

Member  of  the  Spanish  Academy.     1  vol.,  crowii  Svo,  (Is. 
A'^ADEMl'.—"  \a  excellent  and  mofiel  handbook.    It  i»  treated  «ith  perspective  and  ptoportinn:  it  is  comprehensive,  clear,  rooeiee,  yal  nol  dryaadnet 
judgments  are  judicial,  impartial ;  the  style  is  good,  lucid,  and  interesting.    It  is  work  well  done  by  one  who  has  a  tbon>agb  grip  of  bla  sabjeel." 

THE  POETRY  of  WILFRID  BLUNT.     Selected   and   Arranged 

and  (JEOUGE  WY'XDHAM.     WiUi  a  Prefatory  Note  by  \V.  E.  HENLEY.     1  vol.,  crown  Svo,  Cs. 


By  James  Fitzmaurice  Kelly,  Oorresponding 

[LiTKBjtTUUa  or  trb  Woclh. 


By  W.  E   Henley 


.4C^/)SJ/l'.—"  Whatever  shortcomings  his  verse  may  possess,  it  breathes. 
Mr.  Blunt  is  a  true  poet,  a  very  personal  pet." 


lis  material  baa  been  wroogbt  for,  soire-ed  for,  llTOd  for ;  It  hM  pale*  oal  Hooi. 


ROUSSEAU 

M.A.,  LL.D. 


and    EDUCATION 

1  vol.,  crown  Svo,  .')S. 


according   to    NATURE. 


By    Thomas    Davidson, 

[(iSEAT   KlildTOBS. 


Af:ADBMY.—"Ti>e  influence  of  Koosseau  has  affected  opinion  and  practice  in  politics  and  economics,  In  literatura  and  art,  no  leu  th.in  in  edarotiooi  oad  hor* 
in  suecioct  form,  will  be  found  a  masterly  exposition  and  criticism  of  some  of  the  most  striking  and  typical  views  of  one  who  was  a  great  thinker." 

OUTLINES  of   the  EARTH'S    HISTORY.     A  Popular  Study  in  Physiography.      By 

N.  S.  SHALER,  Professor  of  Geology  in  Harvard  University.     With  U)  FuU-Piige  Illustrations.     1  vol.,  is.  Gd. 


3sr  E  -v^ 


F  I  O  T  I  o  nsT- 


THE    WIDOWER. 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS, 
Author  of  "  Marietta's  Marriaffe,"  4c.    I  vol ,  6b. 

PHASES     OF     AN    INFERIOR 
PLANET. 

By  ELLEN  GLASGOW.      1  vol.,  6s. 

THE    TERROR 

A   Bomance   of  the   Kevolntion- 

By  FELIX  GRAS, 

Antbor  of  "  The  Reds  of  the  Midi."     1  vol.,  6b. 

PAl.r.  ilA/.r,  i:AXh:rTi:.—"K  stirrintr  and  vivid 

story,  full  of  perilons  and  exciting  adventures.    Tbo 

excitement  grows  wilh  the  development  of  the  pint, 

and  the  inciacnts  are  told  with  much  spirit." 

THE    HOUSE    OF    HIDDEN 
TREASURE. 

By  MA.XWELL  GRAY, 
Author  of  "  The  Last  Sentence."     1  vol.,  6». 
DAILY  MAIL.—  'K  book  to  be  bought  and  read, 
and  read  again  and  again." 


THE    TWO    MAGICS. 

By  HENRY  JAMES. 

1  vol.,  ex. 

VIA    LUOIS. 

By  KA88ANDBA  VIVABIA. 

1  vol.,  es. 

A  T/IKX.KrV.—"  Wo  eny  it  unhesitatingly— a  strik- 
ing and  interesting  production.  The  iKiok  is  «lip- 
tinguishcfl  by  an  alionndiDg  vitalilv  and  a  very  real 
capacity  for  receiving  and  recording  impressions 
obtaiiieil  at  flrst  liand." 

THE     KING'S    JACKAL. 

By  RU^HAHD  HARinNG  IIAVIS, 

Author  of  "  Soldiers  of  Fortune." 

With  Illuatmions  by  Cbarlc*  Dana  Oibwm. 

1  vol.,  3s.  ed. 

TRl'TH.—  'Oax  own  wittv  Olarloe  n.  seem*  to 

have  pat  for  Mr.  Davis's  king  in  exile.    It  i»  "".od- 

rnimblv    told    story,    which    Mr.  Gibson  s    spinled 

illustrations  worthily  set  off." 


TONY  DRUM  :  a  Cockney  Boy. 

By  EDWIN  PUGH, 

Antbor  of  "  A  Street  In  Baburbia.** 

Witb   10   Fnll-Paee  llla#nit>nns   in  CMonr  tram 
Designs  by  J.  k   W.   Bemtar,  uff ,  and  Cover  hy  W. 

Nicholson.     1  vol.,  6s. 

A    ROMANCE    OF    THE    FIRST 
CONSUL 

By  MATILDA  UALLI.NG. 
1  vol.,**. 
KOHSIsa  ri'Sr    "it  U  r*»nr  *  wrk  at  mrt- 
tender.  deioale,  »tmnr,  awl  x*m\<mmie  hy  turn*.  Tto 

flii*#.4.ii  aCwtf  is  eM^iitialiy  dranwix..  Th**«raiiOKty 
be  one  opinion  as  to  thr  aillt:"r>  n*  r'-'r." 


THE 


CELIBATES' 

By  I.  ZA  N 


CLUB. 


Author  of  "  Dieamrr^  A  o. 

iTOt..**. 

ST  jAJtES's  aAXKrrs.--Vf»i\v^  taa 

gay  cbonetaitaatioB.  and  tmataUnie  pokMas,** 


London  :  WM.  HEINEMANN,  21,  Bedford  Street,  W.C. 
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JOHN  LANE'S  LIST. 

TfOW  SF.ADY. 

THE  LOST  VOLUME  OF  SHELLEY. 

Mk.    L.VKE    ISKOUFCES   THK    PUBLICATIOK    OF: 

ORIGINAL  POETRY  BY  VICTOR 
AND  CAZIRE  (Percy  Bysshe 
She /ley  and  Elizabeth  Shelley). 

PeMY    8vo,    OS.    NET. 

The  Volume  waa  originally  pjiblished  in  1810, 
but  immediately  recalled  upon  Shelley  be- 
coming aware  that  his  sister  had  inserted  as 
her  own  a  poem  by  Mr.  M.  Or.  Lewis.  The 
present  reprint  is  made  from  the  unique  copy 
diecovered  this  year. 

SECOND    EniTION    NOW    READY    OP    GERTRUDE 
ATIIBBTON'S    NEW    NOVEL, 


THE  CALIFORNIANS. 
THE  CALIFORNIANS. 


Crown  8vo,  6s. 


■■  The  ablest  woman  writer  of  fiction  now  livinR." 

/(ri(i«;i  WeMii. 
"  Mm.  Atherton  ha*  given  UB.  as  uBiial.  a  clever  Ijrilliant, 
irresiionBilile.  ami   iat*>re6tinc   piece  of  work,  full   of  hriek 
eiiiKraniB.  vivid  tuTLB  of  B|)eecn.  anil  efTective  locil  colour," 

Vaiiy  Chrcnicte. 

THE  rALIFORNIANS. 
THE  CALIFORNIANS. 

•'Her  i-ew  venture  ftiirlv  ffltA''liBhe8  her  claim  to  be  con- 
iiiWrtHl  as  (tin>  of  llio  mf^*  vivid  nn'i  eiit^rt'tirii  r  inteipreters 
(■f  the  c*>tnpif>x  chanictiTifitics  of  emu' ciimttHi  Am  ricau 
womat.hno  t.     Thi»  powerlnl  »■■()  orinna'  iio\ii\."—  ■f)ifcfatvr, 

STORIES  TOTO  TOLD  ME.  By  Baron 

COKVO.     Square  Ifimo,  le.  net. 
"  There  Is  a  laufch  on  every  page  ami  a  Bmiie  in  every  Ihip.*' 

Star. 

A  GUARDIAN  of  the  POOR.   By  T.  Baron 

RUSSELL.  38,  8d. 
The  Timet  BaVH :  "  He  is  a  lecherous  bully,  he  eommits  a 
rape  nn  a  poor  girl  in  liis  eniplovinenl,  he  t'lrusta  out  otie  of 
his  wretched  drudges  with  iuflniti'  cruelty,  he  deserves  several 
floggings  and  some  years  in  gaol,  and  he  gt- ts  a  testimonial  and 
is  rt-itpecti'^l  in  the  parish.  The  readeris  left  with  nn  impot<-lit 
acBire  to  right  these  wrongs,  and  to  hand  M  r,  Horlas-  over  to 
the  tormentors;  with  a  heavy  heart  and  a  helpless  i.iea  that 
'something  Bhould  be  done '  for  the  improvement  of  life  anio.  g 
shop  assistants," 

NOW  BEADY,   AT  68. 

A   CELIBATE  S  WIFE  :    a  Novel.     By 

HERliKRT  PLOWERDEVff. 

THE    ADVENTURES   of    a    MARTYRS 

BIBLK-  »  Novel.     Bv  GEORGE  FIRTH. 

UNADDRESSED  LETTERS.  By  Sir  Frank 

SWET PENHAM,  Author  of  "  Malay  Sketches." 

MUTINEERS:    a  NoveL     By  A.   E.   J. 

LEGGE. 

JOHN  BURNET  of  BARNS  :  a  Romance. 

By  JOHN  BOCHAN,  Author  of  "Scholar 
Gipfiies,**  &c. 

THE  EDGE  of  HONESTY :  a  Novel.    By 

CHARLES  GLEIG,  Author  of  "  When  All  Men 
Starve,"  Ac. 

THE  HEART  of  MIRANDA.     By  H.  B. 

MARRIOTT  WATSON,  Author  of  "At  the  First 
Corner,"  "  GallopinK  Dick,"  &c. 

COMEDIES   and  ERRORS.     By   Henry 

HARLAND. 

REGINA :  or,  The  Sins  of  the  Fathers. 

By  HERMANN  SUDEBMANN.  Translated  by 
BKATRICE  MARSHALL. 

PATIENCE  SPARHAWK.    By  Gertrude 

ATHERTON 

THE  ROMANCE  of  ZION  CHAPEL.     By 

RICHARD  LE  GALLIENNE. 

DERELICTS:     a    Novel.      By    W.    j. 

LOCKE.  [_Second  Editioii. 

AT    3s.  6d. 

MODERN  INSTANCES.    By  Ella  D'Arey, 

Author  of  "  The  Bishop's  Dilemma." 

ORDEAL   by  COMPASSION:    a  Novel. 

By  VINCBNTBIiOWN,  Authorot  "  My  Brother." 

OF  NECESSITY.    By  Henry  Giloert. 
BEATRIX  INFELIX.  A  Summer  Tragedy 

in  Home.  ByDORAGREENWELLMcCHESNEY. 

POEMS.    By  Ernest  Hartley  Coleridge. 

Crown  8vo,  38.  6d.  net. 

THE  REVELATIONS  of  ST.   LOVE  the 

DIVINE.  By  F.  B.  MONEY-COUTTS.  Square 
lemo,  3s.  6d.  net. 

THE  LAW'S  LUMBER  ROOM.     Second 

Series.    By  FRANCIS  WATT.    48.  6d.  net. 

SOME  NOTES  of  a  STRUGGLING  GENIUS. 

By  G,  8.  STREET,  Author  of  "The  Auto- 
biography  of  a  Boy,"  "  The  Wise  and  the  Way- 
ward,"  Ac.    Square  16mo,  Is.  net. 

The  Bobley  Head,  Vioo  Stukbt,  London,  W. 


KEGAN  PAUL,  TEENOH,  TRUBNER  &  00.  LTD. 

IMPORTANT     NEW     BOOKS. 
THE  PROHIBITED   LAND. 

Travels  in  Tartary,  Thibet,  and  China 

By  MM.  HUC  and  GABET  (1844-1848).     Eoprint  Edition. 

Translated  from  the  French  by  W.  HAZLITT.    With  100  Illustrations. 

2  vols.,  ceo  pp.,  cloth,  10s. 

"  It  is  pleasant  to  have  old  memories  revived  by  the  receipt  of  M.  Hue's  '  Travels.'  "—Athenaum, 


THE  GOSPEL  ACCORDING  to  DARWIN. 

By  Dr.  WOODS  HUTCHINSON.  211  pp.  "s.  Cfl.  A  Collection  of  Homiletic  Essays, 
treating  the  crying  religious  and  ethical  prohlems  of  the  day  in  the  light  of  the  revelations 
of  modern  science. 

HISTORY  Of  the  PEOPLE  of  ISRAEL. 

From  the  Beginning  to  the  Destnictinn  of  Jerus.alem.  Ten  Lectures.  By  Prof.  0.  H. 
CORNILL.  of  the  University  of  Kc diigaVierg,  Germany.  :i'-'')  pp.,  cloth,  "s.  fid.  Trans- 
lated by  Prof.  W.  H.  CAKKUTH.  New,  anil  not  yet  published  in  Germany.  A 
fascinating  portrayal  of  Jewish  history  by  one  of  the  foremost  of  Old  Testament  scholar.-!. 


LECTURES   on   ELEMENTARY  MATHEMATICS. 

By  JOSEPH  LOUIS  LAGRANGE.  With  Portrait  of  the  Author.  1(10  pp  ,  .'is. 
Includes  Lectures  on  "  Arithmetic,"  "  Algebra,"  "  The  Resolution  of  Numerical 
E(iuation8,"  and  "The  Usage  of  Curves  in  the  Solution  of  Problems."  A  masterpiece 
of  mathematical  e.xposition.  Never  before  published  in  English,  nor  in  separate  form  iu 
French. 

A  MECHANICO-PHYSIOLOGICAL 

THEORY   of  ORGANIC   EVOLUTION. 

Snmmary.  By  CARL  von  NAEGELI.  Translated  by  V.  A.  CLAKI':  and  F.  A. 
WAUGH,  of  the  University  of  Vermont.  The  only  original  account  of  Niigeh's  theories 
in  English.     i)2  pp.,  paper,  9d. 

BUDDHISM   and  its   CHRISTIAN  CRITICS. 

By  Dr.  PAUL  CARUS.     ;ill  pp.,  cloth,  fis.  Gd. 

"In  'Buddhism  and  its  Christian  Critics'  we  have  an  essay  on  comparative  religion  which  no 
theologian  can  afford  to  pass  over.  Wo  have  sufficient  to  show  th»t,  in  his  worK  Dr.  I  urns  takes  up  a 
strong  position,  with  his  usual  disregard  of  conventional  ideas.  If  h's  assjmptions  are  soiuetiiues  lissed 
on  slender  foundations,  the  general  trend  of  his  argument  is  scientific.  His  criticism  of  Spenco  Hardy 
and  Sir  Monier  Williams  is  not  the  least  interesting  part  of  this  valuable  treatise."— irterarj^  World. 


LAO-TZE'S     TAO-TEH  KING. 

Chinese-Eughsh,  with  an  Introduction,  Transhteration,  and  Notes  by  Dr.  PAUL  CARUS. 
360  pp.,  cloth,  158.  

PHILOSOPHICAL  and  PSYCHOLOGICAL  PORTRAITS. 

A  Selected  Series  of  large-sized  Purtraits  of  the  World  s  I'hilosophers  and  of  repre- 
sentative Psychologists,  suitable  for  framing  (U  by  Uin.)  and  hanging  in  public  and 
private  libraries,  &c.,  is  now  ready.  The  Portraits  .are  taken  from  the  best  sources,  and 
are  high-grade  photogravures.  Both  series  (88  Portraits),  3.>3. ;  or  either  series  alone 
(.34  Portraits),  24s.     A  neat  portfolio,  .5s.  additional. 

Third  Edition  now  ready. 

POPULAR    SCIENTIFIC    LECTURES. 

By  Prof.  ERNST  MACH.     Revised  and  greatly  enlarged.    8vo,  415  pp.,  5il  cuts,  cloth, 
7s.  (id. ;   paper,  28.  (id. 
"  Has  scarcely  a  rival  in  the  whole  realm  of  popular  scientific  writing."— S<m<o»  Traveller. 

THE        MONIST. 

A    QUARTERLY     MAQAZINE     DEVOTEO    TO    THE     PHILOSOPHY    OP    SCIENCE. 

The  OCTOBER  Number,   price  2s.  (id.,   is   now  ready,  and  contains,  among  other  articles  :— 

GOD.      By  Dr.  Paul  Caeus. 

THE  SOCIAL  PROBLEM.      By  Dr.  P.  Topinaed. 

ON  THE  FOUNDATIONS  of  GEOMETRY.     By  H.  PoiNCAKf:,  Professor  in 
the  University  of  Paris. 


Full  Catalogue  of  important  Works  by  Prof.  MAX  MULLER,  Prof.  TH.  RIBOT, 
and  Dr.  PAUL  CARUS,  &>.,  free  on  applioation. 

OPEN    COURT   PUBLISHING   CO.,   Chicago. 

London  :   liEGAN    PAUL,    TEENCH,    TEUBNEE   &   CO.,  Limited, 

Paternoster  House,  Charing  Cross  Eoa(i, 
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FROM    GEORGE    ALLEN'S    LIST. 


BY   JOHN    RUSKIN,    LL.D.,    D.C.L. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  each  net;  mun,  >fiu  eUKiii,  7».  iW.  each  nut ;  half- 

inin-liiiiciil,  Kilt  L..|),  lis.  0<l.  ouch  uel. 

SESAME    AND    LILIES. 

■\   Stimll  Complete  Edition,   containing  the  Throe  I«cliiro«,  "  Kings' 
reanunes,     •  (Jiieens'  Gardous,"  iind  "  The  My.tory  of  Life."    With 

iioiiK  l>rur«cennil  Index. 

MUNERA    PULVERIS: 

8ix  i;.H.say«  on  tho  Elements  of  Political  Kconomy.    With  Index. 

THE    EAGLE'S    NEST. 

Ton  Lectures  on  the  Relation  of  Natural  Science  to  Art.    With  Index. 

flME  and  TIDE,  by  WEARE  and  TYNE. 


Twoiity.llve  r,ettcr8  to  a  Working  Man  of  Sunderland  on  tho  l,uw»  of 
Work.     With  Index. 

?HE    CROWN    OF    WILD    OLIVE: 

Four  Kssays  on  Work,  TnilUc,  War,  and  tho  Future  of  England.  With 
Articles  on  tho  Economy  of  tho  Kings  of  Prussia.  Ninth  Edition.  With 
Intlex. 


QUEEN    OF    THE    AIR: 


.\  study  of  tho  Greek  Myths  of  Cloud  and  Storm.    Sixth  Edition. 
Index. 


With 


THE    TWO    PATHS: 

liccturos  on  Art  and  it«  Application  to  Decoration  and  Manufacture 
Jielivered  1B5S-0.  With  -New  Preface  and  addod  Note.  Third  Edition. 
iV  ith  Iiulox. 

A    JOY    FOR    EVER 

(and  its  IVire  in  tho  Market):  tho  Snlistanco  of  Two  [.octuren  bn  tho 

.i.P"'!'','j'.-^''°°°™-^'  °'  ■*■''•  ''^'"'  New  Preface  and  added  Aiticles. 
Ihird  KdilKin.     With  Index. 

LECTURES    ON    ART. 

Kuh  EdUpon!"wii{.  Sx.''""'''  "'  "■"  ^""""•' '"'"'  I""^!^''"- 

THE    ETHICS    OF    THE    DUST: 

Ten  Li-ctures  to  l.ittio  Houscwivoa  on  tho  Klciucnts  of  CrjstalUsalioD. 
I'.iKhth  KJition.     With  liiilex. 

THE    ELEMENTS    OF    DRAWING. 

In  Three  Letters  to  Beginners.    Illustrated. 

THE    STONES    OF  VENICE. 

Selections  for  the  Use  of  Travellers.    2  vols.    Sixth  Edition. 

LOVE'S    MEINIE: 

Lectures  on  Greek  and  llnglish  Birds.    With  Index. 

OUR    FATHERS    HAVE    TOLD    US. 

Sketches  of  tho  History  of  Christendom.  A  Small  Complete  IMition  of 
the  BIBLE  of  AMIE.NS,  with  the  i  Rngraviugs  and  Plan  of  the  Western 
Porches  of  Amitns  Cathedral. 

THE  ART   AND    THE    PLEASURES  OF 
ENGLAND. 

The  Courses  of  Lectures  delivered  at  Oxford  during  1883  and  188*.  A 
Small  Complete  Edition.    In  1  vol.,  with  ludex. 


Crowa  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d.  each  net;  roan,  gill  edges,  10s.  each  net;  half- 

panliinent,  ,i,nlt  t'»[),  Us.  each  ret.     \V  ith  at:  the  I'hiles. 

The  SEVEN  LAMPS  of  ARCHITECTURE. 

Tliu  It  rin.tG»  for  Ibis  KUltion  liiivo  bceu  BtJ^i^l'y  propareU  from  tbe 

Ifu-ger  Work.    Sixth  Kditiou. 

ARATRA    PENTELICI: 

Seven  Lectures  on  the  Klements  of  Sculpture.  With  1  Bograving  on  Steel 

anil  20  .Vutotypo  I'liites. 

VAL    D'ARNO: 

Ten  Lectures  cm  Ait  of  the  Thirteenth  Centnry  in  Pisa  and  Florence. 
With  I  Steel  Engraving  and  12  .Vutotype  Plates. 

ARIADNE    FLORENTINA: 

Six   Lccturei'  on  Wood  and  .Metal    Kngraving,  and  Appendix.     With 
*  Fnll-1'age  Facsimiles  from  HolDein's  "  Dance  of  Death,"  and  13  Ante- 

typo  Plates. 

LECTURES  ON  ARCHITECTURE  AND 

PAINTING. 

Delivered  at  KOiuburKh  in  November,  18fi3.    With  15  Fall-Page  lUustra- 
tiuns  drawn  by  the  Author, 

THE    HARBOURS    OF    ENGLAND. 

Willi  thfl    12   niuHtnitions  by  Turner  reprtduced  in  rhotograviirOi  and 
an  Introtluction  by  T.  J.  WISE, 


LL.D.,    D.C.L. 


BY   JOHN    RUSKIN, 
MODERN    PAINTERS. 

A  NKU  .11  KM-  KDITION.  oooipMe  in  nMll  form.  •  mMl  (saM 
-eparately)  crow,,  svo.  cl.xh.  cilt  tipTw  Is.  net.  WUS  iL  SH  WSu 
cuts,  liio  1  Liihograph.  and  the  f«  rallihuo  llhisiraiux,.  nntSamTZ 
lnou,gr,vure  and  luif.T..n«.  Tho  T«iT  eo.  .plwH^J  ,',!rtS?l»5 
Kpll.we,"  written  by  Mr.  Ku.kln  in  I'M.  "jmSmtT 

THE    STONES    OF    VENICE 

ril?5™  ^?,^f:i-*'-'^:  K»»T'<'N  In  «n.U  form,  I  roU^ewwn  »»o.  .loU. 

™i    ffil «*ti'.*-  ?*\IS'  "ir^'''  '"^  tMb  D.*.    *IUnh«  IIS  Wood! 

dnoed  In  Photocrarnre  and  Hair.Toue,  and  Um  Tot  as  (Mttteallr  I 

I'VBLICATIO.W  AH  rOLLOWS.— 

Vol.      I.    THE  FOUNDATIONS.     With  21   Kall-I'age 


Vol.    II. 


and  72  Wocxicut*. 

SEA    STORIES 

:w  Wo<sleut«. 


^,    IlmtM 

Cloih,  gilt  lop.  III*.  o«.       ""iborfy. 

With  20   KuII-Page   FUl«a  ud 
Cloih,  gilt  top.  Ilia.  net.  [Jmst  amt. 


TUilh 


Vol.  III.    THE  FALL.    With  12  KuU-I-nge  PUt««, 9  WooOCTii., 

and  Indei     Clioh,  gilt  top,  Ida.  net,  [.I'jsjsitji. 

FRONDES    AGRESTES: 

"nrollw" ''is''*''"'''''''  ''*''''*'■"•''    Tl'lrt^nth  Edition.    Cloth. 3a. )  raaa. 

FOBS    CLAVIGERA: 

Loiters  to  tho  lAbourcrM  and  Workman  of  Oreat  Brilain.  A  Maw  Chaap 
Edition,  with  all  the  Illiuirations.    In  4  Tola.,  each  with  an  ladax.  eram 

avo,  cliith,  Gs.  cachi  roau,  giltedgea,  Sa.  6d.  aaoh. 

LECTURES    ON    LANDSCAPE. 

(iivcn  at  Oxford  in  January  and  Pebrnary,  1*71.  With  in  Plalaa  In 
Phmograrure,  and  :!  in  Colonr.  The  Illuatraliona  repradnead  la  Ibto 
Volume  include.  Seven  unpublished  Turners,  Sevan  Subjeeia  fna  lb« 
Liber  Stiidiornm,"  Two  Studies  by  the  Author,  One  Bayaolda,  Om  Pia 
Lippu  Lippi,  and  Une  Uumo-Jonea.  It  by  II  tnrhaa.  boeknm,  gik  toSk 
i.3  'Js.  net.  "*"' 

UNTO    THIS    LAST: 

Pour  Essays  on  the    First  Principles   of    Political  Eonoomr. 
Kdiiiou.    reap.  8vo,  cloth,  3». ;  roan,  gUt  edges,  ta. 

SELECTIONS    FROM    RUSKIN. 

2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  with  l,ide.\.  (Sold  >u|«inualy.)  Cloth,  Os.  aaefei 
roan,  gilt  edges,  8s.  (M.  each. 

TBI  Fian  8»iis  (from  Works  written  bstwaaa  IMS  and  laao),  with 
engraved  PortnUt. 

Thi  Sicosd  Siiiks  (from  Works  written  between  ISfO  aadlMt). 
wiih  Photogravure  Portrait. 

THE  BIBLE    REFERENCES    OF   JOHN 
RUSKIN. 

Selected  (by  permission  of  Mr.  Rnskic)  and  Arranged  in  Alphabttiral 
Unler  by  MARY  and  KLLEN  UIBBS.  Ciown  8ro,  310  pagaa.  cloth  gilt, 
5s.  net.  £iBtf«rfg. 

READT  OCTOBKB  15. 
Crown  8to,  376  pagea,  cloth,  designed  oorar,  on  antiqaa  wore  paper,  «•.  net. 

WISDOM    AND    DESTINY. 

Bv    MAUlilOB    -M.VKTKItMNrK,    Author  of   "Tbe   Trtasora  of  tba 

Humble,"  rendered  into  Euglish  br  Al.rRKD  8UTS0.     With  aa  lauo- 

duL-tion,  chiefly  concorniog  tho  Auiucir,  by  the  Translator. 

"It  lias  much  essential  kinship  with  'The  Trsasnre of  the  Humble,'  thoagh 

it  dilTerH  in  treatment ;  for  whereas  the  formar  work  might  be  described  as  tbe 

eager  spcciilaiion  of  a  poet  athinit  for  Ueanty,  wa  have  bare  the  eudeavoar  u(  aa 

earnest  ihlnker  to  discover  the  abode  of  Imtn."— TaAasutos'i  tuTSODt'crioa. 

THE    TREASURE    OF    THE    HUMBLE. 

By  MAUiUCE  M.VETEULI.NCK.    Rendered  into  EnaUh  by  AL»'HEU 
SUTitO.     With  au   Introduction  by  A.  B.  WALKJJtY.     Crowa  Hro. 
cloth,  Be.  net. 
CoHTins !— Silence— The  Awakening  of  the  Soal— The  Predeatined— Myatte 

Morality— (}n  Women— The  Tragical  in  Daily  Life— Tho  Mar-Tha  Urisibla 

Goodnesc— The  Deeper  Life— Tho  Itmer  Beauty. 

BY  THE  RBV.  ALEXANDER  R0DERT80.V.  D.D.  (OF  TKNICB), 

Author  of  "  Through  the  Dolomilas,"  Ac. 

THE    BIBLE    OF    ST.    MARK: 

THE  ALTAEand  TURUNEot  VENICE.  A UisUiry of  Bt.Marfc'sCbarrb, 

Venice,  and  a  Description  and  Interpreutiun  at  lu  Biblical  Scnlptan 

anil    Mosaics.      With    8i>    Full- Page   lllnstmttoim   '  ~ 

specially  taken  for  the  Work.    Large  crowa  8*0,  MO  | 

net.    Also  a  special  Large-Paper  Kditioa,  with  18  1 

from  Larger  Blocks,  and  4  in  Ooioar  from  Oil  PalnHM*  *9  Sifnor  mUa 

Eorioluxl,  Vanioe.    Crown  Mo,  Ma.  net.. 

NEW  WORK  BY  AUGUSTUS  J. 

SHROPSHIRE. 


na  BiMicai  Braip«arsa 
ma   from    noUstraaka 

em  ftm.  oimb,  iqilM. 
18  of  the  mnauaUaH 


\\'\X\\  ftlxnit  ."1 
ck,th,78.  «d. 


Woodcuts  from  Drawings  by  the  Aatbor.    OtvwB  trg^ 


London:    GEORGE    ALLEN,  Ruskin  House,   156,   Charing  Ci-oss  Rot\d,  W.C. 


lO 


The   Academy. 


8  October,   1898. 


FREDERICK  WARNE&CO/S  NEW  BOOKS 

TDIRD  lUirrO!!  NAW  BEADT.      SILAS  HOCftlNG*^  NEW  N01EL. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  38.  6d. 

GOD'S     OUTCAST. 

The  7)  1/Xr  TELEGRAPn  pays:  "Mr.  Silas  K.  Hocking,  although  a  no 
less  pruH  ic  Uian  popii'ar  writf  r  of  liotion,  has  never  produced  an  abler,  whole- 
pomer,  or  more  untertaiuiDg  story  than  his  latest  novel  published  under  the 
above  tiiU '' 

The  W  KKKLY  SUN  sajs:  "There  are  many  strong  situations,  and  Mr. 
Hockinjr  leHs  his  story  in  a  way  which  fills  it  with  absorbing  interest." 

The  CllRISTlAf^  WORLD  says:  "The  story  is  full  of  interest  and  never 
flags.  The  characicrisation  ot  the  different  actors  in  the  drama  is  excellent, 
and  there  ha>*  been  no  attemp'.  to  tone  down  the  weakaess  of  the  hero  or  the 
baseness  of  the  v\omaa  \\\v)  is  the  villain  of  the  piece." 


A  NEW  VOLUME  UY  THE  AUTHOR  OF     PAUL  HERIOT'S  PICTURES'* 
AND  "QUIfcT  STORIES  FROM  AN  OLD  WOMAN'S  GARDEN." 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  38.  Cd. 

IN  the  SHADOW  of  the  HILLS.   By  Alison  IKT'Lean. 

"  This  little  bonk  is  simplu  a  gem,  A  few  '  old  summer  pictures  of  the  quiet 
hills,  and  l-iiui-^n  life  is  quiet  at  their  feet,' make  it  up;  but  there  is  a  world  of 
iirt  in  the  crystal  c  earuess  and  perfect  diction  wita  which  they  are  drawn. 
The  '  true  patios  and  sublime  o'  human  life '  shine  out  of  every  page,  and  few 
readers  will  lay  th"?  ttouk  down  without  a  tender  feeling  in  their  hearts  for  the 
simple  fo'k  ic  tells  of,  and  a  suspicion  of  nioisture  in  their  eyes  born  of  human 
sympathy. "—Review  of  "Quiet  Stories"  in  the  Liverpool  Mercury, 

EQUATORL\  13  THE  ENGROSSING  TOPIC  OF  THE  HOUR! 

All  wishing  to  foUow  iatelligently  the  progress  of  the  Sirdar  iu  Central  ATrica 
must  possess  ttiemgeives  of  a  copy  of 

TEN  YEARS  in  EQUATORIA.    In  medium  8vo, 

cloth  giU.  180  riates  ana  Illustrations,  and  4  Maps  in  colours.  New 
Popul»r  Editiun  iu  One  Volume.  12s.  6d.  net.  A  graphic  narrative  by 
Major  Cdsaii  of  ten  years'  personal  exploration  and  discovery  in  the 
region  now  occupied  by  the  Sirdar's  Army. 

In  square  fcap.  4to,  cloth  gilt,  price  3s.  6d. 

THE    CAPTAIN'S    YOUNGEST;   PIOCINO ;   and 

other  Stories.  By  FRANCES  HODGSON  BURNETT.  With  16  lUus- 
iratiuna  by  K.  B.  Birch. 

"Made  up  of  four  tales The  first  an  exceedingly  touching  story while 

'How  Frtuntieroy  occurred,  and  a  very  real  boy  became  a  very  ideal  one,*  is  a 
very  pietty  tset  of  chapters  on  the  original  of  the  now  tamous  'Little  Lord 
FauDteriiy,'  who  was  the  author's  own  son,  and  who  appears  to  us  to  be  even 
more  I'ascii  atiug  than  the  fictitious  character  of  wliicu  he  furnished  the  proto- 
type."—^^/(f«ce«»i, 

THE  OWL  KING,  and  Other  Fairy  Tales.      By 

H.  E.  INMAN.  With  30  original  I'.iust  ations  by  E.  A.  Muson.  La-go 
croWQ  Svo,  cloth  gilt   gilt  top,  38.  fid.    (Being  No.  35  in  the  Royal  aud 

FAIlilr    LiBBiKY.) 

ANNUAL  PRESENTATION  BOOK  FOR  CHILDREN. 

S-undrcdd  of  Illustrations,    Large  type.     In  post  4to,  cloth  gilt,  bevelled 

boards,  price  5s. ;  or  attractive  picture  boards,  cloth  back,  price  3s. 

FOR  VERY  LITTLE   FOLK.      A  Charming  and 

Attractive  Nursery  Book.  Contains  hundreds  of  Illustrations,  and 
forms  a  complete  tirst  book  for  children.  In  large  type,  with  progressive 
Alphabets,  instructive  Illustrations,  pretty  Stories  and  Object  Lessons, 
for  the  use  of  Mothers,  4c.    With  3  Coloured  Plates. 

A  NEW  STORY  FOR  GIRLS. 
3S1  pp.,  large  crown  8yo,  cloth  gilt,  bevelled  boards,  38.  ei. 

MY  LADIES  THREE.     By  Annie  E.  Armstrong 

niusirated  by  G.  D.  Hammond. 


MR.   MURRAY'S 

NEW  AND    FORTHCOMINa    WORKS. 


TWO  NEW  BOOKS  FOR  BOYS. 
Square  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  bevelled  boards.    Illustrated.    3s.  Cd.  each. 

THE  BOYS  of  FAIRMEAD.     By  Mary  0.  Rowsell 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt.    Illustrated. 

BY  SEA  and  LAND.     By  Gordon  Stables. 

CHOICE  ILLUSTRATED  EDITION. 

THE    LEATHER-STOCKING    TALES.      By 

J.  FKNIMORE  COOrER.  In  6  vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  top,  each 
volume  coiitamiiig  8  original  lllustiaiions  by  Andrioili.    Per  set,  128.  6d. 

1.  T8E  DEERiLAYER.  I    3.  THE  LAST  Of  the  M0HICAH8. 

a.  THE  FATHFiNCllK.  I    i.  THE  PIONEERS. 

6.  THE  PRAIRIE. 
The  Volnmes  are  also  sold  separately,  per  vol.  2b.  6d.    The  new  binding, 
In  which  this  set  of  maocerpieces  will  appear  in  189^,  will  place  them  on  a 
line  with  the  most  attractive  books  for  boys  in  the  market. 

THE  NURSERY  RHYME-BOOK.     With  upwards 

of  100  Drawings  by  L.  LESLIE  BROOKE,  and  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  by  ANDREW  LAKO.  In  medium  «vo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges 
price  6s.  =     .  n  o    , 

"  There  nro  doJens  of  these  capital  drawings,  and  each  one  has  some  special 
prsce  or  1  Umour  of  its  own,  the  result  bting  a  volume  which,  while  affording 
huge  delicht  to  ihe  little  people,  may  also  be  enjoyed  by  their  art  and  humour- 
loving  eldtrs."— CoMCi  Journal, 


15,  BEDF.jIlD   jinEEl',  biKANb,  LONDON. 


Crown  Svo,  Gs. 

VAGARIES.    By  Axel  Munthe,  Author  of  "  Letters 

from  a  Mourning  City,"  &c.  IXow  read//, 

CoxTEKTs  :  Toys— For  thise  who  Love  Music— Political  Agitations  in  Capri— 
Mejagerie— Ita'y  in  Paris- Blackcock  Shooting— To .—Monsieur  Alfredo- 
Mont  Blanc,  King  of  the  Mounttins— Raffaellft-The  Digs  in  Capri,  an  interior 
—Zoology— Hypochondria— La  Madonna  del  Buon  Cammino. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 

THE    LORD'S    PRAYER      By   the   late   Edward 

MEYRtCK  GOULBUBS,  D.D.,  sometiue  Djan  of  Norwich,  Author  ot 
"  Thoughts  on  Personal  Religion,"  &o.  I  Hoto  ready 

CoxTEMTs;  The  Structure  and  Completenefs  of  the  Lord's  Prayer— 'J  he 

Lora's  Prayer— The  Context  of  the  Lord's  Prayer— Tue  Sources  of  the  Lord's 

Prayer— The  Petitions  (seriatim). 

Crown  Svo,  10s.  6d. 

HAWAII  and  REVOLUTION :   the  Personal   Ex- 

periences  of  a  Newspipar  Correspondent  in  the  Sandwich  Islands  during 
the  Crisis  of  1893  and  Afterwards.    By  MARY  H.  KROUT.   [Just  out. 

THE  RUSSIAN  CRISIS. 
With  Maps  and  Diagrams,  crown  Svo,  6?. 

RUSSIA'S   SEA  POWER,    PAST  and  PRESENT; 

or.  The  Rise  of  the  Russian  Navy.    By  Col.  Sir  GEORGK  SYDENHAM, 
CLABKtS,  K.C.M.G,  F.R.S.,  Author  of  "  FortiBcation,"  4c. 
"  Contains  an  account  of  the  Russian  naval  history  and  of  the  existing  fleet 
and  is  certainly  a  most  valuable  contribution  lo  a  study  ot  naval  and  inter- 
national politics. '|— 4cm;/  and  Navy  Gazette, 

"  Mr.  Goschen's  pointed  statement  that  the  main  reason  for  the  expenditure 
ot  an  additional  eight  millions  was  due  to  the  naval  activity  of  Russia  will  lend 
new  interest  to  thi-s  coinpict  and  able  little  book."— Doi/y  Telegraph, 

"  Sir  George  Clarke  acserves  to  bo  thanked  for  having  brought  together  a 
number  of  facts  regarding  the  growth  and  progress  of  a  navy  in  which  this 
country  is  particularly  interested."— JtfoivMMjr  Foat, 

MR.    MURRAY'S   MUSICAL  SERIES. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

WHAT    IS     GOOD     MUSIC  ?      Suggestions    to 

Persons  desiring  to  Cultivate  a  Taste  in  Musical  Art.  By  W.  J. 
HKNDERSON,  Author  of  "The  Story  of  Music,"  "Preludes  and 
Studies,"  &c.  {Now  ready, 

"  Mr.  Henderson  takes  U3  through  the  principles  which  underlie  all  musical 
form  in  a  delightfully  unpcdantic  way,  with  thorough  knowledge  of  his  subject 
and  a  rare  power  of  discriminating  between  what  is  essential  and  what  is  com- 
paratively unimportant."— ffijordsow. 

With  Illustrations,  crown  Svo. 

MUSIC  :  How  it  came  to  be  what  it  is.    By  Hannah 

SMITH.  .       {.Nearly  ready. 

Crown  Svo,  3b.  8d. 

SERMONS  to  YOUNG  BOYS.    DeUvered  at  Elstree     J 

School.    By  theRev.  F.  nE  W.  LUSHINGTON.  [Just  out.  ^ 

'Amid  many  sermons  to  boys  these  stand  somewhat  alone  both  for  their 
simplicity  and  also  because  the.v  are  addressed  to  younger  boys  than  are  school 
sermons  of  the  more  common  type,"^Guardian. 

Post  8vo,  Cs. 

HANDBOOK    DICTIONARY:    English— French— 

GERMAN.    Containing  all  the  Words  and  Idiomatic  Phrases  likely  lo  be 
Required  by  a  Traveller.     Compendious  Rules  of  Grammar.     By  G.  F. 
CHAMBERS.  [Just  out. 
"  The  book  realises  its  aim  admirably,  and  may  be  cordially  recommended." 
PaU  Mall  Gazette. 

FORTHCOMING    WORKS. 

AVkh  Portraits,  crown  Svo,  Os.— A  NEW  und  POPULAR  EDITION  of 

TWELVE  INDIAN  STATESMEN.     By  Dr.  George 

SMITH,  C.I.B.  [Xcarly  ready. 

"  It  ought  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  everyone  who  is  looking  forward  to 
a  career  in  the  East. ''—'Leeds  Mercury. 

"  A  bnok  more  likely  lo  fire  the  imagination  and  purify  the  purpose  of  a 
young  man  could  not  easdy  be  devised."— .Bn^/sA  Weekly. 

With  many  Illustrations,  crown  Svo,  6s. 

THE    STORY  of   MARCO    POLO.      For  Children 

and  Young  People.    Edited  by  N.  BROOKS.  Itfearly  rejdy, 

Co^TEMTs ;  Marco's  Family,  hia  Father,  and  Ills  Uncle— How  Ihe  Poles  went 
to  the  Dominions  of  Kublai  Khan  aud  got  back  again— Young  Marco  at  the 
Court  of  Kublai  Khan— Ho  iv  Messer  Mai'co  Polo  was  Captured  by  the  Genoese, 
.&C.,  Sic, 

NEW  BOOK   BY   THE  DUKE  OF  ARGYLL. 

Crown  Svo,  Os. 

ORGANIC   EVOLUTION  CROSS-EXAMINED;  or, 

Some  Suggestions  on  the  Great  Secret  of  Biology.  By  the  DUKE  of 
AdGYLL,  K.G. 

Large  demy  Svo,  :is.  6d,  net. 

SUGGESTIVE    LIVES    and    THOUGHTS  :    Brief 

Studies,  Literary,  Heligious,  and  biographicil,  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year. 
With  Quotatio'-s  from  over  6110  Authors.  By  EDWIN  HOUDER,  Author 
Ot  "  Life  of  the  Ea|l  of  Shaftesbury."  [In  afeui  days. 


JOHN  MURRAY,  Albemarle  Street. 


^8  October,  1898.  THc    Acadcmy. 
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A   SELECTION    FROIvi 

ESSRS.  HUTCHINSON  &  CO.'s  ANNOUNCEMENTS. 


4- 


Ihi  Mrs.  HUGH  FR.ISER.  ' 

A   DIPLOMATIST'S   WIFE   IN  JAPAN.     With  about  250  Illustrations.      In  T^^o  VoU. 

Demy  8vo,  28i. 

By  the  late  Sir  BENJAMIN  WARD  RICHARDSON. 

DISCIPLES   OF   /ESCULAPIUS.     Biofrrapliios  of  tlio  Loadera  of  Medicine.     With  a  largo 

I       number  of  Porlraits  and  Illustratione.      In  T«ro  Vola.    Demy  8vo,  32a. 
By  PRINCE  KROPOTKIN. 
lELDS,   FACTORIES,   AND   WORKSHOPS.      In  demy  8vo,  128. 
By  Rev.  H.  N.  HUTCHINSON,  B.A. 
HE   HUMAN  RACE.     A  History  of  tho  Races  of  Mankind.     With  over  600  Illustrations. 

By   "  THOR.ua N BY." 

KINGS  OF  THE    HUNTING    FIELD,     Memoirs  and  Anecdotes  of  Distinguished  llaaten 

of  Hounds  and  other  Celebritiea  of  the  Chase.      la  demy  Sfo,  16i.      With  Thirty-two  Pottraita. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

SIX   ROYAL   LADIES   OF  THE   HOUSE   OF   HANOVER.      In  demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 

with  Portrait?,  12s. 

By  the  late  Mrs.  HILDA  GAMLhV. 

NELSON'S    FRIENDSHIPS.       In    Two  Vols.       Demy   8vo,   with  over    Si.xty   Illustm- 

tions,  289. 

THE   GAMBLING   WORLD.      Anecdotic  Memories  of  Stories  of  Personal  Experience  in 

the  Temples  of  Hazird  and  Speculation.      By  "BouoE  et  Noir."      With  Klastratiins.      In  demy  8to,  16*. 

By  MAURICE  LEUDET. 

THE    EMPEROR    OF    GERMANY    AT    HOME.      Translated  by  Virginia  Taylouk. 

With  Sixty-«ev3n  Portraits  and  lUustratiocs.      In  cloth  gilt,  {'<%. 

A  New  Volume  of    THE    CONCISE    KNOWLEDQE    LIBRARY. 

A    HISTORY    OF   THE   WORLD  from  the  Earliest  Historical  Times  to  1898.     By  Edoar 

Sanderson,  M.A.      With   numerous    Maps   drawn   specially   for    the    Work.      lo   one  Urge  Vol.,  crowo  8ro,  800  p*g«* 
bound  in  half  leather  and  gilt,  59. 

By  CHARLES  MORRIS. 

THE   AMERICAN   NAVY  :    Its  Ships  and  their  Achievements.      With   Forty  Illustrations 

and  Maps.    In  crown  Sro,  cloth  gilt,  7a.  6d. 

By  "A  SON  OF  THE  MARSHES." 

DRIFT    FROM    LONGSHORE.      Edited  by  J.  A.  Owen.      With  a  Frontispiece  by  A. 

TuoKBURN.     In  crown  8  to,  cloth  gilt,  69. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 

VIRGIN   SAINTS   AND   MARTYRS.      In  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt.      With  Illu.strations. 

By  W.  II.  S.  MONCK,  M.A. 

INTRODUCTION  TO  STELLAR  ASTRONOMY.      In  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  Ss.  Od. 

By  CHARLES  MORRIS. 

THE  AMERICAN  WAR  WITH  SPAIN.    In  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt.     With  Twenty-eight 

Illustratiina  and  Maps,  7j.  OJ. 

NEW    SIXS-HILLTNG    NOVELS. 

THE  FATAL  GIPT.    By  Frankfort  Moore.  SAMUEL  BOYD  OF  OATCHOOPE  SQUARE. 

With   full-pago  Illustrations  by  Sauber.  1  By  B.  L.  FABiro!f. 

MOLLIES  PRINCE.  By  Rosa  N.  Carey,  i     THE  MANDARIN.  By  Caiu.ton  Dawk. 

IN  HIGH  PLACES.  By  Miss  Braddo.v.         ^  QUEEN  OF   ATLANTIS.  By  Fkamk  Acbikt. 

A  SON  OF  EMPIRE.  By  Mori.ey  Rouerts.  \Vith  lllustrttions  by  D.  Murray  Smitb. 

PETTICOAT  LOOSE.  By 'Rita."        in    THE    SHADOW   OF    THE    THREE. 

DICKY  MONTEITH.  By  Tom  Gallon.  By  B.  Loktis  Tottexiiaii. 

THE  SILVER  CROSS.  By  Dr.  8.  R.  Keioutley.        ONLY  FLESH  AND  BLOOD.     By  the  Author  of  "Horofn 

With  IlluBtratioEs  by  Pdul  Dare.  ,  the  Jow." 

AN  HONOURABLE  ESTATE.  By  Ella  Macmauom.        IN  T BE  CZAR'S  DOMINIONS.  By"LBVoLKr«" 

A  WOMAN'S  HEART.  By  A.  W.  Makchmost.  I     THE  TRIALS  OF  MEROY.  By  8.  D.vrlino  BA»KtB 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Pablishers. 

A    NEW    E1>ITJ0N.  KEVISED   THKOUGIIOUT,    AND 
RESET  IN   NEW  TVPE. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  of  FAMOUS 

NAMES  iu  FICTION,  ALLUSIONS.  REFERENCES, 
I'ROVERns,  PLOTS.  .STORIES,  and  POEMS.  Together 
with  au  English  and  American  Bibliography,  and  a  List  of 
the  Authors  and  Dates  of  Drainas  and  Operas.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  COBIIAM  BREWER,  LL  D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  78.  ttd. 

[Oct.  13. 
"Dr.  Brewer  has  produced  a  wonderfully  comprehensive 
dictionary  of  refereooes  to  mattens  wiiich  arc  always  cropping 
up  in  conversation  ami  in  every-day  life,  and  writers  generally 
wiH  hive  reason  to  feel  Kiateful  to  the  .luthor  for  a  most  hajidy 
volume,  Bujiplemeuting  in  a  hundred  ways  their  own  knowledge 
or  igoorance.  as  the  case  may  be.  It  contains  the  allusions, 
references,  plots,  stories,  and  ch-iracters  which  occur  lo  the 
c'jiwieal  poems,  plnys,  novels,  romances,  Ac  ,  not  onljr  of  our 
own  country,  but  of  most  nations,  ancient  and  mmlem." 

TiiwJi.  on  Earlier  Edition. 


SIR  RICHARD  TKMPLE'ri  NEW    liOtiK. 

A  BIRD'S-EYE  VIEW  of  PICTURESQUE 

INDIA,     Bv  tlie  Rifiht  Hon.  Sir  RDJIIARD  TEMPLE, 

0. C.S.I.      VV'ith   3-i    Full-Page  Illustrations.      Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  gilt  top. ««.  ,  , 

"A  brialit  and  useful  little  bwk.    If  anybody  unders'Jinds 

India  au<i  could  say  useful  thiuns  alwut  her,  it  is  Sir  Hichatd 

'IViiiplf.  who  brilli.iutly  helped  to  govtrn  her,  au<l  left  l>ehind 

him.  after  many  years  of  gooil  Indian  service,  a  lecord  faultless 

fur  courage,  duty,  and  high  Riiirit.     ilis  little  h-mk  is  rendered 

m  ire  cliarmiug  by  tiie  reuru<iu3tion  in  black  and  white  of  some 

thirty  wa'O'-CLilour  sketches. "—ttaiitf  TaUgraph. 

"  A  cliarmi'ig  hook.  Altogether  an  agreeaiile  volume,  by  an 
author  wfi-j  c  lu  chat  pleasantly  about  subjects  which  he  knows 
w^-ll,"— '/'iiiws.  _ 

THE  STEVENSON  READER.    Edited  by 

L..OVU   0:JB>URNE.      With  10   Full- Pagd  Illustrations. 

I'  ist  8vo,  cloth.  2i.  6  I. ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  3s.  (Kt. 
'■  Fortunate  are  tiin  cb  lUren  who^e  teacher  permits  them  to 

use  'Th-;  Stevenson  Reailer.' Here  is  something  from  almost 

every  one  of  Steve  sou's  bookn.  LessubS  of  style,  at  leiist.  may 
be  learnt  from  Sievensou;  and  the*e  extracts  —  provide  a  fine 
me  .til  stimulus."— Jfaac/tiste*"  Guard  an. 

JOAN,    the    CURATE.      By    Flopenee 

WAROEN.   Author  of  ■'The  House  on  the  Marsh,"  &c 
0  own  8vo.  ol->th.  :(4.  (il. 
"Smuggling   stones    arc    always  readable,    and    when    the 
doughritfttt  ot  the  smugglt^rs  ia  cilled  Ben  the  Blast,  and  kegs 
and  Mmbusc  ides  spdukle  the  ear>y  page?,  the  reader  knows  that 
all  is  w.;ll.     Moreover,  Join,  the  parson's  daughter,  begins  to 
Durse  tliu  lieutenant  on  page  11.    So  the  story  in  a  certaiuty." 
^  Acadjuny. 


A  TRAGEDY  in   MARBLE. 

■  The  Borderer." 


By  Adam 

Crown  8vo.  cloth, 


LILHUwN,  Author  of  ' 
Ss.  6d. 

"  A  patiietic  little  tale,  instinct  with  Wie." —Literary  World. 

"We  congratulate  the  author  on  his  natural  and  moving  little 
narrativ  :."-~Echo. 

"  It  liolds  the  interest  of  the  reader  throughout."— .'^cots/nan, 

*'  The  characters  ana  their  tragedy  contain  the  germs  of  a  fiue 
tale."— f  a«  Mall  Gazette. 

"Alternately  amuses  the  reader  and  impresses  the  imaTina- 
tion.    It  is  a  book  that  makes  itself  tca(1."— Newcastle  i^aader. 

ONCE  UPON  a  CHRISTMAS  TIME.     By 

OEORBE  K.  SIMS.    With  8  Full-Page  Illustraliuns  by  (5. 
Grerni.  R.r.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  deoonitet),  (?ilt  top,  .1,^.  fid. 

MRS.  CARMICHAEL'S  GODDESSES.    By 

SARAH  TYTLER,  Author  of  "St.  Mungo's  City."    Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  as.  6d. 
"  .t  is  much  more  thau  a  capital  story  that  we  have  here  ;  it 
ifl  an  epitome  of  last-century  Scottish  life,  with  its  laxity  of 
morals  and  rigidity  of  belief .-Afocainp  Leader. 
"A  very  good  story. . .  .light,  pleasant,  and  wholeeome." 

...  .       .  Spectator. 

A  very  pretty  itory,  showing  much  observafion  and  judg- 
msnt  in  the  delineation  of  character."—  Westminster  Gazette. 

THE  FORTUNE  of  the  ROUGONS.     By 

EMILE  ZOLA.     Edited  Ijy  E.  A.  VIZBTELLY     Crown 
8vo.  cloth,  a^.  fid. 
"  Full  of  a  rather  Bombre  humour,  rich  satire,  and  unsparing 

Bociil  analysis Should  you    be  consumed  with  a  desire  to 

ijluck  the  heart  out  of  Zola'.  Kougou.Mac<tuart  volumes,  it  will 
be  necessary  to  read  the  first  and  the  last  of  the  series  '  The 
Tortune  of  the  llougons'  and  •  J>r.  Pascal."'— Jtforniily  Lettder, 

Also  by  EMILE  ZOLA. 
THE   DR1M-SHOP. 
THE     F.&T    and    the 

THIN. 
HONES'. 


BIj    EXCELLENCY'. 
THE  DOWNFALI.. 


Crown  8TO,  cloth,  33.  fid.  each. 
THE  DBEAM. 
DOCTOK  PA:3CAL. 
l.OirRDES. 
BOiXIE. 
PARIS. 


CHEAPER    EDITIONS. 

...n-„...~     Crown  Svo.  cloth.  :ts,  fi,l.  each. 

CROWNS  and  CORONATIONS :  a  History 

of  liecaha.  By  WILLIAJI  JONES,  i'.S,A,  With  ill  lllus- 
trations, 

OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.    By  Alfred 

lll.M.Ml.;it.     With  i4  Illustrations.  ''    ■  "*  °" 

CARICATURE  HISTORY  of  the  GEORGES ; 

or.  Annals  of  the  House  of  Hanover  Compiled  from  Siiuibs 
Rroadsidee.  Wiudow  Pictures.  Lampoons,  and  Pictorial 
C.iricatureioftheTime.  By  THoMAS  WRIGUr.  F.S.A 
With  over  300  Illustrations. 

CLUBS   and  CLUB   LIFE   In   LONDON. 

^^''h  AuecJotes  of  its  famous  Coffee-houses.  Hostelres 
and  Taverns,  from  the  S  vent-enth  Century  to  the  I'resenr, 
Time.      By  JOllNTIMBS.  F.S.A.     With  41  IllustratS 

THE  HASTINGS  CHESS  TOURNAMENT. 

Containing  the  Authorised  Account  of  the  230  (Jamt-s  played 
August-Septemlier.  Ift!l5.  With  Annotations  by  PrixsiU'Rv 
Lasker,  Takrasch,  Htkisitz.  ScmrFKRs,  Tkichmann    Dar- 

DELKIIKS.     BLACKBLHSr     GCNSHKKO.     TiNSl.KV,     MiMON"       and 

Albin  J  Biographical  Sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters,  and  22 
I'orttaits.    Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  68. 

Loudnn:     CHATTO     &    WINDUS, 
111,  St.  Martiu's  Lane,  W.C. 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS, 


With  Maps,  Plans,  Portraits,  and  Illustrations.     Svo,  8s.  63.  net. 

THE  CAMPAIGN   IN   TIRAH,  1897-98. 

An  Account   of  the  Expedition  against  the  Orakzais  and  Afridis 
under  General  Sir  William  Lockhart,  G.O.B,  KO.SI 

Based  (by  permission)   on    Letters    contributed    to    the    "Times" 

By  Colonel  H.  D.  HUTCHINSON,  Director  of  Military  Education  in  India. 

MiillXIXG  T'O.S'r— "Pcientiflc,  lucid,  and  up-to-date  dc'criptiona,  which,  with  the  aid  of  an  excellent 
sectional  map  a  number  of  carelully  prepared  plans,  and  many  pictorial  UlustrationB,  enable  the  reader  to 
realise  ihc  difficulties  our  soldii  rj  had  to  encounter  and  overeom j  m  tnose  few  eventful  months." 


Demy  Svo,  12s.  6d.  net. 

Nine  Years  at  the 

Gold  Coast. 

By  the  Rev.  DESNTS  KEMP,  late  General 
.Superintendent   M'^eslej'an     Missions    Gold 
Coast    District.     With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  Map. 
SOUTH  AFRI']A.—"&.  highly  interesting  report 

of   the  experiences  of  the  author 'Ihe  book  id 

interesting  alike  to  the  philanthropist  and  the  com- 
mercial man." 


Bismarck : 

SOW£  SECRET  PAGES  OF  HIS  HISTORY. 

Being  a  Diary  kept  by  Dr.  BIOEITZ  BUSCH 
during  Twenty-five  Years'  Oilicial  ,  and 
Private  Intercourse  with  the  Great  Chan- 
cellor. 

Iu  3  vols.,  Svo,  30s.  net. 

PALL  MALL  GAZETTE— "k.  book  which  will 
both  create  a  seneation  now  and  remain  of  permanent 

value." 


NEW   SIX-SHILLING    NOVELS 


BY    RUDYARD    KIPLING. 

THE  DAY'S  WORK. 

A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN.    By  Rolf  Boldrewood. 

[  Ormhev  14. 

HER  MEMORY.    By  Maarten  Maartens.  [o.«i„ii. 

THE   ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS,  Foundling,  Thief, 

Juggler,  and  Fencing-Master  during  the  French  Revolution.' By  S.  WEIRMITCHELL.M.D.   [Shurtlti. 

A  DRAMA  in  SUNSHINE.    By  H.  A.  Vachell. 

THAT    LITTLE    CUTTF,     DR.     BARRERE,    ISABEL 

DYSART.     By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
PALL  MALL  GAZETTE.—"  In  their  way  models  of  whit  such  stories  should  be." 

CORLEONE.     By  F.  Marion  Crawford. 

THE    LOVES  of  the    LADY   ARABELLA.      By  M.  E. 

SEAWELL. 
,S'7'.l  KDAJIJK—"  There  is  a  spirit  and  evident  enjoyment  in  the  telling  of  the  story  which  i^  refreshing  to 
the  reader  wearied  of  highly  elabomted  literary  elforts." 


NEW  BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

HUGH    THOMSON'S    ILLUSTRATED 
FAIEY  BOOK. 

JACK  the  GIANT  KILLER. 

With  16  Full-Page  Coloured   Illustrations,  and  16 

Decorated  Text  Pages,  by  HUaH  THOMSON. 

Price  Is. 

MRS.    MOLESWORTH'S    NEW   VOLUME. 

THE   MAGIC   NUTS. 

By  Mrs.  MOLES  WORTH. 

With    Illustrations   by  ROSIE  M.    M.    PITMAN. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  4s.  t!d. 

STORIES  from  LOWLY  LIFE, 

OF  JUICE,  DOGS,  AND  OTBER  ANIMALS. 

By  C.   M.   DUPPA. 

With  Illustrations  by  LOUIS  WAIN. 

FcAp  4to,  4s.  6d. 


In  2  vols.,  extra  crown  8to,  17s.  net. 

EDWARD     THRING, 

HEADMAST£R     OF     UPPINGHAM     SCHOOL. 

LIFE.  DIABV,  AND  LETTERS. 

By  GEOECtE  E.  PaBKIX,  C.M.G.,  M.A. 

With  Portraits. 

Pott  4to,  Gs. 

ELIZABETH  and  HER 

GERMAN  GARDEN. 

ACADF.sVY.—^'li  U    il  charmiDg-    book,  and   we 
should  like  to  dally  with  it." 

NEW  BOOK  BY  PROFESSOR  SAINTSBURY. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  of 

ENGLISH  LITERATURE. 

By  GEORGE  SAINTSBURY.  Professor  of  Ph^toric 
and  English  Literature  in  the  Vuiversity  of  Edin- 
burgh.   Ci'own  Svo,  8e.  (>d. 


MACMILLAN  &   CO.,   Limited,  London. 
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The  Literary  Week. 

I.  Notes  and  News. 

The  alarming  reports  which,  are  circulated  from  time  to 
time  about  Mr.  Euskin's  health  and  general  state  of 
mind  have  really  very  little  foundation  in  fact.  For  the 
past  few  years  he  has  suffered  from  no  other  maladies  than 
those  which  are  common  to  age.  He  is  on  the  verge  of 
eighty,  and  is  somewhat  weak  on  his  legs.  His  mental 
powers,  on  the  other  hand,  exhibit  no  sort  of  derangement, 
but  only  a  perfectly  natural  and  gradual  quieting  of  their 
activity.     He  still  reads  and  is  read  to  a  good  deal. 


We  are  enabled  by  the  courtesy  of  Mr.  George  Allen 
to  give,  in  facsimile,  portions  of  an  interesting  letter 
received  by  him  from  Mr.  Euskin  in  1876.     The  beginning 


f^e^^-h     X 


OlUt-i-c^       / 


J  /-trtttt^  ,■    (k.'^'-JL  -f^-tf-t/^  i-A-^—c,   ii/T~-<r 

The  Beoinnino  of  a  Letter  from  Mr.  Ruskix, 

and  the  end  are  all  that  we  have  reprwluced ;  but  it  may 
be  well  to  print  what  part  of  the  intervening  portion  is 
pertinent,. and  so  make  the  document  more  complete. 


This  is  the  relevant  remainder  of  the  letter:  "I  have 
got  a  drawing  well  on,  with  two  days'  work  already. 
And  I'm  not  miserable  here,  as  everywhere  else  in  Italy — 


the  sea  and  boats  are  still  sea  and  boats — th«  pictarss  am 
still  pictures — and  I  have  the  sense  of  home,  without  that 
of  loss,  for  I  had  not  my  father  and  mother  much  with 
me  here.  ...  I  have  some  nice  pickled  walnuts  gettiii(f 
ready  for  Prof.  Tyndall,  too.  Fourth  Deucalion  will  be  a 
duck." 


-^- 


'^V. 


\ 


The  Exd  of  Mr.  RrsKix's  LnrER. 


People  may  read  in  two  ways  Mr.  Kipling's  new  poem, 
"  The  Truce  of  the  Bear,"  which  appeared  in  last  week's 
Literature ;  but  it  is  impossible,  once  the  thought  of  the 
political  boar  has  crossed  one's  mind,  to  disassociate  it 
from  the  Czar's  recent  utterance  concerning  disarmament. 
In  the  mouth  of  an  old  hunter — who  once  tackled  Adam- 
zad  the  bear,  brought  him  to  bay,  aimed,  but  relenting 
as  Adam-zad  reared  up  like  a  man,  pitiful  in  prayer,  had 
for  his  kindness  his  face  torn  open  by  the  beast — Mr. 
Kipling  puts  this  warning  : 

Eouse  him  at  noon  in  the  bushes,  follow  and  press 

him  hard — 
Not  for    his  raging  and  roarings    flinch    ye    from 
Adam-zad. 

But  (pay  and  I  put  back  the  bandage)  this  is  the 
time  to  foar, 

AVhen  he  stands  up  like  a  tired  man,  tottering  near 
and  near ; 

AMien  ho  stands  up  as  pleading,  in  monstrous,  man- 
brute  guise, 

When  he  veils  the  hate  and  cunning  of  the  little 
swinish  eyes. 

When  he  shows  as  seeking  quarter,  with  paw-like 

hands  in  prayer, 
That  is  the  time  of  peril — the  tiue  of  "The  Truce  of 
the  Bear !  " 
The  political  fabulist  must  go  warily,  and  Mr.  Kipling 
has  made  it  possible  for  a  reader  t<.>  consider  the  poem 
merely  as  u  hunting  yam.  But  we  should  like  to  receive 
u  copy  of  last  week's  Zitrrtlun  after  the  BnaMsa 
"  caviarist "  had  done  with  it 
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The  work  upon  which  Mr.  Kipling  is  just  now  engaged 
is  a  scries  of  stories  of  school  life,  in  the  manner  of  the 
first  half  of  his  "  Slaves  of  the  Lamp,"  which  appeared 
in  Cosmopolis  some  months  ago.  Therein,  we  may 
safely  presume,  he  calls  on  the  memories  of  his  old 
Westward  Ho  !  days.  In  Mr.  Kipling's  time  that  school 
was  a  paradise  for  high-spirited  youth,  and  it  is  even  said 
that  the  passion  for  sport  ran  so  far  that  for  a  little  boy  to 
permit  himself  (for  a  consideration)  to  be  pursued  by  big 
boys  armed  with  shot  guns  was  a  common  experience  of 
the  half -holiday.  Whether  the  "Beetle,"  as  Mr.  Kipling 
calls  himself  in  "Slaves  of  the  Lamp,"  ever  acted  as  hunter 
or  quarry  we  shall  perhaps  know  when  his  stories 
appear. 

We  give  a  reproduction  of  the  obverse  of  the  Zola 
medal,  presented  to  the  novelist  in  memory  of  his  courage 
in  defending   Dreyfus.     According  to  one  authority,  M. 


r^ 


wrote  the  Bible  ?  "  One  answer  given  was  "  David," 
another  "Mr.  Cadbury,"  a  third  "Mr.  Jowett,"  and  a 
fourth  "  Shakespeare." 


V. 


■J 


Obvekse  of  tuk  Zola  Med.\l. 

Zola's  features  have  never  been  better  reproduced.  On 
the  reverse  are  these  words,  uttered  by  M.  Zola  on 
January  13,  1898:  "La  Verite  est  en  marche  et  rien  ne 
I'arretera."    The  artist  is  M.  Charpentier. 


"Not  infrequently  excessive  reverence,"  says  a  notice 
sent  to  us  by  Messrs.  Service  &  Paton,  "  has  prevented  the 
Christian  reader  from  recognisijQg  the  literary  beauties  of 
the  Bible."  In  our  opinion  the  Christian  reader  extracts 
other  matter  from  the  Bible  which  compensates  him  for 
this  lack  of  rosthetic  vision,  but  in  order  that  he  may  no 
longer  rest  in  his  unhappy  condition,  a  volume  has  been 
prepared  for  him,  by  Prof.  Moulton  and  others,  entitled  The 
Bihle  and  Literature,  in  which  the  literary  charm  of  the  Bible 
is  "  pointed  out."  Meanwhile  it  is  stated  that  in  one  of  the 
lower  standards  of  a  Birmingham  Board  school  the  other 
drty  the  headmaster  provided  the  boys  with  slips  of  paper 
and  desired  them  to  write  a  reply  to  the  question,    "  Who 


A  WRITER  in  Blaclcivood  attempts  the  task  of  appraising 
Mr.  Kipling,  and  comes  out  with  more  success  than  some 
others  who  have  ventured  before  him.  This  is  an  interest- 
ing criticism : 

But  his  verse,  whether  in  plain  English  or  in 
dialect,  is  superior  to  his  prose  in  plain  English, 
because  poetry  is  more  exacting  than  jirose.  It  is 
the  paradox  of  poetry  that  it  permits  no  synonyms. 
The  poet  is  in  perpetual  quest  of  the  one  inevitable 
word,  and  only  the  true  poet  can  find  it.  Now  in  Mr. 
Kipling's  poetry  the  right  word  emerges  at  the  right 
moment,  and  no  one  can  doubt  that  it  is  the  right 
word. 

"  So  it's  knock  out  your  pipes  an'  follow  me  ! 
An'  it's  finish  off  your  swipes  an'  follow  me  ! 
Oh,  'ark  to  the  fifes  a-crawlin' ! 

Follow  me — follow  me  'ome  !  " 

Does  not  the  word  we  have  italicised  almost  make  one 
catch  one's  breath  by  its  startling  appropriateness  ? 
This  writer  agrees  with  Mr.  Barrie,  who  once  inquired  into 
Mr.  Kipling's  merits  in  a  similar  way,  that  "  The  Man  who 
would  be  King  "  is  the  best  of  the  short  stories.  He  ends 
with  a  prophecy  that  Mr.  Kipling  is  "  going  strong,"  as 
the  saying  is,  for  many  a  year. 


Mr.  H.  S.  Salt  quotes  in  the  preface  to  the  new  edition 
of  his  Life  of  James  Thomson  (B.Y.)  this  extremely  interest- 
ing letter  from  Mr.  Meredith,  dated  February  2,  1891, 
in  reply  to  a  request  that  he  would  write  an  introduc- 
tion to  Mr.  Salt's  book : 

I  liave  gone  through  James  Thomson's  works,  to 
spur  myself.  He  was  a  man  of  big  heart,  of  such 
entire  sincereness,  that  he  wrote  directly  from  the  im- 
pression carved  in  him  by  his  desolate  experience  of 
life.  Nothing  is  feigned,  all  is  positive.  No  Inferno 
could  be  darker.  But  the  practical  effect  of  a  greater 
part  of  the  Poems  is  that  of  a  litany  of  the  vaults 
below.  The  task  of  a  preface  would  bo  to  show  him 
pursued  and  precipitated  by  his  malady  in  the  blood 
to  do  this  poetical  offence  of  dark  nionotonousness, 
which  the  clear  soul  of  the  man  would  have  been  far 
from  committing  had  he  not  been  so  driven,  as  the 
beautiful  "  Om-el-Bonain "  may  witness.  Brigli 
achievement  was  plucked  out  of  the  most  tragic  life  in 
our  literature.  Still  I  find  that  to  exiiound  him 
rightly,  doing  justice  to  him,  with  satisfaction  to  his 
admirers— to  show  how  the  noble  quality  of  the  man, 
harried  though  never  more  than  physically  conquered 
at  times  by  the  Fury  he  inherited,  affected  his  verse, 
making  it  record  the  gloomy  images  absolutely  con- 
ceived by  him — this  is  more  than  I  can  undertake. 
My  health  is  of  a  pale  sort  at  present.  Now  and  then 
I  have  had  in  me  a  jet  of  an  endeavour  to  hit  the 
delicate  balance  which  would  give  the  just  portrait 
of  a  brave  good  man  and  a  true  poet,  hapless  in  his 
birth,  fighting  his  best,  and,  as  the  book  would  show, 
not  failing,  though  baffled.     I  canaot. 
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With  its  October  number,  the  Lomi,  onco  a  »hy  little 
^juarterly,  enters  upon  a  lioMor  monthly  career,  with  the 
following  "  Introit  "  on  its  first  page  : 
Help  us,  0  great  Architect, 
Sure  foundations  liere  to  lay. 
Though  before  Thy  shrine  we  slay 
Not  one  ox  with  garlands  dock'd. 
As  we  carve  for  Thee  a  throne, 
Guide  the  chisel  o'er  the  stone. 
Guide  it,  0  great  Architect ! 
The  Dome  is  distinctly  strenuous,   with  a  shaft  of   light 
from  the   Celtic  sun  just  touching  it.     Many  poets   are 
iiUowed  to  sing  beneath  its  arche<l  roof,  and  others — such 
as  Mr.  Laurence  Binyon  and  Mr.  Laurence  Housman — 

to  traffic  in  prose. 
Among  the  artists 
represented  are  Mr. 
Strang  and  Utamaro. 
The  new  Dome  pro- 
mises to  be  an  in- 
teresting and  graceful 
comjianion  month  by 
month. 


^ 

iS^fiiBTifc  T\  //IK  \T\\ 

^\)    5°"°'^'* 

The  Title-paoe  of  The  Windmill. 


No  sooner  does  the 

Dome    vanish     as     a 

quarterly     than     the 

Windmill    springs  up 

to     take     its     place. 

the       Windmill,       the 

title-page    of    which 

we  produce   in  little, 

is    of   picture,   prose, 

and   poetry    compact,  and    comes  from   Messrs.    Simpkin 

.&   Co.      It  is  larger  than   the  old  Damn,   less    esoteric, 

jnore  catholic.     Humour  is  admitted ;  even  this : 

AU  curly  carrots  is  'er  'air, 
'Er  eyes  is  bloo,  'er  lice  is  fair — 
You  bet  a  dollar  she's  all  there. 
My  'Liza. 

She  wears  a  lovely  voylet  gown, 
A  'at  wiv  fewers  droopin'  down, 
There  ain't  a  lidy  in  the  town 
Outvies  *er. 

An'  wen  she  winks  'er  other  heye, 
An'  looks  at  me  so  bloomin'  tly — 
I  finks  it  only  right  that  I 
Should  prize  'er. 

And  in  place  of  "  Introit "  is  an  address  to  "  Good 
Masters  and  Fair  Dames,"  wherein  the  Windmill  says 
of  itself : 

Now,  for  myself,  an'  you  ask  me  for  good  honest 
wheat — good  honest  wheat  you  shall  have,  of 
fullest  measure  and  free  from  chaff.  My  mind 
jumps  full  with  yours,  and  we  shall  be  right  merry 
gossips. 

Are  you  in  serious  mood?  Then  here  am  I 
standing  solemn  and  impressive,  two  arms  stretched 


heavenward  and  two  to  earth,  joinini;  the  bejuty  ot 
the  one  to  the  humanity  of  the  other. 

Are  you  minde<l  to  1k<  Imiittcroua  'f  Then  do  I  eall 
the  rollicking  breeze,  and,  twirling  my  aroia  in  giddy 
delight,  chatter  you  merrily.  In  eitber  mood  jroa 
shall  find  within  lue  trueit  Nympathy. 

The  one  thing  common   to  both    Windmilt  and  iMm*  i* 
Mr.  Laurence  Housman. 


Yet  another  periodical  born  this  October  (althoai^ 
dated  November)  is  the  GlrVt  Rtalm.  From  the  aflTaaoe 
copy  which  Messrs.  Hutcliinson  send  us  we  gather  that 
those  girls  who  want  a  magazine  of  this  kind  will  find 
in  the  GirF*  Riolm  the  kind  of  magazine  they  want 
A  story  by  Mr.  Crockett,  a  reproduction  of  a  picture  by 
Mr.  G.  F.  Watts,  R.A.,  a  sermon  by  the  Bishop  of  Itipon, 
an  account  of  Handow's  exercises  fur  girls,  a  aeriul  by 
Mrs.  Mann — these  are  some  of  the  content*.  Two  bicycUa 
and  a  sewing  machine  are  o£[ere<l  as  prizea. 


A  LITTLE  while  ago  we  said  something  of  the  privately- 
printed  catalogue  of  a  Lang  Jiibrary  owne<l  by  a  gentleman 
in  Scotland,  who  had  been  specialising  in  Mr.  ling's 
diverse  and  multitudinous  writing*  for  many  years.  Now 
we  hear  of  another  privately  printed  broehurt  with  which 
Mr.  Lang  is  concerned :  a  little  volume  of  some  forty 
pieces  of  verse,  of  which  Mr.  Lang  is  the  subject.  The 
title  maybe  "A  New  Friendship's  Garland."  Between 
Stevenson's  "  Dear  Andrew  of  the  Brindled  Hair  "  to  the 
"  Ballade  of  Andrew  Lang  "  there  is  a  considerable  range. 
Meanwhile,  Mr.  Lang,  like  Partridge  in  Tom  Jo»tt,  con- 
tinues to  bear  all  these  things  patiently. 


Much  more  enterprise  in  adding  to  the  superficial 
attractiveness  of 
books  is  now 
being  displayed  by 
publishers.  The 
impetus  was  prob- 
ably given  by 
America,  where 
the  pictorial  cover 
is  managed  in  a 
wayrarelyequalle<l 
here.  Artists  are 
now  being  calle<I 
in  to  lend  colour, 
piquancy,  and  ap- 
propriateness to  a 
story's  outside  in 
a  way  that  was 
not  thought  of  a 
year  or  so  ago. 
We  reproduce  a 
cover  designed  for 

Tin  Rteolt  of  the  Uvrtt*,  one  of  Mr.  «7rant  Kichaida's 
books,  by  Mr.  H.  J.  Hassall,  an  artist  who  is  b«t  known 
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for  his  designs  for  theatrical  posters  on  the  hoardings. 
From  the  S.P.C.K.  come  also  a  batch  of  new  stories  for 
children,  the  covers  of  which  show  a  marked  improvement 
in  gay  attractiveness. 

Dk.  Georg  Beandes  is  about  to  embark  upon  a  Life  of 
Bartholomew  Thorvaldsen,  the  famous  Danish  sculptor. 
Thorvaldsen  died  in  1844,  at  the  age  of  seventy-five;  he 
was  in  touch  with  most  of  the  prominent  men  of  his  time ; 
lie  worked  for  Napoleon  I.  and  Pope  Leo  XII. ;  and  there 
should  be  no  lack  of  materials  for  the  writing  of  a 
fascinating  biography. 

At  the  present  moment,  according  to  the  Cologne 
correspondent  of  the  Standard,  two  German  agents  of  the 
publishing  firm  which  has  secured  the  right  of  publication 
of  the  Bismarck  Memoirs,  due  on  November  20,  are  now 
staying  in  London,  endeavouring  to  arrange  terms  with 
some  London  publisher  who  will  produce  the  work  at  his 
own  risk.  The  price  demanded  for  the  English  and 
American  rights  of  publication  (in  English)  is  said  to  be 
£10,000.     The  MS.  is  written  in  Bismarck's  own  hand. 


Once  upon  a  time  the  criticism  of  books  was  the  only 
thing  attempted  by  literary  papers.  But  now  we  have 
passed  to  criticism  of  reviewers  too.  In  the  current  British 
Weekly  will  be  found  some  searching  comments  upon  the 
critical  methods  of  the  Spectator  under  its  new  editor. 
These  are  hard  times.  There  are  lynx  eyes  in  ambush 
everywhere. 


The  "  Autobiography  of  a  Child,"  which  begins  in  the 
October  Blackwood,  promises  to  be  a  really  valuable  con- 
tribution to  the  psychology  of  girlhood.  The  author's 
name  is  not  given,  but  we  understand  that  she  is  well 
known  as  a  fearless  critic  of  literature,  with  a  passion  for 
sincerity  that  is  the  making  of  such  work  as  these 
reminiscences. 


The  photograph  of  Mr.  G.  W.  Steevens,  Mr.  Maud,  and 
Mr.  Scudamore,  which  we  give  on  another  page,  is  from  a 
negative  by  Mr.  Lionel  James,  Renter's  correspondent  in 
the  Soudan. 


Commencing  with  the  October  number,  a  French  edition 
of  the  Studio  is  to  be  published  in  Paris  simultaneously 


with  the  English  edition. 


The  "Cornish  Diamonds,"  with  which  Mr.  Quiller 
Couch  brings  his  Cornish  Magazine  to  a  close,  month  after 
month,  imjirove  in  brilliancy.  This,  for  example,  is  a 
story  good  to  meet  with  : 

A  West-country  squire  on  his  death-bed  was  visited 
by  the  Parson. 

"You  are  going  to  a  better  world,"  said  the 
Parson. 

"I  don't  want  no  better  world.  With  my  whit- 
vaced  mare  and  a  thousand  a  year  I  don't  want  no 
better  world.  Her'd  go  over  gates  one  arter  t'other 
— tip — tip — tip." 


Mk.  Whistler  has  just  made  another  of  his  infrequent 
appearances  as  a  public  letter-writer,  in  connexion  with  a 
statement  which  was  being  circulated  to  the  eif  ect  that  an 
"Academie  Whistler"  had  been  established  in  Paris. 
Nothing  of  the  kind,  says  he :  all  that  he  will  do  is  to 
attend  a  few  classes  of  a  new  atelier  in  the  Passage  Stanis- 
laus. But  what  drew  our  attention  to  the  letter  in  question 
was  the  heading,  "A  New  Academy,"  given  to  it  in  the- 
papers.  There  is  but  one  new  Academy  of  real  interest — 
to  us. 


A  COMPLETE  edition  of  Mr,  William  Watson's  poems,  or 
as  complete  a  one  as  he  wishes  to  see  issued,  is  now  being 
prepared  by  the  poet  for  Messrs.  Macmillan,  in  conjunction 
with  Mr.  John  Lane,  who  will  issue  it  in  uniform  volumes. 
Mr.  Watson,  it  is  said,  thinks  of  turning  more  attention 
in  the  near  future  to  prose. 


The  popularity  of  the  Daily  Mail  is  steadily  increasing.. 
According  to  the  figures  of  the  chartered  accountant  who' 
is  employed  to  inquire  therein,  the  average  circulation  in 
September    was    519,715.      Except   for    the    exceptional 


[  G.  West  <6  Son,  P/iolo. 

Mr.  Alfred  Harmsworth. 

demand  for  the  paper  in  May  (when  the  average  was 
534,481),  these  figures  mark  a  sure  improveirent.  We- 
give  a  portrait  of  Mr.  Alfred  Harmsworth,  founder  and 
controller  of  the  Mail. 


Only  one  book  of  new  poetry  has  reached  us  this  week, 
and  that  is  entitlad  The  Coming  of  Sj;ritig. 
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"8.  U.,"  writing  in  iho  I'all  Mall  Guztlle,  roiunrk»  in 
his  Literary  Notes  :  "  If  the  Academy  or  any  other  journal 
means  to  work  literary  revolutions,  why  does  it  not  revolu- 
tionise one  practice  of  publishers — that  of  issuin^if  books 
uncut  ?  The  worst  suilerer  from  the  habit  is  the  unhappy 
reviewer,  who  has  to  dissect  thousands  of  pages  weekly  ; 
but  a  bookseller  was  expounding  the  other  day  tliat  the 
publisher  suffers  too.  People,  he  said,  couie  into  a  shop 
and  like  to  look  into  books  before  they  buy  them ;  so  that, 
other  things  being  equal,  the  uncut  book  is  handicapped. 
Also,  the  bookseller  and  his  assistant  read  the  cut  books 
and  recommend  what  they  have  read ;  here  is  a  second 
handicap."  It  is  an  old  question,  and  the  pros  and  conn 
of  it  are  commonplaces.  Personally,  we  are  with  "  S.  G.," 
but  thousands  of  book-buyers  are  not. 


Much  virtue  in  types.  The  Chronicle  draws  attention  to 
the  appearance  of  a  story,  on  the  cover  of  which  is  set 
forth  that  the  author  is  one  Lessey-Beard  (in  very  small 
type)  and  that  his  effusion  is  dedicated  (very  largo  type) 
to  Mr.  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  "author  of  Three  Mi'n  in  a 
Boat.'"     Much  virtue  in  skilful  dedications  too. 


In  the  October  Macmillan'g  will  be  found  some  quiet  and 
very  entertaining  gossiji  of  the  2)ast  by  an  anonymous 
contributor.  "A  Grandmother's  Tales"  she  calls  her 
pleasant  talk,  with  this  (juotation  from  Boranger  at  tlie 
head: 

"  Vous  I'avez  vu  ?     Graud'mere 
Vous  I'avez  vu?" 

We  quote  a  passage  concerning  Mattliew  Arnold  : 

The  dinner  was  an  important  event  to  me,  but  it  was 
one  of  much  greater  importance  to  two  of  the  guests. 
Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  met  his  future  wife  for  the  first 
time  at  that  dinner.  .  .  .  After  his  marriage,  the 
cares  of  life  closed  over  him,  and  I  never  lieard  that 
imrestrained  ilow  of  fun  again.  Ho  would  ilash  out 
at  times,  mocking  himself  and  every  one  else  with  his 
peculiar  airy  grace  ;  but  he  never  seemed  quite  to 
regain  that  "  first  fine  careless  rapture,"  and  his  wit 
was  intermittent.  When  I  first  saw  him  he  was  very 
handsome,  with  thick  hyacinthine  locks,  which  he 
would  toss  slightly  as  he  spoke,  and  a  charming  smile. 
I  shall  always  maintain  that  he  was  not  supercilious. 
He  never  thought  about  other  people's  inferiority  ;  he 
only  said,  "  You  are  all  capital  fellows  and  I  am  sure 
j'ou  admire  me," — and  so  we  did. 

We  hope  that  the  "  Grandmother"  will  continue  these 
''Tales." 


The    following    entries    appear    in    a    certain    otHcial 
■catalogue  of  books : 

Lead,  Copper. 
Metallurgy. 

Kindly  Light  (Newman). 

Poisoning. 


II.  The  Newest  Books. 

FoKTrx.\TE  is  the  man  who  ha*  Mr.  Bimll  (or  •  bio* 
gra]>hcr.  This  wo  say  after  Rtuilying  ono  of  th«  brii^htMl 
little  "  Lives  "  of  recent  times — 

Sir  Fr-vxk  LocKwof)D:  a  BifKiitvi-iiicAi.  SKrrcn, 

the  outcome  of  one  lawyer's  friendship  for  another.  As  a 
ride  one  does  not  go  to  the  legal  profession  for  obMrjr, 
winning  pleasantries,  yet  this  book  is  full  of  them :  ths 
record  of  a  shrewd  and  humontus  personality  by  a  man  ut 
wit  and  kindly  nature.  It  is  its  humorous  side  which 
makes  the  book  what  it  is,  for  Sir  Frank  IxickworMl  was, 
when  serious,  not  s])ecially  remarkublo.    Fortunately,  JM.th 


TuE  Key.  Tobias  Boffix  Calu  ox  Mb.  Birrell. 

with  pen  and  pencil  it  was  his  wont  to  make  things  merrier 
for  his  friends,  and  Mr.  Birrell  celebrates  the  gift.  One 
of  his  more  elaborate  jokes  is  narrated  very  fully.  Mr. 
Birrell  once  invented,  for  Party  reasons,  on  imaginary 
character  called  the  Eev.  Tobias  Boffin,  B..\.  (Lond  ',  and 
Lockwood  was  mischievously  inspired  to  give  this  figment 
life.     Mr.  Birrell  met  with  Boffin  at  every  turn. 

His  personality  became  obtrusive.  Not  only  did  le 
write  a  letter  complaining  bitterly  of  my  reference  to 
him,  but  ho  thrust  himself  into  the  coun<iI»  of  the 
party,  attending  a  conference  at  I^eeds  on  the  thorny, 
and,  indeed,  still  unsolved,  problem  of  the  House  of 
Lords.  ...  On  more  than  one  occasion  while  sitting 
in  the  House,  that  card  wiih  which  Members  are  only 
too  familiar  has  been  hande<l  in  to  me,  a«iu.iinting 
me  that  the  Rev.  Tobias  Boffin,  B.A.  (Lond.\  was  in 
the  Lobby  seeking  an  interview  with  me  on  "  i)rivat<> 
business."  I  remained  on  those  occasions  wedded  to 
debate.  Strangest  of  all,  after  the  House  rose,  and  at 
the  end  of  August,  I  got  a  letter  from  Cober  Hill 
enclosing  a  newspaper  cutting,  from  which  it  appeared 
that  the  reverend  gentleman  had  interrupted  a  meeting 
which  Alfred  Pease  was  addressing  in  the  North 
Biding.  The  cutting  recounted  as  follows  :  "  Tiiere- 
upon  Mr.  Boffin,  B.A.  (Lond.\  came  to  the  front,  and 
exjiressed  in  strong  language  his  regret  that  Mr. 
Alfred  Pease  had  thought  fit  to  allude  to  Mr.  Birrell, 
M. P.,  as  his  honourable  J'rifnd  and  a  good  LibenL 
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He  Trent  on  to  say,  amid  considerable  interruption, 
that  for  his  part  he  would  be  ashamed  to  number 
among  his  friends  such  a  man.     The  chairman  asked 
Mr.  Boffin  to  postpone  his  remarks,  and  to  allow  Mr. 
Pease  to  continue.     (Cheers  and  '  Sit  down.  Boffin.') 
Amid  general  disorder  Mr.   Boffin  quitted  the  plat- 
form." 
And  all  the  time  it  "rained  pictures"  of  Mr.  Boffin,  "as 
a  disagreeable  child  of  seven,  as  a  bland  and  curly  divine 
of  thirty-seven,  as  a  soured,  prematurely  aged  and  angry 
man  with  but  one  idea,  and  that  to  see  poor  me."     And  at 
last  a  tiny  quarto  made  its  appearance  in  an  edition  of 
twenty-five  copies,  entitled  Tlw  Stranye  Eistory  of  Tobias 
Boffin,   B.A.  {Lond.),  copiously  illustrated.      One   of  the 
extra  iUustrations  we  give  on  page  17.     "The  Eev.  Tobias 
Boffin  pays  a  call "   is  the  legend  beneath  it,  with  this 
stanza  from  a  ballad  on  the  subject : 

I've  heard  of  your  scoffin'  and  sneerin  at  Boffin, 

And  swearin'  its  only  a  blind. 
But  some  day  he'll  call  at  your  ancestral  hall 
And  give  you  a  piece  of  his  mind. 
The    footman    is    roaring    out    "The    Eeverend  Tobias 
Boffin!!!"      The   author   of     Obiter   Dicta   is  in   agony. 
(Smith  &  Elder.     226  pp.     10s.  6d.) 


Mr.  Andrew  Laxo's  Christmas  Book  for  1898  has 
already  made  its  appearance,  synchronising  with  the 
dawn  of  a  balmy  October.     It  is  a  selection  from 

The  Arabian  Nights'j  Entertainments. 
No  one,  says  Mr.  Lang  in  his  preface,  knows  how  old 
these  stories  are,  or  who  told  them  first.  "The  children 
of  Ham,  Shem,  and  Japhet  may  have  listened  to  them  in 
the  Ark  on  wet  days,"  and  "Hector's  little  boy  may  have 
heard  them  in  Troy  Town."  Mr.  Lang  himself  read  them 
when  he  was  six.  In  the  volume  before  us  there  are 
many  illustrations,  and  some  of  the  stories  have  been 
shortened  by  omissions  of  pieces  "  only  suitable  for  Arabs 
and  old  gentlemen."     (Longmans.     424  pp.     6s.) 


By  consent,  Mr.  Gleeson  "White  has  revised  Mr.  Ernest 
Rhys'  study  of 

Frederic  Lord  Leighton, 
adding  facts  which  have  been  published  since  Lord 
Leighton's  death,  and  the  Winter  Exhibition  of  his 
collected  works  at  the  lloyal  Academy.  The  new  volume 
makes  a  handsome  Christmas  book.  The  many  repro- 
ductions of  pictm-es  are  sumptuous.  (George  Bell  &  Sons. 
102  pp.) 


There  seems  to  be  a  notion  that  children  want  their 
pictures  of  animals,  birds,  and  men  done  in  the  latest  and 
most  knowing  style  of  art.    In  such  a  book,  for  instance,  as 

An  Alphabet  for  Animals, 

by  Mr.  Carton  Moore  Park,  we  are  oppressed  by  the 
artist's  prominence.  These  huge  glazed  pages  are  not  for 
children's  hands ;  these  clever  wash  drawings,  done  after 


the  convention  of  Mr.  Nicholson,  are  not  for  j'oung  eyes. 
Children  want  straightforward  drawing  and  pleasant 
colour,  with  just  a  dash  of  fun.  Will  any  child  bear  to  be 
told  that  the  mother  kangaroo  carries  a  family  in  a  big 
pouch  and  allows  her  little  ones  to  put  their  heads  out,  and 
then  be  put  off  with  the  picture  of  a  male  or  unmarried 
kangaroo  with  no  pouch  and  no  little  ones  looking  out  of 
it  at  all  ?  Certainly  not.  But  perhaps  Mr.  Park  does  not 
intend  his  kangaroo  for  children.  If  eo,  wo  beg  his 
pardon  and  pronounce  his  drawings  of  animals  to  be 
clover,  but  gloomy.     (Blackie.     No  pagination.     5s.) 


Colonial  needs  and  colonial  enterprise  are  continually 
finding  expression  in  books  which,  it  may  be  hoped,  are 
read  by  those  whom  they  closely  concern,  since  they  can 
find  fow  readers  among  the  general  public.  We  can 
recommend  anyone  who  wishes  to  know  something  of  the 
history,  geography,  and  ethnology  of  the  Gold  Coast  to 
read 

The  Gold  Coast  Past  and  Present, 

by  Mr.  George  Macdonald.  The  author  has  had  much 
experience  as  a  Civil  servant  in  the  colony,  and  it  is 
evident  that  he  knows  his  subject.  West  Africa  is  a  sorry 
sample  of  European  influence  on  the  Dark  Continent. 
However,  the  Gold  Coast  motto,  "Softly,  softly,  catch 
monkey,"  is  approved  by  the  author,  who  says  that  in 
West  Africa  haste  is  injurious.  There  are  some  amusing 
descriptions  in  the  book ;  as,  for  instance,  of  the  King  of 
Akropong's  town  band,  consisting  of  "big  drum,  side 
drums,  fifes,  and  a  bugle,  upon  which  English  tunes  are 
done  to  death.  .  .  .  The  members  of  the  band  are 
insensible  alike  to  praise  or  ridicule,  and  whatever  one 
says  is  taken  as  a  compliment,  and  forms  the  signal  for 
louder  and  more  continuous  playing."  (Longmans. 
352  pp.     7s.  6d.) 

Elaborately    illustrated    or    decorated     books    being 

now   in    fashion,    it    was    impossible,    we   suppose,    that 

Keats's 

Isabella 

should  long  escape  this  treatment.  Hence  we  accept 
with  resignation  the  ornate  volume  which  Mr.  W.  B. 
Maudougall  has  prepared.  We  cannot,  however,  admire 
it.  As  a  designer  of  borders  this  artist  has  merits, 
although,  for  our  taste,  his  method  is  too  restless  and  his 
patterns  are  too  suggestive  of  new  chintzes.  But  as  a 
delineator  of  the  human  form  divine  he  has  only  rudi- 
mentary ideas.  The  youths  and  maidens  who  stalk 
through  these  pages  are  atrocious — nothing  less.  Mr. 
Macdougall  should  attend  a  life-class  before  he  tamjiers 
with  Keats  again.  (Kegan  Paul.  No  pagination. 
10s.  6d.) 

One  of  the  favourite  books  of  Her  Majesty  the  Queen, 
so  it  is  said,  is  the  volume  of  ([uiet  and  kindly  essays  on 
conduct,  by   the   late   Mr.   Hain   Friswell,     entitled    The 
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Gentk  Life.  This  circumstance,  coupled  witli  filial  devo- 
tion, has  led  to  the  publication  of  a  life  of  the  author 
under  the  title 

James  Hai.v  Fkiswell, 

the  writer  being  Mrs.  Ambrose  Myall,  hia  daughter.  Mr. 
Friswell  was  a  bookman  and  the  friend  of  bookmen,  a 
bus}'  journiUist,  and,  according  to  Mr.  Percy  Fitzgerald, 
who  knew  him  well,  "  a  fine  ideal  of  what  was  honourable 
and  loyal."  But  his  life  was  uneventfid  and  the  story  of 
it  does  not  exactly  make  literature.  It  is  mainly  small 
beer :  letters  from  Mr.  Friswell  to  fellow  craftsmen  and 
their  replies ;  notes  from  an  occasional  big  gun,  such  as 
Kingsloy ;  reviews  of  Mr.  Friswell's  books  ;  copies  <  f  Mr. 
Friswell's  letters  to  the  daily  papers  ;  descriptions  of  him 
in  his  home  life ;  and  Mrs.  Mj-all's  own  recollections.  It  is 
all  very  kindly  and  amiable,  and  not  in  the  least 
important.     (Eedway.     316  pp.     ISs.  net.) 


"  Social  science  affirms  that  woman's  place  in  society 
marks  the  level  of  civilisation."  This  sentence  appears 
on  the  title  -  page  of  a  volume  of  reminiscences,  by 
Elizabeth  Cady  Stanton,  entitled 

Eighty  Years  and  More  (1815-1897). 

It  is  a  book  which  will  interest  all  who  desire  to  see  the 
position  of  women  improved,  and  the  establishment  of 
woman  suffrage.  More  than  this  we  caimot  say  for  it; 
but  here  is  a  good  story.  The  author  was  addressing 
a  large  Convention  on  her  favourite  subject : 

All  the  gentlemen  were  serious  and  re8i)ectful, 
with  one  exception.  A  man  with  an  unusually  small 
head,  diminutive  form,  and  crooked  legs,  tried,  at  my 
expense,  to  be  witty  and  facetious.  During  a  brief 
pause  in  the  conversation  he  brought  his  chair 
directly  before  me  and  said,  in  a  mocking  tone  : 
"  Don't  you  think  that  the  best  thing  a  woman  can 
do  is  to  perform  well  lier  part  in  the  r6le  of  wife  and 
mother  ?  My  wife  has  presented  me  with  eight 
beautiful  children  ;  is  not  this  a  better  life-work 
than  that  of  exercising  the  right  of  suffrage  ?  "  .  .  . 
I  promptly  replied  to  this  question,  as  I  slowly 
viewed  liim  from  head  to  foot :  "I  have  met  few 
men  in  my  life  worth  repeating  eight  times."  The 
members  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  and  one  of 
them,  clapping  him  on  tlie  shoulder,  said :  "  There, 
sonnj',  you  have  read  and  spelled  ;  you  better  go." 

(T.  Fisher  Unwin.     474  pp.     78.  6d.) 


Why  are  so  few  books  of  travel  classics  ?  As  a  rule, 
books  of  travel  are  topographical,  geographical,  ethno- 
logical, and  scientific  ;  whereas,  if  they  aspire  to  be 
literary  classics,  they  should  be  commentaries  on  stay-at- 
home  life  witli  the  advantage  of  new  comparisons,  illus- 
trations, and  points  of  view.  The  book  of  travel  which  is 
all  travel  can  never  be  a  classic.  But  the  book  of  travel 
which,  like 

EoTHEN, 

makes  of  travel  a   criticism   of    life,   and  tells    us,  not 
how  a  country  looks  to  average  eyes,  but  how  the  sense 


and  sensibility  of  one  man  wcro  afTcft«(l  by  It,  will 
be  road  when  ita  mere  infunnation  in  ob«d«t*.  PerluiM 
tlie  charm  of  Kinglake'i  Eoih»n  ia  nun*  %  tnditioa 
than  a  living  experience  with  the  geiMral  raad«r 
to-day.  That  is  a  pity.  The  book  ii  nwlly  ehanniag, 
is  really  a  classic.  It  appeared  in  1844,  and  it  diwcri>««a 
Kinglake'a  travels  in  the  Eaat  in  18.34.  To-day  we 
welcome  an  aoourato  reprint  of  the  fint  edition,  edited 
by  the  Bev.  William  Tuekwell.  In  a  plMu«Bt  and 
informing  Introduction  to  the  book  Mr.  Tuckwdl  tdla  ua 
that  he  is  old  enough  to  remember  the  welooinn  wbidi 
Eothen  received  on  ita  first  appearance.  "  It  arrortwl  old 
and  young,  men  of  the  club  and  librar>-,  undergraduate*, 
schoolboys,  even  domestic  sen'anta ;  the  messenger  at 
New  College,  an  eccentric  college  scout — old  Wykehamists 
will  remember  Richard  Swallow — knew  the  book  by  heart* 
and  used  to  linger  talking  of  it  in  our  rooms."  What 
was,  and  what  is,  tlie  secret  of  Eothtn't  ohorm  ?  It  ia 
only  this :  that  in  it  Kinglake  is  the  gentleman  at  large, 
the  amuse<l  and  amusing  thinker  and  observer,  not  your 
friend  quite,  but  your  partner  in  a  pleasant  rineontre  i 
telling  you  frankly  how  the  East  affected  him,  anticipating 
your  surprise,  owning  his  absurdities ;  recalling  England 
and  London  in  the  desert,  ntd  digressing  into  literature 
and  private  moods ;  but  always  8])eaking  fntm  himself. 
Eothen  lives  not  as  a  good  book  of  travel,  but  as  a  good 
book.     (George  Bell  &  Sons.     267  pp.     4s.  net.) 


In  these  days,  when  long  and  wearisome  biographies 
are  much  too  common,  one  can  welcome  a  book  of  "Lives," 
and  can  even  wish  that  this  class  of  work — miniature  bio- 
graphy —were  more  often  attempted.  We  have  found  in  the 

LrVES    OF    THE    ElIZABETIIAS     BiRHOrS    OF    THE    AXOUCAX 

Church, 
by  the  Bev.  F.  0.  White,  a  fund  of  unexpected  interest  and 
entertainment.  While  Mr.  White  does  complete  justice  to 
the  piety  and  ability  of  bishops  like  Grindal  and  Jewel,  he 
writes  with  frankness  about  bishops  whose  lives  were  of  a 
different  order.  So  much  is  this  the  case  that  the  book 
will  doubtless  be  referred  to  by  Liberationists  and  other 
enemies  of  the  Establishment,  who  will  revel  in  the 
accounts  of  the  learned,  ultra-Protestant  Richard  Cox  of 
Ely,  who  scandalised  the  world  and  deeply  incensed 
Elizabeth  by  marrying  in  his  seventieth  year ;  of  Freake 
of  Norwich,  who  took  a  wife  much  earlier  in  life, 
and  had  reason  to  reg^t  it  ever  after,  for  she  ruled 
his  house  and  diocese ;  of  Young,  who,  as  Bishop  of 
St.  David's,  robbed  his  own  cathedral,  and,  as  Arch- 
bishop of  York,  stole  the  lead  from  his  own  palace 
roof;  of  Overton,  who  mounted  the  Bishop's  throne  at 
Lichfield  by  the  tactics  of  a  ground  worm,  and  who,  after 
making  seventy  ministers  out  of  tailors,  shoemakers,  4c. — 
for  money — blushed  to  find  it  infamy.  Throughout  the 
book  Elizabeth  figures,  now  as  a  patron,  now  wielding  the 
punitive  slipper.  A  book  which  everj-  good  Christian 
will  enjoy.     (Skeffington  &  Son.     419  pp.     10s.  6d.) 
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The  reprinting  of  standard  ■works  from  a  desire  to  give 
them  a  "  worthy  form  "  is  often  a  iierilous  undertaking. 
When  form  is  the  motive,  the  result  is  apt  to  be  less 
pleasing  than  in  cases  where  it  is  regarded  as  a  matter  for 
careful  routine  work.     A  reprint  of 

Eeligio  Meuici 

which  lies  before  us  is  a  case  in  point.  It  approaches 
quarto  size,  and  type  and  paper  leave  nothing  to  be  desired. 
But  does  anyone  want  Sir  Thomas  Browne's  curious  work 
in  so  large  a  form  ?  We  might  read  it  in  folio  vvhen  the 
spirit  of  Lamb  is  on  lis,  in  duodecimo  when  our  own 
yearns  for  the  sage  of  Norwich,  but  this  volume  hits  us 
between  moods,  and  we  vote  the  cream  canvas  cover, 
already  finger-marked,  a  mistake.  We  are  not  like  Sir 
Thomas  in  that  we  have  "  no  antipathy,  or  rather 
idiosyncrasy,  in  diet,  humour,  air,  anything."  And  so 
with  a  word  for  its  type,  which  is  noble,  and  its  portrait, 
which  is  interesting,  we  take  leave  of  Sir  Thomas  in  this 
dress.     (George  Bell  &  Sons.     187  pp.) 


The  publishers'  Christmas  begins  when  the  Michaelmas 
goose  waddles  to  market,  and  ends  a  fortnight  before  the 
Christmas  goose  is  slain.     So 

Yule   Loos, 

as  a  title,  startles  us  only  until  this  fact  is  remembered. 
The  book  forms  Messrs.  Longmans'  "  Christmas  Annual 
for  1898,"  and  it  is  a  budget  of  bright  short  stories  edited 
by  Mr.  G.  A.  Henty.  Cuba  and  a  submarine  boat  are 
the  ingredients  of  the  first  story,  and  there  is  nothing 
but  good,  sound  stufE  in  the  volume.  Mr.  Henty  himself 
contributes  a  tale  of  a  Mexican  ranche.  There  are  eleven 
stories  in  all,  and  the  pictures  are  "ripping."  (Longmans. 
430  pp.     6s.) 


Gou  is  gradually  and  swiftly  accumulating  a  literature 
of  its  own  which  promises  before  long  to  become  more 
bulky  than  that  of  cricket.     Before  us  lies 

The  World  of  Golf, 

a  new  volume  in  the  Isthmian  Library,  which  gives  an 
idea  of  the  popularity  of  the  game  at  this  moment  both 
here  and  abroad.  It  is  not,  says  the  author,  Mr.  Garden 
Smith,  himself  a  fine  golfer,  and  editor  of  a  golfing 
paper,  a  book  of  instruction,  because  "  a  man  can  no  more 
be  taught  to  play  golf  by  a  book  than  he  can  be  made 
virtuous  by  Act  of  Parliament."  Qii  the  contrary,  it  is  a 
work  of  information  concerning  links  and  champions,  and 
"a  slight  contribution  to  the  cause  of  golf."  Our  own 
opinion  is  that  the  cause  of  golf  is  already  sufficiently 
served,  but  that  does  not  prevent  us  finding  interest  in 
these  pages.  The  author  knows  his  subject :  he  even 
calls  Mr.  John  Ball  "  Johnnie."  (A.  D.  Innes.  330  pp.  5s.) 


But  that  should  not  be  the  case,  and  we  are  therefore 
glad  of  the  opportunity  given  us  by  Colonel  H.  1). 
Hutchinson  in  his 

Campaign  in  Tikah 
to  read  the  gallant  story.  Colonel  Hutchinson,  who  is 
Director  of  Military  Education  in  India,  tells  the  tale  in  a 
soldier-like  way,  and  with  the  aid  of  charts  and  drawings 
the  expedition  is  made  clear.  Here  is  a  story  of  the 
Gordons  on  their  historic  charge  : 

As  the  Gordons  breasted  the  last  stiff  ascent.  Colonel 
Mathias,  no  longer  quite  in  his  first  youth,  was  some- 
what short  of  breath,  and  said  to  Colour- Sergeant 
Mackie,  alongside  of  whom  he  found  himself  at  this 
moment :  "  Stiff  climb,  eh,  Mackie  ?  Not  quite — so 
young — as  I  was — you  know."  "Never  mind,  sir!" 
answered  the  gallant  Sergeant,  giving  his  CO.  a 
hearty  slap  of  genuine  admiration  on  the  back,  which 
almost  knocked  his  remaining  wind  out  of  him — 
"Nevermind,  sir!  Ye'rS  gaun  verra  strong  for  an 
auld  man !  " 
(MacmUlan.     250  pp.     88.  6d.  net.) 


Havixg  despatched  the  cities  of  Belgium,  Florence,  and 
Paris,  Mr.  Grant  Allen,  as  a  further  proof  of  his  in- 
domitable industry,  now  adds 

Venice 

to  his  series  of  Historical  Guides.  It  can  be  said  of  this 
book  that  whetlier  one  takes  it  to  the  City  of  the 
Doges,  or  whether  one  reads  it  at  home,  it  is  profoundly 
interesting.  Mr.  Grant  AUen's  point  of  view,  his  desire  to 
relate  one  thing  to  another,  may  not  be  exactly  what  the 
tourist  in  a  hurry  wants  ;  but  every  intelligent  person  not 
in  a  hurry  (and  to  be  in  a  hurry  in  Tenice  is  a  scandal) 
should  be  grateful  for  the  scheme  here  followed.  We 
quote  the  description  of  one  of  the  pictures  in  Carpaccio's 
St.  Ursula  sequence  in  the  Academy : 

,  "  St.  Ursula's  Dream,"  a  very  lovely  picture.  The 
saint  lies  peacefully  sleeping  in  a  neat  little  bed 
under  a  simjile  canoj)y ;  to  the  extreme  R.,  an  angel 
enters.  Every  detail  here  is  delicious,  from  the  flower- 
pots and  flowers  in  the  window,  to  the  clogs  wluch  the 
tidy  little  saint  has  put  off  by  her  bedside,  and  the 
dainty  crown  wliich  she  has  carefuUy  laid  on  the 
parapet  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  A  virgin  martyr,  but 
an  ideal  housewife. 
(Grant  Eichards.     272  pp.     ;5s.  net.) 


The  recent  victories  of  Atbara  and  Omdurman  have 
8  >mewhat  thrust  the  memory  of  Dargai  from  our  minds. 


Acting    presumably    under    the    supposition   that   the 
playgoers  who  visit  the  versions  of  Dumas' 
Three  Musketeers 

now  being  performed  on  the  stage  will  want  to  read 
the  romance  too,  Messrs.  Eoutledge  have  prepared  a  new 
cheap  edition,  with  twelve  full-page  drawings  by  Loloir. 
Stage  and  literature  here  run  hand  in  hand,  for  on  the 
cover  of  the  book  Mr.  Sydney  Grundy's  drama  on  the 
subject  (due  in  November)  is  advertised.  (Eoutledge. 
492  ijp.     Is.) 
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A  Pillar  of  the  Fourth  Estate. 

Memoim  of  th  Life  and  Correxpondi'nce  of  ITenry  Ittevf, 
C.Ii.,  D.C.L.  By  J.  K. Laughton,  M.A.  (2  vols.  288. 
Tjongmans.) 
Hbnry  Reeve,  lender-writer  of  the  Timt»  and  Editor  of 
the  Edinburiih  Review,  l)oing  one  of  the  men  who  work 
behind  the  veil,  is  but  a  name  to  many  people,  and  not 
even  that  to  most.  As  far  as  tho  general  reader  is  con- 
cenied,  Eoeve  was  the  editor  of  OrevHh's  Memoiri,  and 
nothing  else.    He  emerged  from  obscurity  to  accomplish 


Henry  Keeve. 

that  feat,  and  returned  to  obscurity  again.  Of  what 
was  going  forward  in  that  obscurity  the  general  reader 
is  not  aware.  This  portly  book  enlightens  him:  it 
shows  that  Henry  Eeeve  was  helping,  stolidly,  untiringly, 
copiously,  to  mould  British  opinion,  and  meanwhile 
was  passing  sedulously  among  men  of  note,  observing, 
recording,  and  accumulating  an  extraordinarj'  amount  of 
mixed  information. 

To  the  circumstanre  that  Reeve  kept  a  diary  and  wrote 
letters  we  owe  the  more  interesting  parts  of  this  volume. 
The  diary  was  but  a  slender  one,  and  for  the  most  intimate 
and  irresponsible  of  his  utterances  we  must  go  to  liis 
letters,  and  especially  those  addressed  to  his  mother.    To  the 


orrlinary  render  thooe  are  the  gsjreat  muling,  rinc*  tkajr 
are  r^uite  unconstrained  and  come  hot  from  a  young  man 
of  extraordinary  powora  of  obMrvation,  fncilo  in  axprMdon, 
intensely  interested  in  t)ie  novel  study  of  man  and 
ttiingR,  and  wlien  "  off  duty,"  u  one  might  say,  eapaMa 
of  wit  and  epigram.  Reeve,  it  might  be  remarked  hero, 
is  another  example  of  the  siip'»riority  of  profoasionnl 
writers'  "  undress  "  manner. 

By  an  nrrangemont  rarer  in  those  days  than  now,  it 
was  upon  the  ("Continent  that  Reeve  rrwfo*!  in  his  education. 
His  mother — a  widow,  and  he  her  only  son— aacriflced 
half  her  income  to  this  object.  He  studied  at  Geneva. 
Presently  he  is  found  at  Paris  in  tl»e  <lays  of  I>ouis 
Philippe;  where  he  attended  Cousin's  lectures,  and 
commented  thus  :  "  How  anything  so  cynical  in  ordinary 
life  can  co-exist  with  a  soul  and  a  faith  so  platonical 
and  BO  refine<l  is  .  .  to  me  a  subject  of  great  wonder. 
It  lie  speaks  like  the  sage  of  Academus  in  the  walla  of 
the  Sorbonne,  lie  growls  like  Diogenes  when  entubbed  in 
liis  easy-chair."  About  the  same  time  Reeve  passed  from 
France  to  Germanj',  and  there  practised  his  characterintic 
acquisitiveness.  Munich,  he  says,  is  governed  by  iioetry 
and  painting ;  but  other  Germans  have  their  ideas 
"bedridden  in  their  brains."  It  was  at  Munich  that 
Reeve  made  the  acquaintance  of  E.  H.  Handley  (fated  to 
be,  by  his  communicntive  anlour,  "  in  some  sense  my 
Messias,"  as  he  wrote  to  Mrs.  Reeve),  with  whom  he 
remained  in  close  correspondence. 

In  1835  Reeve  paid  another  visit  to  Paris,  with  the  view 
of  gaining  an  insight  into  the  practical  working  of  French 
criminal  law.  Tho  great  event  was  a  visit  to  "  I>a  Fabrique 
de  I'Absolut,"  where,  for  his  benefit,  Balzac 

talked  chiefly   of   himself  with  the  most  boisterous 

and  fantastical  self- acclamation,   and  drew  out   the 

lines    and    castrametation    of   his    gr<>at    work  .  .  . 

a  work  which  will  in  all  probability  remain  incomplete 

from  the  death  or  madness  of  iU  author— the  builder 

of  a  Babel  which    he  intends   to  be  a  mark   to  all 

nations  and  to  overshadow  the  earth. 

For  a  general  title  Reeve  suggests,  on  the  analogy  of  the 

Dirina  Commdia,    "La  Diabolique  Come«lie  du  Sieur  dc 

Balzac";  and  he  writes  to  Handley:   "Alas:  my  friend, 

I  can  scarce  find  courage  to  laugh  at  a  tlieory  which  is 

dragging  down  hundreds  of  young  souls  into  its  pit  with 

the  impure  claws  of  a  ghoul "  (  *^  22\     At  this  time  he 

undertook    his    first    serious    work,    the    translation    of 

Tocqueville's  Dtmoerocy  in  Amerira,  to  which  in  1872  he 

ascribed  any  truth  or  merit  there  might  be  in  tho  opinions 

he  had  formed  on  the  state  of  France  and  the  historj-  of 

her  revolutions. 

At  home  he  became  a  constant  visitor  at  lanadowna 
House,  where  he  met  "a  party  which  had  a  thooaaad 
merits  to  compensate  the  solitarj-  vice  of  Whiggism."  He 
saw  a  good  deal  of  the  Macaulays,  and  found  the  giris 
(this  is  a  good  remark— with  a  witty  distinction  at  the  end 
of  it)  "  terribly  like  H.il.ington,  and  very  amusing  from  a 
mixture  of  saintship  and  politics  ignorance  of  the  world 
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and  knowledge  of  Parliament."  Four  or  five  years 
afterwards,  when  he  was  seven  and  twenty  (seven  and 
forty  for  maturity),  he  was  dining  at  "  Tom  "  Longman's : 

We  got  Sydney  [Smith]  on  the  overpowering 
subject  of  Macaiday.  Macaulay  is  laying  waste 
society  with  his  water-spouts  of  talk ;  people  in  his 
company  burst  for  want  of  an  opportunity  of  dropping 
a  word ;  he  confoimds  soliloquy  and  colloquy. 
Nothing  could  equal  my  diversion  at  seeing  T.  B.  M. 
go  to  Council  the  other  day  in  a  fine  laced  coat,  neat 
green-bodied  glass  chariot,  and  a  feather  in  his  hat. 
Sydney  S.  had  said  to  Lord  Melbourne  that  Macaulay 
was  a  book  in  breeches.  ...  I  said  the  worst 
feature  in  Macaulay's  character  was  his  appalling 
memory.  .  .  .  "Aye,  indeed,"  said  S.  8.;  "why, 
he  coidd  repeat  the  whole  Hidory  of  the  Virtuous 
Blue-  Coat  Boy,  in  three  volumes,  post  Svo,  without  a 
slip.  He  should  take  two  tablespoonfuls  of  the 
waters  of  Lethe  every  morning  to  correct  his  retentive 
powers." 

Years  afterwards  Eeeve  summed  up  his  judgment  of 
the  great  essayist,  weighing  him  in  the  balance  with 
Newton  and  Bacon,  as  a  mind  "  essentially  of  the 
tertiary  formation";  theirs  "  protogenic." 

At  the  age  of  twenty-five  years  Eeeve  was  appointed 
Clerk  to  the  Council,  a  position  of  some  consideration  and 
accompanied  by  a  sufficient  salary.  This  brought  him  for 
the  first  time  into  frequent  contact  with  Brougham  (who 
strongly  opposed  his  appointment),  and  he  gives  an 
amusing  commentary  on  the  great  Brougham  hoax. 
He  had  even  reached  the  point  of  noting  down  that  the 
shocking  accident  by  which  the  Chancellor  had  lost  his 
life  was  the  sequel  of  a  thirteen  dinner,  and  that 
"England  will  be  long  before  she  nurses  such  a  son 
again— a  son,  indeed  most  prodigal  of  all  his  gifts,  yet 
supplying  from  his  own  resources  an  unexhausted  store," 
before  the  revelation  came. 

Shiel  [he  writes]  rushed  from  the  Athenfoum  on 
Monday  evening  to  pen  a  magniloquent  obituary, 
which  appeared  in  the  next  day's  Chronicle.  .  .  . 
Windsor  Castle  shook  with  glee,  and  Lord  Holland 
began  to  think  that  he  slioidd  venture  to  speak  again 
in  the  Lords.  For  the  first  time  for  five  years  all 
the  world  talked  for  a  whole  day  about  Brougham's 
virtues.  .  .  .  For  my  part,  I  contemplated  the 
inquest  sitting  on  the  body,  and  I  had  selected  the 
12th  and  13th  verses  of  St.  Jude's  Epistle  for  the 
funeral  sermon.  D'Orsay  drew  a  capital  sketch  of 
Brougham,  in  his  plaid  trousers,  from  memory,  which 
we  thought  invaluable ;  and  iaobody  could  look  at  his 
wild,  uncouth  handwriting  without  tears  in  his  eyes. 
In  short,  so  bad  a  joke  was  never  played  on  so  large 
a  scale  before.  .  .  .  H.  B.  [Doyle]  will  immortalise  it 
by  a  sketch  ;  and  as  we  all  cried  on  this  occasion,  the 
next  time  he  dies  we  shall  have  the  laugh  all  on  our 
way. 

The  office  of  Clerk  to  the  Council  was  no  sinecure,  but 
Eeeve  did  not  long  confine  his  energies  to  the  execution  of 
its  functions.     He  was  already  a  frequent  contributor  to 


the  Edinlurgh  ;  and  from  1840,  when  he  was  introduced  by 
QreviUe  to  the  Times,  he  was  an  industrious  and  fruitful 
leader-writer.  He  was  in  frequent  and  familiar  eorre- 
spopdence  with  Guizot,  with  Tocqueville,  and  with  other 
statesmen  and  men  of  letters  of  the  Continent.  He  was  in 
constant  communication  with  Lord  Clarendon ;  and  his 
own  chief,  Greville,  was  always  at  his  elbow.  Thus  he 
was  probably  the  best  informed  journalist  in  Europe ;  and 
while  his  name  was  little  known  to  the  populace,  he  was 
conscious  of  being  in  the  forefront  among  the  leaders  of 
European  opinion.  And  he  was  only  thirty.  Delane,  the 
editor,  gave  him  a  free  hand ;  and  during  the  years 
1840-55  (as  he  afterwards  calculated)  2,482  articles, 
equivalent  to  fifteen  octavo  volumes  of  500  pages  each, 
were  the  fruit  of  his  singular  industry.  It  is  his  own 
boast  that  at  the  time  he  left  it,  in  consequence  of  a 
difficulty  with  Dasent,  whom  Delane  had  left  in  charge — 
the  Times  had  become  a  power  in  Europe  "  more  dreaded 
by  kings,  and  more  read  by  statesmen  than  the  most 
elaborate  despatches."  Its  circulation  was  quadrupled. 
It  is  only  fair  to  call  to  mind  that  it  opposed  the  con- 
struction of  the  Suez  Canal,  as  injurious  to  the  interests 
of  British  commerce. 

Of  his  domestic  life  we  have  in  these  volumes  nothing 
but  an  outline.  He  was  twice  married,  and  lost  his  first 
wife  in  child-bed.  The  daughter  then  born  to  him  is 
mentioned  here  and  there  by  name.  The  principal  event 
of  her  life  is  treated  with  such  laconic  brevity  as  he  uses 
for  similar  events  in  his  own  career.  Thus  :  "  August  18th. 
— Letter  from  Hopie  announcing  her  intended  marriage. 
September  6th. — Hopie  married  at  Kirklands  to  Thomas 
Ogilvie,  of  Chesters."  Such  cold  brevity  is  characteristic  of 
Eeeve ;  much  what  you  might  expect  from  a  man  who,  at 
the  age  of  twenty-seven,  cured  himself  of  "  a  strongish 
liking  for  a  person,  which  had  resisted  several  other 
excellent  remedies,"  by  remarking  that  she  was 
unpunctual ;  "from  thence  I  inferred  a  want  of  energy  in 
things  more  important  than  time,  and  I  traced  this  weak 
fibre  through  the  whole  character." 

Here  is  an  impression  of  Landor  :  "  There  is  something 
of  perpetual  youth  in  his  age  ;  and  he  has  that  clear  spirit 
of  thought  in  him  which  shines  like  the  eye  of  some  large 
bird  in  the  twilight." 

A  silhouette  of  Tennyson  :  "  Marriage  of  EUinor  Locker 
to  Lionel  Tennyson  in  Westminster  Abbey.  AU  the 
literary  world  there.  Imjjosing  aspect  of  Alfred  Tennyson, 
who  looked  round  the  Abbey  as  if  ho  felt  the  Immortals 
were  his  compeers." 

A  glimpse  of  Carlyle's  coat-tails :  "  Carlyle  was  so 
offensive  I  never  made  it  up  with  him." 

And  to  Lord  Derby  it  is  written  in  1890  :  "Do  you  ever 
see  the  New  Review  ?  I  picked  it  \ip  yesterday  and  read 
a  very  pretty  Socialist  programme  by  Morris  and  a  Mr. 
Bernard  Shaw,  whom  I  never  heard  of  before,  but  who 
is  apparently  rather  clever  and  rather  cracked." 

As  has  been  said,  Eeeve  retired  in  1855  from  the  Times; 
thenceforth  devoting  himself  to  the  Edinburgh,  which  till 
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the  (lay  of  his  doath  ho  edited  with  extraordinary  diligence 
and  skill.  Ho  counted  it  "  a  sort  i>f  poerage  "—tor  restful- 
ness  and  deliberation,  that  is. 

The  story  of  frreville's  placing  the  volumes  of  his 
journals  into  lloevo's  hands  is  told ;  and  we  learn  some 
details  of  the  Sovereign's  exprossod  dislike  for  incidental 
slurs  upon  the  reputation  of  hor  P'amily.  Whereupon 
writes  tho  editor  of  the  memoirs  to  Mr.  E.  Cheney :  "I 
should  like  to  say  to  tlieso  eminent  persons  that  I  value 
tlie  honour  of  being  tho  editor  of  Charles  Greville's 
Journals  infinitely  more  than  any  distinction  that  queens 
or  duchesses  (jould  bestow  upon  me." 

We  are  left  on  the  whole  with  the  clear  impression  of 
a  man  of  first-rato  intellectual  equipment  and  tireless 
energy;  of  managed  affections;  harbouring,  of  sot 
purpose,  none  but  probable  hopes ;  realising  them,  every 
one— except  to  be  (juit  of  the  "beautiful  manifest 
podagra"  upon  which  his  German  pliysician  enthu- 
siastically complimented  him :  he  was  gouty. 


Mr.  A,  E.  Housman's  Poems. 

A   Shropghire  Lad.    By  A.  E.  Housman.     New   edition. 
(Grant  Eichards.) 

This  is  virtually  the  second  edition  of  Mr.  A.  E.  Hous- 
man's Poems,  which,  first  given  to  the  public  two  years 
ago,  are  now  ro-issued  by  another  publisher,  Mr.   Grant 
Eichards.      This   new  edition  comes  timely,  wlion    atten- 
tion has  been  called  to  the  book  by  Mr.  William  Archer's 
article  in  tho  ForlmgUhj.     The  Fortnightly,  which  under 
its  former  editor  was  felicitous  in  the  "  discovery  "  of  new 
writers,  has  certainly  sustained  its  tradition  by  the  pro- 
clamation of  Mr.  A.  E.  Housmau   (to  be   distinguished 
from  Mr.  Laurence  Housman,  also  a  true  poet,  though  of 
a  more  recluse  and  unpopular  kind).     Because  wo  have 
very    earnest    praise  to    give   Mr.    Housman,    we    shall 
begin  by  certain  protests,   not  against  him,  but  against 
his  critics,   or  rather  some   excesses  of  his  critics.       He 
comes  upon   reviewers   with   a   surprise  of  novelty;  and 
under  such  circumstances  the  reviewer  is  all  too  apt  in 
extremes  of  reaction,  as  though  tho  new  thing  were  not 
(mly  a  right  tiling,  but  the  right  thing.      Directness  is 
not  the  note  of  most  modem  poetry.     It  is  emphatically 
a  note  of  Mr.   Housman;    and  accordingly  critics  write 
as    though    directness    d    la    Homman    were    your    only 
wear    in    song,    and    his    predecessors    like    sheep    had 
gone    astray.      We   can   see  in    Mr.    Housman's   direct- 
ness an  excellent  thing  for  Mr.  Housman's  aims,  without 
repudiating    all    other    modes    of    excoUence.     We    can 
applaud  in  him  a  new,  true,  and  individual  note,   without 
bidding  all  his  fellow-singers  give  place  to  him,  like   a 
critic  cited  in  the  advertisement  pages  at  the  end  of  the 
book.     There  has  been  too  much  of  this  during  late  years. 
First  Mr.  Eobert  Bridges  was  our  one  authentic  voice; 


tlien  Mr.  William  Watwin  wm  \\\e  j*titt* 
English  poets  ;  then  Mr.  John  DavitUon  wm  the  mU  traa 
minstrel  of  modernity ;  and  hut  the  other  A%y  Mr.  8la|i)MD 
I'hiUips    was    discovered   to  Iw  the   re«l   Anbiaa    bird. 
Meanwhile,  we  do  not  cry  down  JomThiin,  )»ecauM  we  cry 
up  Sara*ate ;  wo  admit  a  pantlieon  in  muaic— why  not  in 
poetry?    liOt  uh  be  only  too  thankful  if  we  hnve  na^y 
poets  with  diverse  gifts.     We,  at  any  rate,  shall  not  joia 
in  the  parrot-cry  that  the  last- found  poet  is  in  the  major 
key,  and  all  tho  rest  in  tlie  minor.    One  reriewer  is  ao 
grateful  for  Mr.  Housman's  directness  that   he  triee  to 
make  him  out  what  emphatically  he  is  not — the  simpla, 
wholesome,  manly,   rural  singer,  who  loves  football  and 
cricket,  and  can  drink  beer  and  break  a  rival's  head  as 
well   as   make   rustic   love.     One   would   suppose  a  naw 
Norman  Gale  (where  is  he,  that  mere  direotnesa  should  be 
thought  such  a  new  note?).     Strangely  surprised  would 
the  reader  be  who  adventured  upon  A  Shropthirt  I^d  with 
such  a  preconception.   He  sings  of  cricket,  it  is  true,  but  in 
this  fashion : 

Now  in  Maytime  to  the  wicket 
Oft  I  march  with  bat  and  pa<l ; 

See  the  Son  of  Grief  at  cricket 
Trying  to  be  glad. 

Try  I  will ;  no  hanu  in  trying ; 

Woniler  'tis  how  little  mirth 
Keeps  the  Iwnes  of  men  from  Ij-ing 

On  the  bo<l  of  earth. 

God-a'-mercy !  Does  Mr.  Stoddart,  that  "Son  of 
Grief,"  lead  his  men  into  the  field,  "trying  to  be  gla«l?" 
And  what  price  on  his  captainship,  if  he  did  ?  We  are 
tempted  to  address  Mr.  Housman,  after  Browning  : 

0  my  Housman,  A.  E.  Housman,  this  is  very,  rery 

sad! 

1  cannot  mistake  your  nieaning,  that  would  prove 

me  blind  or  mad. 
What!    thoy  think   so  at   the  wicket,   theae  young 

batsmen  lithe  and  firm. 
Think  on  what  a  httle  mirth  will  keep  them  from 

the  curling  worm  ? 
Nay,   but    rather    thinketh    Jackson    facing  Albert 

Trott,  I  know, 
Thinketh   upon  how  much  art  will  keep  him  from 

the  curling  slow ! 

Clearly,  nothing  can  be  more  mis)«pling  tlian  to  regard 
this  poet  as  a  specimen  of  the  healthy,  life  enjoying, 
country  bard. 

Mr.  Housman,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  is  a  peculiar  com- 
bination, and  the  originality  which  has  attracted  reviewers 
arises  from  that  pecuUarity.  On  the  one  hand  is  the  sweet 
breath  of  the  fields,  on  the  other  the  stem  and  sombre 
endurance  of  the  dweller  in  cities.  It  is  the  note  of  the 
caged  thrush,  the  scent  of  the  unforgotlen  c>pee  and 
hedgerows  still  haunting  with  wildnese  its  enslaTed  roioe. 
No  more  iron  philosophy  liaa  been  sung  in  this  day  thaa 
that  which  some  reviewers  acdaim  as  ruatic  and  homely. 
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Just  80  men  listen  delighted  to  the  rustic  note  of  the 
caged  bird,  missing  its  inward  tragedy.  Or  rather,  the 
combination  is  piquant  to  them  in  poet  as  in  bird,  and 
they  do  not  stop  to  analyse  tho  source  of  a  delight.  Mr. 
Housman  is  (in  no  disparaging  sense)  a  monotonous 
singer,  "  a  poet  of  one  note  in  all  his  lays."  In  all  his 
poems  is  present  the  contrast  between  his  happy  countrs- 
youth  and  the  g^rim  realities  of  his  adult  city  life.  This 
chord  is  struck  in  one  quiet,  pathetic,  almost  Words- 
worthian  lyric,  entirely  representative  of  this  aspect  in 
Mr.  Housman  : 

Into  my  heart  the  air  that  kills 

From  yon  far  countrj'  blows  : 
Wliat  are  those  blue  remembered  hills, 

What  spires,  what  farms  are  those  ? 

That  is  the  land  of  lost  content, 

I  see  it  shining  plain, 
Tlie  happy  higliways  where  I  went 

And  cannot  come  again. 

That  is  one  aspect  of  Mr.  Housman.     The  other  is  the 
philosophy  with  which  he  encounters  his   "  lost  content." 
It  is  a  grim  and  pessimistic  philosophy.     Your  pessimist, 
according  to  temperament,  either  wliines  or   "grins  and 
bears  it."     On  the  latter  there  are  variations.     Mr.  Hous- 
man mourns  and  bears  it.     Man  is  thrown  together  from 
pre-existent  elements,  and  dislimns  like  a  summer  cloud, 
>igain  to  be  brought  together  in  fresh  combinations.     We 
are  swayed  by  ancestral  passions,  and  our  ancestors  live  in 
us  again.    As  what  has  been,  so  what  shall  be  ;  and  each 
must  take  his  portion  while  it  lasts — having  drunk  the 
little  sweet,  he  must  drink  also  the  much  sour.     And  for 
consolation — a  living  ass  is  better  than  a  dead  lion.     It  is 
a  familiar  position;    the   philosophy   of   Ecclesiastes   (as 
Ecclesiastes  is  usually  read)  plm  the  doctrine  of  heredity. 
It  is  made  impressive  by  the  downriglit  sincerity  of  the 
poet  and  his  power  of  e.xpression.     Expression — that  is 
what  it  all   comes  back   to.     This  union  of  remembered 
country  sights  and  scents  and  sounds   with   most   urban 
pessimistic  philosophy,  is  dignified  by  virility,  and  brought 
home  to  us  through  a  fulness  of  feeling  which  creates  art. 
On  the  whole,  it  more  creates  art  than  is  guided  by  it. 
Like  all  modem  poets  of  the  truly  direct  kind  (apart  from 
the  eloquent  Byronic  school,  which  is  not  really  direct), 
Mr.  Housman  is  unequal.     He  is  unequal  as  Wordsworth 
was    unequal,   and   from    the  same   cause.      Where   his 
feeling  is  not  strong  enough  to  inspire  him,  he  lapses  into 
mere  rhymed  prose.    Where  his  feeling  is  acute,  he  pierces 
to  the  quick.     And  he  seems  quite  ignorant  when  he  is 
inspired  or  uninspired. 

At  the  same  time,  as  will  have  been  gathered,  nothing 
could  be  less  Wordsworthian  than  this  poet's  general  style. 
It  seems  rather  founded  on  the  old  ballads.  In  some  of 
the  characteristic  pieces  quoted  by  Mr.  Archer  (who,  we 
need  hardly  say,  is  not  among  the  critics  to  whose  rashness 
we  took  e.xception)  the  effect  reminds  us  of  Heine.  The 
verses   proceed  at  a   respectable  but  not   striking  level, 


until  in  the  final  stanza  some  unexpected  turn  takes  us  by 
surprise,  and  casts  a  reflex  glory  on  all  which  has  gone 
before.  In  this  gift  or  art  Mr.  Housman  seems  to  us 
aloi^e  among  English  poets.  Such  is  a  poem  in  which  the 
dead  man  asks  a  string  of  questions  about  the  living, 
ending  with  the  query  whether  his  friend  has  found  a 
better  bed  than  his : 

Yes,  lad,  I  lie  easy, 

I  lie  as  I  would  choose  ; 
I  cheer  a  dead  man's  sweetheart. 

Never  ask  me  whose. 

It  is  cynical,  poignant,  arresting ;  quite  of  a  piece  with 
Mr.  Housman's  treatment  of  love,  in  which  love  appears 
always  as  a  tragic  misfortune. 

In  the  other  class  of  poems  the  pregnant  compression  is 
carried  right  through.  One  can  only  saj'  the  verse  is 
quick — there  are  no  means  of  describing  or  conveying  it, 
save  itself.     Take  this  as  a  brief  sample : 

From  far,  from  eve  and  morning. 

And  yon  twelve-winded  sky, 
The  stuff  of  life  to  knit  me 

Blew  hither ;  here  am  I. 

Now — for  a  breath  I  tarr}'. 

Nor  yet  disperse  apart — 
Take  my  hand  quick  and  tell  me. 

What  have  you  in  your  heart  ? 

Speak  now,  and  I  wiU  answer  ; 

How  shall  I  help  you,  say ; 
Ere  to  the  wind's  twelve  quarters 

I  take  my  endless  way  ? 

The  brevity  of  life,  the  j)iercing  compassion  for  one's 
fellow-Mayfly,  have  never  been  more  keenly  conveyed. 
They  could  only  be  so  put  by  a  very  sensitive  poet  with 
a  vital  unbelief  in  the  future  life.  And  the  poem  contains 
Mr.  Housman's  philosophy  and  attitude  towards  life  in  a 
nutshell.  This  one  insistent  note,  like  the  cry  of  a 
bittern,  sounds  lonelily  throughout  the  book.  Sometimes 
he  frankly  repeats  a  motif  in  several  poems.  Thus  two 
successive  poems  sing  the  folly  of  giving  "the  heart  out 
of  the  bosom."  The  second  is  superfluous,  for  the  first 
has  said  the  thing  once  for  all,  and  the  repetition  is 
distinctly  weaker.  More  often  the  iteration  is  disguised 
by  the  varying  form  of  utterance.  The  haunting  cry  of 
fate,  heredity,  and  passing  away  is  presented  over  and 
over  again  with  striking  skill  in  variation.  There  is  the 
wild  sadness  and  mystery  of  the  Celt  in  this  poem : 

On  Wenlock  Edge  the  wood's  in  trouble ; 

His  forest  fleece  the  Wrekin  heaves  ; 
The  gale,  it  plies  the  saplings  double. 

And  thick  on  Severn  snow  the  leaves. 

'T would  blow  like  this  through  holt  and  hanger^ 

When  IJricon  the  city  stood  : 
'Tis  the  old  wind  in  the  old  anger. 

But  then  it  thre.shed  another  wood. 
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Then,  'twas  before  ray  time,  the  Boman 

At  yonder  heaving  liill  would  sturo ; 
The  blood  that  warms  an  Englinh  yooman, 

The  thoughts  that  hurt  him,  they  wore  there. 

There,  like  tlio  wind  through  woods  in  riot, 
Through  hira  the  gale  of  life  blew  high. 

The  tree  of  lifo  was  never  (juiot : 
Then  'twas  tlie  Roman,  now  'tis  I. 

The  gale,  it  plies  the  saplings  double. 
It  blows  so  hard,  'twill  soon  bo  gone : 

To-day  tlio  lioman  and  his  trouble 
Are  ashes  under  Uricon. 

That  is  better  than  direct,  it  is  subtle,  it  is  suggestive  : 
not  idly  does  the  poet  claim  for  himself,  in  another  poem, 
a  strain  of  Cymric  bloo<l.  In  tliiit  other  poem  (the  fine 
and  striking  "  Welsh  Marclies  ")  the  Celtic  note  of  imme- 
morial regret  is  heard  in  such  a  stanza  as  this  : 

The  sound  of  tight  is  silent  long 
That  began  the  ancient  wrong  ; 
Long  tho  voice  of  tears  is  still 
Tliat  woj)t  of  old  the  endless  ill. 

That  has  magic  in  it. 

We  like  Mr.  Ilousman  least  in  the  few  poems  where  he 
attemjits  a  lilting  metre,  which  he  does  not  seem  to  us  to 
handle  skilfully.  Hut  allowing  this,  allowing  a  i)roportion 
of  poems  where  simplicity  becomes  insi2)idity,  tliis  is  yet 
the  annunciation  of  a  new  and  valuable  voice  in  present 
poetry.  Sometimes  grim,  strong,  close-knit,  commanding 
attention  by  its  virile  pessimism ;  sometimes  haunting 
and  melancholy;  sometimes  taking  us  by  a  piercing 
and  Heinesquo  surprise  at  the  poem's  close ;  monoto- 
nous, but  not  wearying;  grave,  sad,  sincere,  unsuper- 
iluous,  with  a  latter-day  simplicity,  less  simple  than 
it  seems  ;  it  is  individual  work,  to  which  the  reader  will 
return  with  deepening  interest  and  admiration.  For  it  is 
rarely  that  simplicity  is  combined  (as  it  is  here  combined) 
with  the  self-consciousness  of  the  modem  poet,  yet  a  sim- 
plicity without  affectation. 


The  "  Blograph  "  in  Literature. 

With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.     By  G.  W.  Steevens.     (Black- 
wood.   6s.) 

Mr.  Steevens  has  seen  everything  interesting,  and  to 
everything  interesting,  moreover,  has  brought  the  same 
degree  of  vision.  That  is  his  secret.  When  to  this  gift 
you  add  a  power  of  living  words,  a  deliberate  judgment, 
a  quaint  turn  of  humour,  a  preference  for  accuracy  abovfr 
Eide  Britanniaism,  and  an  invincible  trick  of  avoiding 
bullets  and  other  calamities,  you  see  that  in  Mr.  Steevens 
something  very  like  the  ideal  war  correspondent  is  to  be 
found. 

The  old  war  correspondence  is  changed,  giving  place 
to  the  new,  and  Mr.  Kipling  is  the  author  of  the  change. 


First  <:ame  Mr.  Kipling,  the  artiat— cTMtir*,  inugiaatir*. 
finding,  as  ho  paitvod  among  nion,  noM  too  poor  lu 
contribute  one  thread  to  hi*  fabrii,  lujiwalf  wMog  m 
fighting,  but  miraciilouuly  using  tlio  eryea  of  otliem  until 
in  the  completo<l  story  tlie  biittlo  in  oji  viyiJ  ••  if  iJm 
Biograph  oxhibite«l  it.  Everything  i«  preti-nt  aave  immm. 
Then  came  Mr.  Steevens,  tlio  joumiilint,  Hteadfa*tly  ■hutting 
out  his  creative  ability,  seeing  ovi-rytliing  for  himself,  and 
passing  on  his  impressions  red-hot  tu  his  tvadi^r*.  The 
Biograph  again.  The  main  differaiioe  between  Mr. 
Kipling's  Biogniph  and  Mr.  Sfr^voDH's  Is  the  old 
difference  of  coloured  und  plain.  Mr.  Kipling  is  U-ftrre 
all  things  a  maker  of  stories,  and  when  h«  gire«  us  a 
battle-piece  it  is  charged  with  liunmn  i>iiiotion.  it  plnya 
its  part  in  some  human  trag*^^-,  it  is  i'uloure<l.  Mr. 
Slocvens  eliminates  tho  fable:  that  which  is  bofure  him, 


Mu.  O.  W.  Stuvxxs. 

(/Vim  a  riuHiitnpk  if  SUutl  *  Ff.) 

and  that  only,  is  matter  for  his  brain  and  pen.  More 
truly  than  either  Dickens  or  W.t.  Kipling,  to  both  of  whom 
tho  phrase  has  been  applied,  is  he  a  "  re]M)rter  of  genius." 
The  English  army  is  fortunate  in  itossea^ing  such  officers 
and  men  as  carved  their  way  to  Khartum ;  equally 
fortunate  is  the  newspaper  reader  at  home  in  having 
Mr.  Steevens  to  see  things  straight  for  liim  und  set  them 
down  so  bitingly. 

Some  day,  perhaps,  Mr.  Steevens  will  be  able  tu  take  his 
time  and  work  up  the  story  of  the  conquest  of  the  Soudan 
into  an  artistic  whole,  with  a  beginning  and  a  middle  and 
an  end.  Books,  of  course,  should  not  be  made  in 
haste  as  the  one  before  us,  which  is  practically  a 
paper  "  bound  octavo."  (It  reached  our  office  on  Septem* 
ber  3U,  and  contains  a  reference  to  the  Sirdar  tearing 
Fashoda  on  September  2-1.^  But  eren  as  it  stands  this 
collection  of  re-published  special  correspondence,  written 
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under  all  kinds  of  adverse  conditions  of  haste  and  dis- 
comfort and  even  danger,  contains  most  admirable  work. 
It  is  a  sketch,  a  series  of  impressions,  still  awaiting  the 
best  shape  and  order,  yet  it  lives  as  many  a  completed 
picture  does  not  live.  It  is  genuine,  it  has  enthusiasm. 
And  often  and  often  Mr.  Steevens  has  been  betrayed  into 
a  paragraph  or  a  sentence  a  little  outside  the  corre- 
spondent's contract.  There  are  passages  in  this  book  that 
he  could  not  improve  upon,  that  he  ought  not  to  touch,  if 
he  ever  chose  to  re-write  the  story  of  the  campaign  as  a 
contribution  to  permanent  letters.  The  campaign  is  worth 
it ;  and  if  Mr.  Steevens  would  take  the  thing  in  hand  and 
lavish  himself  upon  it,  he  might  make  a  book  that  would 
resound  for  generations.  The  framework  is  here  :  little 
human  touches  that  have  been  crowded  out  would  need  to 
be  replaced,  something  more  said  of  Lieut.  GrenfeU  and 
his  charge,  and  the  exchange  made  of  impressionism  for 
composition.     That  is  all. 

But  some  passages  Mr.  Steevens  would  not  alter.  He 
would  retain  much  of  his  character-sketch  of  the  Sirdar ; 
this  particularly  : 

Major- General  Sir  Horatio  Herbert  Kitchener  is 
forty-eight  years  old  by  the  book  ;  but  that  is  irrele- 
vant. He  stands  several  inches  over  six  feet,  straight 
as  a  lance,  and  looks  out  imperiously  above  most  men's 
heads  ;  his  motions  are  deliberate  and  strong ;  slender 
but  firmly  knit,  he  seems  built  for  tireless,  steel-wire 
endurance  rather  than  for  power  or  agility  :  that  also 
is  irrelevant.  Steady  passionless  eyes  shaded  by 
decisive  brows,  brick-red  rather  fiUl  cheeks,  a  long 
moustache  beneath  which  you  divine  an  immovable 
mouth  ;  his  face  iS  harsh,  and  neither  appeals  for 
affection  nor  stirs  dislike.  All  this  is  irrelevant  too  : 
neither  age,  nor  figure,  nor  face,  nor  any  accident  of 
person,  has  any  bearing  on  the  essential  Sirdar. 
You  could  imagine  the  character  just  the  same 
if  all  the  externals  were  different.  He  has  no  age 
but  the  prime  of  life,  no  body  but  one  to  carry  his 
mind,  no  face  but  one  to  keep  his  brain  behind.  The 
brain  and  the  will  are  the  essence  and  the  whole  of  the 
man — a  brain  and  a  will  so  perfect  in  their  workings 
that,  in  the  face  of  extremest  difiiculty,  they  never 
seem  to  know  what  struggle  is.  .  .  .  You  cannot 
imagine  the  Sirdar  otherwise  than  as  seeing  the  right 
thing  to  do  and  doing  it.  His  precision  is  so  in- 
humanly unerring,  he  is  more  like  a  machine  than  a 
man.  You  feel  that  he  ought  to  be  patented  and 
shown  with  pride  at  the  Paris  International  Exhibition. 
British  Empire :  Exhibit  No.  1 ,  hors  concours,  the 
Soudan  Machine. 

And  Mr.  Steevens  would  keep  also  much  of  the  chapter 
called  "Arms  and  Men,"  wherein  other  officers  are  por- 
trayed :  General  Hunter — "In  all  he  is  and  does  he  is  the  true 
knight-errant — a  paladin  drifted  into  his  wrong  century  "; 
General  Gatacre — "  As  a  man  he  radiates  a  gentle,  serious 
courtesy";  Lieut.-Gol>  Macdonald — "He  has  been  known 
to  have  fever,  but  never  to  be  unfit  for  duty."  And  he 
would  keep  his  aphorisms:  "The  old  campaigner  starts 
out  With  the  clothes  he  stands  up  in  and  a  tin-opener. 


The  young  campaigner  provides  the  change  of  linen  and 
tins  for  the  old  campaigner  to  open."  "  The  English 
gentleman  is  half  barbarian  too.  That  is  just  the  value 
of  him."  "  The  blunders  of  British  cavalry  are  the  fertile 
seed  of  British  glory."  And  he  would  keep  his  praise  of 
the  Egyptian  soldiers,  and  the  descriptions  of  the  two 
battles  would  need  little  revision.  Especially  this,  in  the 
story  of  Omdurman,  would  he  keep : 

"  Cool  as  on  parade  "is  an  old  phrase  ;  Macdonald 
Bey  was  very  much  cooler.  Beneath  the  strong, 
square-hewn  face  you  could  tell  that  the  brain  was 
working  as  if  packed  in  ice.  He  sat  solid  on  his 
horse,  and  bent  his  black  brows  towards  the  green 
flag  and  the  Eemingtons.  Then  he  tiimed  to  a  galloper 
with  an  order,  and  cantered  easily  up  to  a  battalion- 
commander.  Magically  the  rifles  hushed,  the  stinging 
powder-smoke  whisped  away,  and  the  comijanies  were 
rapidly  threading  back  and  forward,  round  and  round. 


Mb.  W.  T.  Mai  11 

{DaUy  Graphir). 


Mil.  Q.  W.  Stkevrss    Mr.  F.  C.  Scudamork 
(Dailt/  Mail).  (DnVy  News). 


A  Group  of  "Wab  Correspondents. 

in  and  out,  as  if  it  wore  a  figure  of  a  dance.  In 
two  minutes  the  brigade  was  together  again  in  a  new 
place.  The  field  in  front  was  hastening  towards  us 
in  a  whitey-brown  cloud  of  dervishes.  An  order. 
Macdonald' s  jaws  gripped  and  hardened  as  the  flame 
spurted  out  again,  and  the  whitey-brown  cloud 
quivered  and  stood  still.  He  saw  everything ;  knew 
what  to  do ;  knew  how  to  do  it ;  did  it.  At  the  fire 
he  was  ever  brooding  watchfully  behind  his  firing- 
line  ;  at  the  cease  fire  he  was  instantly  in  front  of  it. 
All  saw  him,  and  knew  tliat  they  were  being  nursed 
to  triumph. 

A  man  who  has  eyes  for  such  men  as  these,  and  can 
present  them  on  paper  with  this  force,  is  an  historian  of 
British  enterprise  abroad  for  whom  Britons  at  home  may 
well  be  thankful. 


I 
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A  Great  French  Writer. 


Pages    Choiiiei  d«s   Grand*   Kcrivaint.      Diderot.     (Paria : 
Armand  Colin  et  Cie.) 

DiDEUOT  occupies  a  very  individual  position  among  that 
band  of  great  Frencli  writers  who  are  known  as  the 
eighteentli  century />Ai7o«()/;/i<^«.  We  refuse  to  dignify  them 
by  the  English  word  philosopher,  with  all  the  grave 
claims  which  it  implies.  The  philosophic  student  seeking 
French  names  to  companion  those  of  Ijocko,  Ilunio, 
Spinoza,  Leibnitz,  will  hardly  turn  to  D'Alembert, 
certainly  not  to  Voltaire  or  Diderot.  They  wore  philo- 
sophers only  in  the  broad  old  Greek  sense,  which 
embraced  every  man  who  speculated  on  nature  or  human 
life.  The  difference  between  Diderot  and  a  philosopher 
(in  a  strict  sense)  is  the  difference  between  a  clever 
swimmer  and  a  fish.  He  is  more  desultory,  more  frankly 
careless  of  system  than  any  of  the  philo$ophes.  And  that 
excellently  qualified  him  to  be  a  philosophe.  A  philomphe, 
which  is  to  say,  one  who  is  a  writer  first  and  a  philosopher 
afterwards — very  much  afterwards;  a  voUigeur  of  specula- 
tive materialism,  who  can  reduce  the  ideas  of  Hume  and 
Locke  to  an  elegant  caunerie  for  wits  and  courtiers, 
perfume  atheism  for  the  drawing-room,  and  delicately 
dismiss  the  hon  Dieu  in  the  fumes  of  a  dish  of  chocolate. 
For  a  man  like  Diderot  was  not  merely  a  distinguished 
and  persuasive  writer ;  he  was  also  a  talker,  a  frequenter 
of  salonn,  welcome  in  a  lady's  chamber  no  less  than  in  the 
Caf6  Procope.  For  a  social  as  well  as  a  literary  power  he 
was  fitted  by  his  very  fragmentariness,  and  what  one 
might  call  logical  superficiality  rather  than  superficial 
logic.  For  he  has  the  national  gift  of  acute  logic  in  a 
high  degree.  The  compelling  skill  with  which  his  views 
are  presented  is  worthy  of  a  deeper  philosophy. 

This  desultoriness  makes  his  peculiar  position.  He 
touched  all  things,  and  yet  he  has  left  no  great  work, 
unless  his  leading  share  in  the  Encyclopoidia  is  to  be 
accounted  such.  He  was  the  journalist  of  the  group  to 
which  he  belonged,  bom  in  an  age  when  journalism  was 
not.  A  century  later  he  would  have  found  his  trade 
ready  for  him.  Such  an  article  as  that  on  "Politeness" 
(quoted  in  the  present  volume  from  the  Fncychpadta)  is 
like  a  glorified  essay  for  the  modem  Spectator.  Hence, 
except  to  students  of  his  philosophy,  he  loses  less  than 
most  writers  by  being  read  in  this  form  of  selections  ; 
and  even  the  trend  of  his  philosophy  can  be  pretty 
accurately  conjectured.  The  book  reads  like  a  collection 
of  remarkably  various  papers  by  a  master  of  language 
who  is  worth  listening  to  on  whatever  subject  he  talks 
about.  It  is  even  a  gain,  in  the  case  of  his  tales,  to  get 
specimens  of  the  best  sketches  contained  La  them  without 
their  longeurx  and  nastiness.  For  Diderot  the  raeont^ur, 
like  Dogberry,  if  his  tediousness  were  more  tlian  it  is, 
could  find  it  in  his  heart  to  bestow  it  all  on  the  reader. 
He  had  studied  Sterne  and  Richardson,  and  studiously 
acquired  their  worst  excesses.     No  one  who  has  dragged 


through  Jacqutt  U  FataluU  or  La  RtlifUHti  but  will  b* 
thankful  for  the  small  men^y  of  judiciouji  oxtrat-t,  and 
still  more  thankful  that  another  t«le  in  Uft  without 
extract.  L»  NtvM$  dt  JUmMU  alono,  |l•rh•pi^  nuffara ; 
but  it  is  copiously  quoted. 

One  finds  here  a  writer  of  Al>aolut«ly  naturaliatic 
philosophy,  who  differa  from  moat  eighteenth  (-(mtiiry 
naturalistic  phiioHophem  in  that  he  i«  neither  tuir<l  nor 
cynical.  Cynical  he  in  in  paaaagea,  but  not  in  t«xtur«. 
Every  evil,  he  says,  arises  from  the  fact  that  we  hare 
superinduced  on  the  natural  man  an  artificial  roan. 
But  Diderot's  state  of  nature  is  nut  tliat  of  Hoiioaewt; 
he  does  not  reject  society,  and  cry  out  for  the  noble 
savage.  It  is  in  morality  that  his  naturalism  finds  its 
field.     "  Morality,"  he  says, 

is  an  immense  tree,  the  head  of  which  touchea  the 
heavens,  and  its  roots  penetrate  even  to  hell ;  where 
everything  is  connected,  where  modeaty,  deoenojr, 
politeness,  the  most  trifling  virtues  (if  there  be  any 
such)  are  attache<l  like  the  loaves  to  the  bough,  which 
one  dishonours  by  despoiling  it. 

In  other  words,  morality  is  rooted  in  the  paasions  of 
sense,  and  man  is  naturally  g^ood.  We  have  no  concern 
with  his  philosophy  apart  from  its  literary  side;  but 
Diderot's  worship  of  nature  not  only  prompts  him  to 
enthusiastic  praises  of  her  :  it  underlies  his  attitude  towards 
literature,  art  and  all  things.  If  he  were  one-sided,  it 
was  a  useful  one-sidedness  in  an  artificial  age.  He 
overflows  with  amiability  and  praise  of  the  natural 
virtues :  but  we  do  not  agree  with  the  writer  who 
prefaces  this  book  in  admiring  the  "  lyrical "  style  to 
which  Diderot's  enthusiasm  often  leads  him.  IJke  most 
writers  of  his  age  in  their  lofty  or  melting  moods,  he 
seems  to  us  marred  by  rhetoric  and  sentimentality.  The 
eighteenth  century  was  not  the  time,  nor  French  the 
language,  for  lyrical  prose — dangerous  at  all  times.  His 
style  seems  to  us  finest  when  he  is  most  free  from 
sentiment.  In  argument,  in  exposition,  in  criticism,  his 
style  is  masterly,  at  its  best.  It  appears  the  outcome  of 
luminous  common  sense,  and  is  itself  the  structural 
embodiment  of  common  sense;  perspicuous,  lucid,  ex- 
quisitely choice  in  language,  logically  elegant  in  construc- 
tion. Common  sense  is  supposed — Diderot  allows  it — to 
be  our  national  attribute.  But  common  sense  in  style 
is  surely  the  attribute  of  French  prose — it  is  logic  made 
gjacefid ;  and  Diderot's  prose  is  to  us  eminently  beauti- 
ful in  this  kind :  at  its  best  it  is  clean  of  rhetorical 
turns,  and  does  not  rely  on  epigram.  Though  he  could 
turn  an  epigram  when  he  chose,  wit  is  strikin^y  absent 
from  this  style,  which  needs  nothing  but  its  own  clear 
self. 

Whatever  the  theme,  he  can  be  arresting.  He  was  a 
student  of  science,  and  threw  out  remarks  adumbrating 
mtxlem  discoveries.  His  remarks  on  «><lut'ation  are 
similarly  suggestive,  we  will  not  say  they  hare  been 
followed.  It  is  this  power  of  throwing  out  sudden  qwrks 
of  suggestion  which  is  remarkable  in  him.     His  criticiam, 
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like  Ws  philosophy',  is  not  systematic — he  disliked  system, 
and  considered  it  pernicious.     But  Diderot  emits  flashes  of 
criticism   in   advance  of  his  age,    intuitions  into   literary 
:  principles  truly  philosophic ;  and  these  sparkles  are  given 
off  frequently  in  the  most  unlikely  places.      Some  pages 
on  the  importance  of  rhj'thm  in  poetry  open  in  the  most 
comfortless  fashion,  with  academic  quotations  from  Horace 
and  very  tame  French   poets ;  yet  they  end  with  a  truth 
not  even  now  recognised  in  its  deep  import  by  critics — 
that  rhythm  {i.e.,  metre)  appeals  to  the  soul   and  comes 
from  the  soul,    not  merely  to  the   ear,  that  its  function 
is  to  express  emotion.      On  the   other  hand,  the   article 
on    "  Genius  "    quoted     from     the    Encyclopcedia    shows 
Diderot's   limits.     It  attempts  no  system,   but  Is  content 
with  description    and    sentiment.      Nay,   the   description 
is    not    of    genius,    but   of    a    genius;    and  that   genius 
(we  think  we  may  safely  say)  Denis  Diderot.     The  flashes 
of  advanced  insight,  with  a  compensating  inability  to  see 
truth   whole   and  connected ;    the   extreme    subjection   to 
the   sensibilities,    resulting   in    tendencj'  to    be  deflected 
by  them  from  the  "  direct  forthright " — these  and  other 
things   are   true   of  Diderot,    but  by   no   means  true   of 
supreme   genius.     His  art-criticism   is  that  of   a  literary 
man.     Goethe  said  of  the  Essay  on  Painting  that  it  was 
Bjilendid,  and  more  useful  to  the  poet  even  than  to  the 
painter.     Exactly.     Here   and    elsewhere   Diderot    lights 
on  principles  which   lie   at   the   root   of   art  in   general, 
and  make  his  observations  on  painting  suggestive  reading, 
But  he  seldom   makes   a   remark  of   great   value  to  the 
painter-student.-    Yet   even   here  his  clear  commonsense, 
his  resolve  to  try  all  things  by  the  standartl  of  nature, 
leads  him  sometimes  to  break  through  the  conventions  of 
his  time.     On   the   mechanical  chiaroscurists,   the  ready- 
made  Eembrandts,    of  his   day  he   observes   that  "they 
seem  to  see  everything   through  a  hole."     It  might  be 
Euskin's    saying.       His    stage-criticism    has    the    same 
mingling  of    sagacity,    marred   by   extreme    enforcenient 
of  the  appeal  to  nature. 

One  artistic  anecdote  we  cannot  resist  quoting,  for  it 
shows  that  the  art-student  is  unchangeable  as  the  song  of 
birds  and  the  ways  of  women.  The  jury  assembled  to 
decide  the  grand  prize  in  sculpture  had  made  a  grossly 
unfair  award  to  oblige  one  of  their  colleagues,  who 
threatened  retirement  unless  the  prize  were  given  to  his 
own  pupil.  The  row  which  resulted  in  front  of  the  build- 
ing as  the  jury  emerged  is  described  by  Diderot  with 
infinite  spirit.  Pigalle,  the  cause -of  the  injustice,  turned 
on  one  of  the  crowd,  mistaking  him  for  a  student,  and 
asked  if  he  pretended  to  have  better  acquaintance  with 
sculpture  than  himself  ?  "I  am  not  acquainted  with  bas- 
reliefs,"  answered  the  man,  "  but  I  am  with  insolentu,  and 
you  are  one."  The  next  day  the  Parisian  students  took 
their  revenge.  They  drew  up  in  two  long  lines  outside 
the  school,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  masters.  They 
had  learned  who  lia'l  voted  fur  justice,  nnd  who  in  favour 
of  the  false  award.     The  good  men  and  true  were  the  first 


to  arrive,  and  as  they  passed  between  the  lane  of  students 
they  were  greeted  with  cheers  and  flattering  utterances. 
On  _their  heels  came  Pigalle  at  the  head  of  the  false 
voters.  "Backs!"  cried  the  ringleader;  and  instantly  two 
long  rows  of  backs  were  presented  to  Pigalle.  Through 
these  walls  of  insult  all  the  obnoxious  masters  had  to  pass 
into  school. 

Finally,  there  is  a  good  selection  of  Diderot's  letters ; 
exceedingly  interesting  reflections  of  literary-social  Paris 
in  the  latter  eighteenth  century.  Casually,  we  get  an 
amusing  glimpse  of  England  as  it  appeared  to  a  French 
traveller  in  that  day.  It  is  the  experience  of  d'Holbach 
that  Diderot  records  for  the  benefit  of  Mme.  Volland,  and 
a  doleful  experience  it  is.  Everything  dissatisfied  the 
Baron :  the  cold  Juiuieur  of  the  aristocracy,  the  brutal 
hardness  of  the  lower  classes,  the  formality  of  our  dinners, 
where  people  stood — or  rather  sat — on  precedence,  and 
our  gloom.  Everyone  was  unsocial,  ever3'one  was  triste. 
The  gardens  of  the  nobility  were  laid  out  so  that  no  one 
might  see  them.  Nay,  one  wealthy  individual  had  planted 
a  large  space  with  cypresses,  and  interspersed  among  the 
trees  busts  of  philosophers,  sepulchral  urns,  and  ancient 
marbles  inscribed  Diis  Manihus.  Then  comes  the  crowning 
wicked  stroke  at  insular  ideas  of  pleasure.  "  This  place," 
says  Diderot,  "  which  the  Baron  called  a  Eoman  cemetery, 
the  owner  called  '  Elysium.'  "  At  their  places  of  amuse- 
ment there  was  silence  in  which  you  could  hear  a  mouse  ; 
while  a  hundred  mute  ladies  walked  solemnly  round  an 
orchestra  in  the  middle.  It  reminded  the  Baron  of  the 
seven  processions  of  the  Egyptians  round  the  tomb  of 
Osiris.  Lastly,  d'Holbach  averred  that,  while  the  parks 
were  little  frequented,  there  were  always  crowds  among 
the  tombs  in  Westminster  Abbey  ! 

It  is  amusing  satire,  at  least ;  and  with  it  we  maj'  take 
leave  of  these  most  excellent  selections  from  the  fine  and 
attractive  work  of  a  great  French  writer.  We  know 
nothing  of  the  kind  in  English  so  fully  representative  of 
anj'  author  equally  voluminous. 


Song    of    Mongan. 

I  HAVE  drunk  ale  from  the  Country  of  the  Young, 

And  weep  because  I  know  all  things  now : 

I  have  been  a  hazel  tree,  and  they  hung 

The  Pilot  Star  and  the  Crooked  Plough 

Among  my  leaves  in  times  out  of  mind  : 

I  became  a  rush  that  horses  tread  : 

I  became  a  man,  a  hater  of  the  wind. 

Knowing  one,  out  of  all  things,  alone,  that  his  head 

Would  not  lie  on  the  breast,  or  liis  lips  on  the  hair, 

Of  the  woman  that  he  loves,  until  he  dies  ; 

Although  the  rushes  and  the  fowl  of  the  air 

Cry  of  his  love  with  their  pitiful  cries. 

W.  B.  Y'eats  in  the   Octvber  "  Dome." 
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The  Newest  Fiction. 

A    Guide    for    Novel    Readers. 
The  Day's  Wouk.  By  Eudyaud  Kiplino. 

A  new  collection  of  short  stories,  all  of  which  have 
appeared  liofore.  Mr.  Kipling,  we  are  sorry  to  notice,  ha« 
abandoned,  for  the  time  at  any  rate,  his  old  practice  of 
composing  a  verse  heading  for  his  tales  ;  nor  has  the  book 
either  dedication  or  envoi.     (Macmillan.     Ml  pp.     Cs.) 

The  Komance  of  a  Midshii'man.  By  \V.  Claek  Eussell. 
A  story  of  sea  and  fighting,  of  course.  Here  is  a 
passage  taken  at  random:  "A  boa-constrictor  in  the 
rigging,  and  a  lion  on  the  forecastle,  and  the  ship 
going  down  !  Groat  heavens !  I  did  earnestly  pray  that 
nobody  had  locked  himself  away  for  refuge  down  below. 
She  heeled  suddenly,  and  sank  slowly.  .  .  .  The  serpent 
had  apparently  involved  itself  in  the  rigging,  and  was 
sucked  below  by  the  vessel ;  anyhow,  we  saw  no  more  of 
it.  All  that  survived  when  the  trucks  of  the  doomed  ship 
hovered  for  an  instant  on  the  salt  snarl  of  the  sea  was,  as 
we  expected,  the  swimming  lion."  A  book  to  make  a 
man  feel  himself  a  boy.    (Fisher  Unwin.    a76  pp.    Gs.) 

The  Impediment.  By  Doeothea  Gebabo. 

'* '  Very  well,  then,  let's  make  a  compact.  You  can  be 
in  love  with  me  as  much  as  you  like,  and  I  promise  only  to 
like  you  and  to  be  a  good  wife.  There,  will  that  do  ? '  He 
stood  rigid  for  one  moment.  .  .  .  '  It  will  do !  it  will  do ! ' 
he  murmured  breathlessly,  covering  her  fingers  with 
trembling  kisses.  '  You  can  do  with  me  what  you  like.' 
And  in  this  way  it  was  that  Sir  Augustus  Alington  and 
Jessie  Drummond  came  to  unite  their  lots."  Sir  Augustus 
had  his  day;  the  second  husband  is  called  David. 
(Blackwood.     333  pp.     6s.) 

The  Intrttders.  By  L.  B.  Walfohd. 

In  this  story,  which  is  fidl  of  delicate  feeling  and 
observation,  we  learn  how  Julian  and  Amelia  Monteagle 
lived  and  travelled  together  as  brother  and  sister.  "  For 
years  it  had  been  a  general  remark  :  '  What  will  Amelia 
do  when  "Ju"  marries?'"  "Ju's"  marriage  is  the 
matter  of  the  story.  The  author's  chapter-headings  are 
after  these  models  :  "  '  Julian,  you  have  no  Invention,'  " 
"  Oh,  that  it  had  remained  Desolate  !  "  "  Why  should  not 
Bee  be  the  One  ?  "     (Longmans.     416  pp.     6s.) 

The  Cleverest  Woman  in  ENGi..un).  By  L.  T.  Me.u)e. 
She  may  have  been  the  cleverest  woman  in  England, 
this  Dagmar  OlofEson,  but  she  failed  to  be  a  devoted 
wife  and  a  social  reformer  at  one  and  the  same  time. 
Naturally,  her  husband,  who  was  no  fool,  brought  things  to 
an  issue.  Death  untied  the  knot ;  and  we  are  told  that 
Dagmar  is  still  remembered  in  Loudon  by  "  courageous 
women  who  got  their  first  impetus  from  her."  A  strong, 
actual  story,  that  will  please  both  sides.  (Nisbet. 
341  pp.     6s.  "> 


Tra  Phaittom  Ajunr.  Bt  Max  Pnonrai. 

"  Being  tlie  story  of  a  man  and  a  mystery."  Tha  •tory 
begins  in  Bayswater  and  paMe*  to  Kpain.  The  nuB  ie 
Lorenw)  de  la  Cruz,  and  the  mystery  is  the  extnordiBai7 
likeness  between  himself  an<I  his  bnjther.  Lotwuo  wm  • 
Spaniard,  a  victim  U)  what  Mr.  I'ombertun  «^|1|«  tbe 
Napoleonic  idea ;  and  the  aim  of  the  book  is  to  show  what 
might  be  achievetl  by  a  regiment  of  determinml  mm  ao 
organised  that  in  every  country  of  Europe  a  refuge  tmu 
the  law  and  itolioe  is  open  to  them.  A  vivid  melodnuna. 
(Pearson.     367  pp.     6e.) 


Tony  Drum. 


By  EiiwiM  PcHii. 


A  story  of  s([ualid  London  life,  by  the  author  of  A  8trt»t 
in  Suburbia.  "  '  You'll  hit  my  httle  brother,  will  you,  an' 
him  a  cripple!'  she  yelled,  weeping  pro^lMely,  aa  she 
bumped  two  sleek  black  heads  together.  '  I'll  put  the  ten 
commandments  on  every  one  of  your  ugly  faces,  I  will, 
and  quicker'n  you  can  think  '.  '  '  Honor ! '  said  Tony, 
levelling  an  accusing  finger  at  Simmy  Angus,  '  that  boy 
has  got  mother's  mouth-organ.' "  The  book  has  ten 
coloured  plates  by  the  Beggarstaff  Brothers.  (Heinemann. 
220  pp.     6a.) 

The  Handsome  Brandons.  By  Katharim  Tynan. 

In  this  charming  "  story  for  g^iris "  we  follow  the 
fortunes  of  the  Brandons,  an  Irish  family  of  the  purest 
blood,  but  of  slender  means.  "  Why,  we  girls  would  have 
no  clothes  to  wear  at  all  if  it  were  not  for  the  stores  laid 
away  in  oak-chests  and  wardrobes  upstairs,  belonging  to 
dead-and-gone  Brandon  ladies.  Fortunately  they  made 
no  shoddy  in  those  days,  and  the  things  have  been  safe  in 
their  camphor-lined  dwellings  from  the  moth  and  mildew." 
Of  course  the  girls  wed,  and  the  pride  of  former  days  is 
restored  to  the  old  home.  Sweet  and  Irish.  (Blackie. 
384  pp.     6a.) 

The  Sultan's  Mandate.         By  C.  Oltnthus  Quoost. 

This  is  a  romance  of  Armenian  life  and  "  Armenian 
Atrocities."  The  writer  hopes  it  may  prove  not  only  an 
attractive  story  but  "  an  interesting  picture  of  historical, 
geographical,  social,  economical,  and  jKthtical  Armenia." 
This  is  to  hope  a  good  deal.  (Fisher  Unwin. 
442  pp.     68.) 


The  Adventures  of  Captain  Kkttlx. 


By  C.  Ht>». 


Captain  Kettle  is  the  beet  of  all  the  grafts  on  the 
Sherlock  Holmes  tree.  He  was  small  and  quiet  and 
resourceful,  and  a  perfect  shot  with  a  revolver.  "  I  am 
poisonous  when  I  spread  myself,"  he  said  once.  And 
again :  "  I'm  a  common  low-down  K'?g*u*""''"]  with  the 
pride  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  a  darned  ugly  toagae." 
His  adventures,  which  are  not  new  to  teadeia  of  Ptanvn'* 
Magatine,  comprise  running  the  blockade  with  guns  for 
Cuba,  and  encounters  with  deqteradoea,  several  of  which 
are  luridly  illustrated.     (Pearson.     818  pp.     66.) 
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Mysterious  Me.  Sabes-.  By  E.  Phillips  Oppenheim. 

A  story  of  .political  intrigue.  "  '  It  has  been  reported,' 
the  stranger  said,  '  that  you  have  conceived  and  brought 
to  great  perfection  a  comprehensive  and  infallible  scheme 
for  the  conquest  of  this  country.  Further,  that  you  are 
on  the  point  of  handing  it  over  to  the  Emperor  of 
Germany,  for  the  use  of  that  country.  ;  I  think  I  may 
conclude  that  the  report  is  correct  ':■ '  he  added,  with 
a  glance  at  the  table.  '  We  are  not  often  misinformed.' 
'The  report,'  Mr.  Sabin  assented,  'is  perfectly  correct.'" 
The  story  is  compact  of  incident  and  counterplot.  (Ward, 
Lock.     397  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

Once  Upon  a  Chmstmas  Time.  By  George  E.  Sims. 
This  is  a  reprint  of  a  story  which  served  as  Pears' 
Annual  a  year  or  so  ago,  although  the  publishers  omit  to 
mention  the  fact.  It  is  a  kindly,  old-fashioned  Christmas 
tale,  with  comic  and  sentimental  interludes.  The  narra- 
tive is  placed  into  the  mouths  of  various  persons :  Mrs. 
Jennifer  (a  landlady).  Lawyer  Gabbitas,  Mrs.  Orraben  (a 
strolling  player),  and  so  on.  Some  excellent  drawings  by 
Mr.  Charles  Green  add  charm  to  the  book.  (Chatto  & 
Windus.     146  pp.) 

Potsherds.  By  Mabel  C.  Bjrohenough. 

A  story  of  life  in  the  Staffordshire  potteries,  with  pleni- 
tude of  local  colour  and  local  character.  The  hero  is  a  pottery 
owner  who  has  risen  from  the  status  of  a  working  lad.  He 
loves  one  woman,  and  is  loved  by  another.  Among  exciting 
incidents  of  the  story  there  is  a  big  machinery  accident.  And 
there  ia  dialect :  "  '  Mester,'  said  the  wavering  voice,  with 
a  slightly  staccato  dignity,  '  tha'rt  a  domned  godless  mon. 
But  a've  found  peace,  ahm  a  Salvationist,  a'  were  converted 
las'  month,  and  a'll  do  th'  Lord's  errand  if  a'  clem  for  it ; 
nay,  if  a'  swing  for  't.'  "     (Cassell.     296  pp.     6s.) 

OwD  Bob.  By  Alfred  Ollivant. 

More  Scotch.  Owd  Bob  was  a  dog :  "  Sma'  yet  big, 
leet  to  get  aboot  on  backs  o'  his  sheep,  yet  not  owre  leet, 
cannie  yet  cantie ;  an'  wi'  them  sorrerful  eyes  on  him  as 
never  gangs  but  wi'  a  good  'un."  The  story  is  of  Owd 
Bob's  prowess  both  as  sheep  dog  and  fighter,  and  it  would 
have  delighted  Dr.  John  Brown,  for  its  dog  nature. 
(Methuen.     320  pp.     6s.) 

The  Island  of  the  English.  By  Frank  Cowper. 

A  rattling  story  of  old  seafaring  and  naval  days.  The 
hero  recollects  George  III.  bathing  at  Weymouth  from  "one 
of  those  newly  invented  wooden  houses  on  wheels."  The 
civic  authorities  introduced  a  band  of  musicians  into 
another  bathing  machine,  and  as  the  door  of  the  royal 
bathing  machine  was  opened  "  God  save  the  King  "  was 
struck  up,  "causing  His  Majesty  to  pause  and  exclaim, 
'  What !  what !  Music  !  Where  is  it  ?  Bless  me,  how 
odd ! '  But  a  wave  breaking  in  over  the  sand  at  this 
moment  rudely  interrupted  any  further  royal  remarks, 
which  ended  in  an  abrupt  and  confused  splutter."  (Seeley. 
367  pp.     68.) 


The  Knight  of  the  Golden 

Chain.  Br  R.  D.  Chetwode. 

"  My  mother  died  soon  after  I  was  bom,  and  when  my 
father  fell  fighting  in  Normandy,  Henry,  the  first  king 
of  that  name,  gave  us  in  wardship  to  Earl  Alberic  of 
Wodelrig."  Such  is  the  narrator.  And  the  narrative  is  of 
the  time  of  King  Stephen  and  begins  in  the  year  1139, 
which  is  a  somewhat  new  date  for  the  historical 
romancers.  At  the  end  Stephen  died,  as  the  history  books 
tell,  and  Henry  of  Anjou  came  to  the  throne.  (Pearson. 
293  pp.     6s.) 

Fitch  and  His  Fortunes.  By  George  Dick. 

An  Anglo-Indian  novel,  long,  fuU  of  detail  and  odd 
bits  of  character,  mystery,  romance,  and  real  interest. 
East  and  West  meet  quite  ilaturally  in  its  pages  :  Tuljagir 
the  Tarvel  and  Mr.  Epping.  Mr.  Epping,  by  the  way, 
once  had  to  read  from  Alice  Through  the  Loohing-glass  at  a 
meeting,  and  before  he  could  find  Alice,  took  out  of  his 
pockets  a  missal  in  Latin,  an  old  worm-eaten  copy  of  the 
Pensees,  and  a  large  piece  of  chocolate.  (Elliot  Stock. 
320  pp.     6s.) 

Fortune's  Sport.  By  Mrs.  C.  N.  Williamson. 

A  conventional,  fully-packed  story  of  mystery,  by  the 
author  of  The  Barn  Stormers.  Lady  d'Esterre,  Lady 
Harriet,  Steele  Burgoyne  ("  Such  men  as  Steele  Burgoyne 
are  dangerous  playthings  "),  Michael  Barr,  Jack  Thorold 
(invalided  home  from  fighting  the  Afridis),  Lesley  d'Esterre 
— these  are  some  of  the  names.     (Pearson.     429  pp.  6s  ) 


Reviews. 


The   Californiam.     By  Gertrude  Atherton. 
(Lane.) 

It  is  always  with  a  flash  of  surprise  that,  on  laying  down 
a  novel  by  Mrs.  Atherton,  we  realise  how  good  it  has 
been.  She  really  has  all  the  faults.  Her  philosophical  and 
critical  jargon  is  hopelessly  out  of  place,  and  her  chorus 
of  girls,  with  their  frocks  and  their  eyes,  are  quite  as 
vulgar  as  she  intends.  And  she  has  never  learnt  how  to 
write.  "Style,"  she  says,  with  unconscious  irony,  "  style 
alone  will  give  you  a  place  in  letters  worth  having."  But 
style  is  a  land  unknown  to  Mrs.  Atherton.  It  is  not  for 
want  of  trying.  She  "  word-paints "  conscientiously  and 
strenuously ;  and  she  clangs  on  every  critical  nerve. 
Consider  this : 

Once  she  rode  to  the  foot-hiUs,  escorted  by  Dick. 
They  were  covered  with  yellow  and  purple  lupins, 
miniature  jimgles  which  harboured  nothing  more 
sanguinary  than  the  gopher  and  the  cotton-tail.  The 
tawny  poppies  had  hills  all  to  themselves,  a  blaze  of 
colour  as  fiery  as  the  sun  to  which  they  lifted  their 
curved  drowsy  lips.  The  Mariposa  lilies  grew  by  the 
creeks,  in  the  dark  shade  of  meeting  willows.  The 
gold-green  moss  was  like  plush  on  the  trees.     From 
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tho  }iill8  tho  preat  valley  looked 
out  of  which  lifted  the  tower  of 
Not  another  signal  of  man  was 
but  the  excrescence  on  the  big 
of  a  Bonanza  king.  Beyond  the 
of  tho  mountains,  with  their  mi 
dark  untrodden  aisles,  their  vast 
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like  a  dense  forest 
an  enchanted  castle, 
to  be  seen,  nothing 
wedding-cake  house 

hills  rose  the  slopes 
ghty  redwoods,  their 
primeval  silences. 


How  it  jars!  Tho  ugliness  of  that  "plush  upon  the 
trees,"  tho  grotesquo  discord  of  that  confectionery  simile! 
Nor  has  Mrs.  Atherton  any  more  notion  of  structure  than 
of  ornament  in  fiction.  She  has  that  terrible  habit  of 
beginning  at  tho  beginning.  The  substance  of  Th«  Califor- 
nians,  for  instance,  consists  in  the  varying  relations  of  one 
man  with  two  girb,  friends.  He  falls  in  and  out  of  love 
with  each  of  them  in  turn,  and  there  is  a  good  deal  of  play 
of  temperament  upon  temjjoroment,  a  good  deal  of  emotional 
crisis  in  the  process.  This  is  all  well  enough.  But  to  get 
to  this  you  have  to  work  through  a  hundred  pages  of  local 
colour ;  and,  if  you  please,  a  biography  from  childhood  of 
the  two  young  ladies  in  question,  all  because  Mrs. 
Atherton  does  not  know  how  to  set  the  puppets  working 
without  it.  It  was  just  the  same  in  Patience  Sparhawk  ;  it 
was  just  the  same  in  American  Wives  and  English  SushancU. 
Tolerable  the  first  time,  tho  device  becomes  irritating  by 
repetition. 

And  yet,  when  all  is  said  and  done,  Mrs.  Atherton's  are 
good  novels.  You  "  pish  "  and  "  pshaw  "  for  a  while,  and 
then  you  feol  that  she  is  getting  a  hold  on  you.  Her 
people  are  vigorously  conceived,  and,  what  is  more,  they  are 
interesting,  and  they  grow,  develope  under  circumstances. 
Furthermore,  she  has  an  undeniable  power  of  creating 
strong  situations.  Here  is  an  example.  Helena  has 
taken  Magdalona's  lover  from  her,  and  after  a  short 
engagement  throws  him  over.  She  comes  to  tell 
Magdalona  that  she  has  found  him  to  be  a  man  with  an 
impure  past.  Magdalona  knew  this ;  the  knowledge,  the 
woman's  desire  to  save,  had  been  an  element  in  her  love 
for  him.  Her  nerves  are  over-wrought  to  the  point  of 
trying  to  kill  her  friend. 

Helena  paused  abruptly  and  caught  her  breath. 
She  had  felt  Magdalena  extend  her  arm  and  stealthily 
open  a  drawer  in  the  bureau  beside  her  chair.  There 
was  nothing  remarkable  in  the  fact,  for  in  that  drawer 
Magdnli'na  kept  her  handkerchiefs.  Nevertheless, 
Helena  shook  with  the  pidsy  of  terror;  the  cold 
sweat  burst  from  her  body.  In  the  intense  darkness 
she  coidd  seo  nothing,  only  a  vague  patch  where  the 
face  of  Magdalena  was.  The  silence  was  so  strained 
that  surely  a  shriek  must  como  tearing  across  it. 
The  shriek  came  from  her  own  throat.  She  leaped 
to  her  feet  like  a  panther,  reached  the  door  in  a 
bound,  fled  down  the  hall  and  the  stair,  her  eyes 
glancing  wildly  over  her  shoulder,  and  so  out  to  her 
horse.  It  is  many  years  since  that  night,  but  there 
are  silent  moments  when  tliat  ride  through  the  woods 
flashes  down  her  memory  and  chills  hor  skin — that 
mad  flight  from  on  imimaginable  horror,  through 
the  black  woods  on  a  terrified  horse,  the  shadow  of 


her  fear  racing  just  behind  with  <iuUtn>t<tiMl 
and  clutching  fing«ni. 

Helena's  sudden  flight  loft  Mfig'lal"!!!  atariaff 
through  tho  dark  at  tho  Kpaniah  daggw  in  kar 
hand.  Her  arm  was  raised,  hor  wriat  trurrsd ;  the 
dagger  pointe<l  toward  the  spiioe  which  Helena  had 
filled  a  moment  agu. 

"I  intended  to  kill  her,"  she  suid  aloud,  "I 
intended  to  kill  her." 

This — and  this  is  only  one  of  two  or  thro«  eq««Uy  strong 
scenes  in  The  Californiani — strikes  us  oa  really  dramatic. 
With  a  writer  of  less  true  instinct  it  would  have  beaa 
melodramatic.  But  Mrs.  Atherton  known  MagilaUaa. 
The  Spanish  blood  in  her,  the  starved  life  she  led  outaide 
her  love  for  the  sinner,  make  hor  and  her  ai-t  plaiuible. 
Thntughout  she  is  a  patient  and  powerful  bit  of  work. 

The  Dutnna  of  a  Ofnitu.    By  M.  E.  Francis. 
(Harper  &  Brothers.) 

Mrs.  Blunuell  (M.  E.  Francis)  would  have  us  under- 
stand, from  the  dedication  of  this  book  to  M.  Padorewski, 
that  it  is  a  musical  novel.  "  I  might  say  that  music  itaelf 
is  my  theme,  and  that  my  characters  are  moulded  by  it, 
and  my  incidents  developed  from  it  as  so  many  variatioDa." 
She  further  insists  on  the  idea  by  means  of  her  chapter- 
headings,  which  are  all  in  the  Italian  language. 

For  ourselves,  though  we  grant  that  the  story  ia  ploMJng 
enough  in  a  highly  conventional  way,  we  do  not  peroaire 
that  music  itself  is  the  theme  of  this  book.  The  heroine 
plays  tho  piano  very  well ;  the  heroine's  sister  is  a  violinist 
of  genius,  and  marries  ultimately  a  pianist  of  g^enius  the 
hero  takes  singing  lessons.  But  the  musical  side  of  these 
persons  is  not  closely  examined  ;  it  is  the  emotions  which 
they  share  with  humanity  at  large  that  chiefly  interest 
Mrs.  Blundell.  Nor  are  the  author's  scattered  leferwwa 
to  "  music  itself  "   of  an  esoteric  nature  : 

What  passion !  What  fire !  While  she  played  ahe 
seemed  to  forget  everybody  and  everything  except  her 
art ;  her  face  was  transfigured,  her  eyes  dilated. 
She  played  a  Logende  of  Wieniauaki's  with 
exquisite  charm  and  grace.  Never  had  he  heard 
her  play  so  well — with  such  vigour  and  apiomh,  and 
at  the  same  time  with  so  much  grace  and  feeling  .  .  . 
played  with  wonderful  tendemoaa  and  oxpreesion. 

One  seems  to  have  come  across  similar  appreciations  not 
only  in  novels  not  musical,  but  in  the  colunms  of  daily 
papers.  Apart  from  its  muaioal  qualities,  7^  Dufnn*  •/  a 
Genius  is  a  very  good  example  of  domeetic  fiction  of  the 
serial  species.  The  hero,  a  rich  aristocrat,  wooe  the  elder 
sister  of  the  impecunious  violinist  genius,  and  ia  refnaad 
because  the  object  of  his  affections  conceives  it  to  be  her 
Duty  not  to  desert  the  genius.  Then  tho  wild  wayward 
violinist  finds  her  fate  in  the  pianist  Waldenek,  and  the 
rich  aristocrat  appeals'  once  more  to  the  "  duenna,"  thia 
time  effectually.  A  singularly  hackneyed  plot,  worked 
out  with  much  skill  and  toct  in  the  contrivance  of  incident. 
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Mr.  Walter  Armstrong's  book  on  Gainsborough  and 
His  Place  in  English  Art  will  not  be  his  first  utterance  on 
the  subject,  for  did  he  not  make  the  painter  the  theme  of  a 
"  Portfolio  "  monograph  not  so  very  long  ago  ?  Gains- 
borough has  never  been  lacking  in  biographers  and 
exponents.  Besides  the  century-old  memoir  by  Thicknesse, 
there  are  the  successive  accounts  of  him  by  Fulcher, 
Arnold,  and  Mrs.  Arthur  BeU.  The  appreciation  by  the 
last-named  is  only  a  few  months  old.  There  is,  indeed,  a 
sort  of  "  run  "  just  now  upon  our  English  painters.  Here 
comes  Mr.  J.  T.  Nettleship  with  a  substantial  work  on 
George  Morland,  and  His  Influence  on  Some  Contemporary 
English  Painters.  Last  year  Mr.  Ealph  Eichardson  devoted 
a  volume  to  Morland's  pictures,  and  some  little  time 
before  that  he  published  a  memoir  of  the  artist,  who 
had  already  been  honoured  with  four  biographers — 
Blagdon,  Collins,  Dawe,  and  Hassell,  to  wit.  In  these 
matters  it  never  rains  but  it  pours. 

The  announcement  that  Mr.  Frank  Harris  is  to  reprint 
his  Satiirdatj  papers  about  the  Bard  under  the  title  of  The 
Man  William  Shakespeare  reminds  me  that  something  very- 
like  this— I  think  it  was  "The  Man  Shakespeare  "—was 
the  name  given  to  a  lecture  which  Mr.  Gerald  Massey  (if 
I  mistake  not)  was  wont  to  deliver.  The  truth  is,  of 
course,  that  the  attempts  to  get  at  the  personality  of  the 
poet  through  the  medium  of  his  works  have  been  legion. 
More  than  thirty  years  ago,  for  example,  the  late  J.  A. 
Heraud  brought  out  a  book  on  Shakespeare:  His  Inner 
Life.  Shakespeare  may  have  "walked  on  earth  un- 
guessedat,"  as  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  phrased  it;  but  he 
has  been  "guessed  at,"  heaven  knows,  often  enough  since 
then. 

American  writers  ought  not  to  complain  (if  they  do 
complain)  that  they  do  not  get  a  fair  hearing  over  here. 
It  is  quite  the  other  way.  Take  the  instance  of  Mr. 
Hamilton  "Wright  Mabie.  That  gentleman's  Essays  in 
Literary  Interpretation  have,  I  believe,  been  twice 
issued  in  England  ;  and,  some  four  or  five  years  ago,  we 
English  were  introduced  to  two  books  of  his  called  My 
Study  Fire  and  Under  the  Trees  and  Elsewhere.  A  year  or 
two  back  he  figured  here  as  the  "  introducer  "  of  a.  Book 
of  Old  English  Ballads.  Now  an  English  firm  promises 
us  his  views  on  Nattire  and  Culture  and  Books  arid 
Culture.  At  this  rate,  Mr.  Mabie  should  become  familiar 
to  our  public — which  is  not  yet,  I  fear,  the  case. 

We  shall  all  be  glad  to  have  from  Mr.  Thomas  Hardy 
the  promised  volume  of  his  poems.  But,  meanwhile,  he  is 
not  altogether  unknown  to  the  world  as  a  worker  in 
rhythm  and  rhyme.  He  introduced  into  his  short  story  of 
The    Three    Strangers    a    hangman's    ditty    which,     one 


remembers,  was  sung  with  weird  effect  at  Terry's  Theatre 
when  a  dramatic  version  of  the  story  was  enacted  there : 

Oh  my  trade  it  is  the  rarest  one. 

Simple  shepherds  all. 

My  trade  it  is  a  sight  to  see  ; 
For  my  customers  I  tie,  and  take  them  up  on  high, 

And  waft  them  to  a  far  countree. 

Another  illustrated  edition  of  Cranford  !  Why,  there 
was  one  only  the  other  day,  with  drawings  by  Mr.  H.  M. 
Brock ;  a  little  before  that  came  one  with  pictures  by 
Mr.  T.  H.  Robinson ;  six  or  seven  years  ago  there  was  one 
"embellished"  by  Mr.  Hugh  Thomson,  who  is  to  supply 
the  drawings  for  the  latest  issue.  'No  one  would  wish  to 
depreciate  Cranford ;  but  are  not  our  publishers  a  little  too 
fond  of  confining  their  attentions  to  a  few  familiar  classics, 
to  the  exclusion  of  many  which  call  aloud  for  notice  ? 
Some  day  some  of  us  wiU  get  tired  of  Cranford. 

That  Dr.  Garnett  should  "  introduce  "  the  forthcoming 
reprint  of  Original  Poems  by  Victor  and  Cazire  is  only  right 
and  proper,  seeing  that  he  wrote  about  Shelley's  relations 
with  Stockdale,  the  Pall  _  Mall  publisher,  so  long  ago  as 
1860.  The  subject  may  be  said  to  be  his  by  right  of 
capture.  Why  not  now  reprint  Shelley's  prose  juvenilia 
— the  stories  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  'i  They  have 
considerable  interest  for  Shelley  students — quite  as  much 
as,  if  not  more  than,  the  Original  Poems. 

Prof.  Max  Mullee's  German  Love :  Fragments  from  the 
Papers  of  an  Alien,  will  have  place,  of  course,  in  the 
uniform  edition  of  his  writings  now  being  published. 
It  dates  back,  apparently,  some  forty  years  ;  the  original 
German  version — Deutsche  Liebe — seeing  the  light  in  1857. 
Twenty  years  later  we  had  the  book  in  English,  and  there 
were  reprints  of  it  here  in  1884  and  1887. 

We  are  to  have,  it  seems,  a  full-blown  biography  of 
Edward  Thring  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  G.  E.  Parkin.  Well, 
Thring  was  a  typical  schoolmaster,  and  deserves  such 
celebration.  Some  nine  years  ago  Mr.  Eawnsley  discussed 
him  as  "teacher  and  poet,"  and  Mr.  Skrine  favoured  us 
with  "a  memory";  Mr.  Parkin,  of  course,  wiU  supply 
something  much  more  elaborate. 

Edna  Lyall  has  hit  upon  a  good  title  for  her  new  story 
— Hope  th«  Hermit.  Somehow  it  makes  one  think  at  once 
of  The  Pleasures  of  Hope,  with  its  "Man,  the  Hermit, 
sigh'd,  tUl  Woman  smil'd."  Another  title  which  much 
delights  me  is  that  of  Miss  Hay's  coming  work — Some 
Verses.     If  all  our  minor  bards  were  but  as  modest ! 

Grangerising  is  not  the  hobby  it  was,  but  grangerising 
on  the  higher  scale  of  art  and  exjjense  stiU  pays.  A  London 
second-hand  bookseller  has  a  magnificent  grangerised  copy 
of  Horace  Walpole's  Letters,  for  which  he  is  confidently 
asking  £500. 

The  Bookworm. 
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SMITH,  ELDER  &  CO.  S  ANNOUNCEMENTS 

SIR    FRANK    LOCKWdODS    BIOGRAPHY. 

.TIJST  Piri{LI8HKD.     With  l  Portraits,  10  Kiill-I'iigo  flluKtmtioiiM,  mid  '.'  Kacmiiiil.-  I>-ii.t-   I.ir)r<-  crown  Hro   \nt  Ad 

SIR     FRANK     LOCKWOOD. 

A    BIOGRAPHICAL    SKETCH. 

By    AUGUSTINE     BIRRELL,    Q.C.,    M.P. 


Ttmett,—**  This  is  in  nmny  rosiwcU  a  model  binm-aphy,  vivid,  Hympatbetic. 
and  entcrtttininp,  and  full  without  overiiowing'  the  duo  lK>an(la  of  portonal 
hintory.  In  Hhort,  Mr.  IlirroH  lia-t  vci-iilen  a  genial  life  of  one  of  the  mo«t 
ffenial  and  popular  of  raon." 

Daify  Chronich.—**  Mr.  Rirroll  lias  conLrive*!,  without  any  appearance  of 

art,  to  distil  Lockwood'R  peculiar  charm  in  overj' pajce The  )KX)k  la  fnU  of 

jfood  thinpfl.and  wewiwhall  biotfraphies  wore  as  hob  in  hnmouranflhamanity." 

MR.  MERRIMAN'S  NEW  NOVEL 

At  all  Bo<)k9ollern*  aod  Libraries.— Crown  Hvo,  Oh. 

RODEN'S     CORNER. 

By  HENR7  SETON  MERRIMAN, 

AUTHOH    OF    "THE    SOWERS,"    "WITH     EDGED    T00T*3," 
"IN  KKDAR'S  TENTS,"  &c. 

Spectator.—"  An  ostremely  intorefltinKand  well-written  novel Satire  of 

fntilc  pliilaniliropy  is  no  now  thin^  in  fiction,  but  Mr.  Merrinian  hasKiven  it  an 
entn*eiy  oriKHuil  turn  by  showinj?  how  a  iKigua  charity  niighi   be  converted  into 

a  KiRtintic  and  minister  monopoly The  tone  of  the  book  as  a  whole  is  wlmirabty 

aane,  wlmletomc,  and  kindly," 

Truth.—"  A  novel  I  defy  ^ou  lo  lay  down  once  you  have  pot  well  into  it." 
For  dramatic  situation,  intene-ity,  and  simplicity  of  narrttClTe  it 
,  .  The  plot  is  ingonioas  »nd  new." 


Pancn 

is  marvellous 


New  Edition,  in  3  Series,  of  J.  A.  &YMONDS*    *TRAVEL"  8KBT0HBS. 

Now  rcnd\.     FIRST  SKIiIi:S.      l-ar^'c  crown  Hvo.  7s.  ed. 

SKETCHES  ^ND  STUDIES  IN  ITALY 

and  GUKECK.      Ry  tho  lato  .lOHN  ADDINGTON  SYMONDS. 
ftri?^  The  Second  ami  Third  Series  will  be  istiued  on  October  26(A  ami 
i\  (irember  2i\(h  retipectively. 

New  Volume  of  "THE   DICHONART   OF    NATIONAL    BIOGRAPHY." 

Now  ready.— Royal  8vo,  ISs.  net.  in  cloth;  or  in  half-morocco,  marbled 
edges,  20s.  not— VOL.  LVL  (TEACH— TOJ.LET)  OF 

THE  DICTIONARY  OF  NATIONAL  BIOGRAPHY. 

EdiUid  by  SIDNEY  LER. 
•»•  Volume  I.  was  publitshed  on  January  1,  189j,  and  a  further  volume  will  bo 
issued  Quarterly  until  the  completion  of  the  Work,  which  will !»  effected 
within  two  years  from  the  present  time. 
NH)TK.  -yl  Full  Prospectus  of  "  The  Dictionary  of  Xational  Biography,'* 
tfifh  Sperimen  Pages,  leitt  he.  sent  upon  application, 

NEW     VOLUME    OF 

Thu  Biographtcal  Edition 

Tn  l-'i  vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  Cs.  each,  of 

W.  M   THAIKERAY'S  COMPLETE  WORKS. 

On  Octolier  17th.    -L;\rire  cru»vn  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  fis. 

THE   HISTORY  OF  HENRY   ESMOND; 

iinil  THE  LECTURES.  Willi  2ii  Fiill-PHw  Illustrations  by  GKORGK 
DU  MAURIKK,  K.  HAKNARL),  and  KrtANK  DICKSBK,  K  A.,  and  11 
WoodoulB, 

VOLUMES    Al.RKAnY    ISSUED: 
1.  VANITY  FAIR     2.  PBNDENNI3.     3.  YELLOWPLUSH  P4PBR8,  ftc- 
4.  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  BAKRY  LYNDON  ;  THE  FITZBOODLB  PAPERS, 
«EC.    5.  SKETCH  BOOKS     S.  CONTRIBUTIONS  TO  "PUNCH,"  CC. 
Bookman    -"  lu  her  new  biographical  edition  Mrn.  Richmond  Ritchie  gives 
ua  precisely  what  we  want.    Tho  volumes  are  a  pleasure  to  hold  and  to  handle. 
They  are  just  what  we  like  our  ordinary  every-day  Thackeray  to  be.    And 
prelixed  to  each  of  them  we  have  all  that  we  wish  to  know,  or  have  any  right 
lo  know,  about  the  autlior  himself ;  all  the  circumstances,  letters,  and  drawrngs 
which  bear  upon  the  work." 
*«*  A  volume  will  be  issued  each  subsequent  month,  until  the  cntira  Edition 

is  completed  on  April  Uth,  1S90. 

•.*  A  Protpeetaa  of  the  Kditwi,  with  Sptcime*  Pages,  will  te  t*nt  fOtt-frte 

on  application. 


Sptalur.—"  k   nwDioiial   of  om  who   wu  oaliranailly   10 

boloTed Thla  liook  U  no  mare  coltaeUon  ofananlntM.    Tb« 

Uiere,  but  tbey  an  fnaM  by  a  nblto  qnapatby  which  luakaa  Lnekwned*! 
•onality  shine  throogh  Ibcin." 

Daily  Knct.—"'th»  bl<«npbar  haa  nacaud  hia  laak  irilh  ran  sktll 
tact,  and  presontad  hla  nadeim  wtth  »  rtry  InlanaUns  <iiIiib»     I|  la  • 
in  minlatnra,  liul  It  i«  toichad  with  a  skUfnl  ami  taodar  hand." 

PAGES  from  a  PRIVATE  DIARY.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
THE  LIFE  of  CHARLES  STEWART  PARNELL. 

liy  HARRY  O'BBIKN.  With  a  Pnrtrail  and  a  Pacaimila  LsUar.  1  «alaw. 
large  post  nvo,  3U. 

A  LIFE  of  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.    By  Sidney 

LKK,  KdiHr  of  "  Tho  Dictionary  nf  National  Hiography.''  Wtth  1  PivtnUa 
nf  Shakoapaan,  a  Portrait  of  the  Harl  nl  floDthampton,  and  fVieahnilai  nl 
Sbakespeain'a  known  Signatnrea.    Crown  Hro,  7s.  <kl. 

RHODESIA  and  ITS  GOVERNMENT.     By  H.  0. 

THOMSON,  Author  nf  "Thei'hitml  ('Am|«v,;:u,*-  and  of  "  Tb«  Oatffniiur 
Turk."     With  S  IlliintnitionH  nnd  a  Map.     lArtce  rroim  8ro,  1<¥.  Od. 

THE  POETIOAL  WORKS  of  ROBEBT  BBID018. 

Vol.  (.,  small  ofstwa  Svo,  te. 
(loxTiiCTfl:— ProRitttheua  the  FtrefrlTer;  Krtu  and  Psyche;  aoti  Th«  Oo4  of 
Lovo. 

CHARLES  LAMB  and  the  LLOYDS.     Edited  by 

K.  V.  LUCAS.  With  PortmiU  and  a  Paalmile  Latter.  Soall  mat 
8ro,  Bh. 

THE    MUSICIAN'S    PILGRIMAGE:  a    Study  in 

Artistic  Dovelopmoni.  By  J.  A.  KUl-LER-MAIThAND.  .Small  cn>wn 
dvo,  6s. 

INTRODUCTION  to  the  STUDY  of  the  RENAIS- 

SANCK.     By  Mrs.  LILIAN  F.  FIKI,n.    Crown  hvo,  e». 

THE  SEPOY  MUTINY  as  SEEN  by  a  SUBALTERN 

Inmi  DELHI  l.i  M'CKXOW.  Ity  Colonel  Kl>\VAIM>  VIHARr.  ■»•.  trh 
ft  I'nrtmit,  ii  Phin.  tinfl  10  ntiwtrati'in-*.     Ijir^r  rr^wn  ""vo.  7^  'Vl. 

THE  CRUISE  of  the   "CACHALOT."     By   F.   T. 

HULLKN.    With  8  Illnstratlona  and  a  t'liart.     |j\rijc  i^t*!  •<v  ..  -..  .v| 

BRITISH    RULE    and    MODERN  POLITICS:  an 

Historical  Study.  By  the  Hon.  A.  .-!.  Ii.  lANNINC,  Author  nf  "Tho 
Divided  Irish,"  "  History  in  Fact  and  Fiction,"  Jtc.  Large  crown  wo, 
7s.  ltd. 

IDLEHURST  :   a  Journal   Kept  in  the  Country 

By  JOHN   HAL8HAM.     Cniwn  8to,  «■>. 

NEW   AND  CHEAPER   EDITION.     Square  Iiim\  ».    lil. 

THE  ROSE  and  the  RING.    By  W.  M  Thackeray. 

NSW  KDITION  OF  "  THK  RING  AND  THE   BOOK." 

With  3  Portraits  and  IJ  Fall-Page  Ilhutratinn.     J.nrvi  crv)wn  iro.  *«  ftl. 

THE  RING  and  the  BOOK.    By  Robert  Browning. 

A  Reprint  in  the  Original  Pnrm  nf  Thatktrag'M  PopnUw  rkriilmat  Stnrg. 
With  13  Coloured  Illustrations.     Fcap.  4lo,  7*.  «d. 

MRS.  PERKINSS  BALL.     By  M.  A  Titmarsh. 


3^T  E  -^7^        3Sr  O  "V"  B  Xi  S- 
THE    RED   AXE.     By  S.  R.  Crockett,   Author  of   "  Tho  Raiders,"   ' •  Cleg  KeUy,"  &c. 

With  8  Kull-l'iiKc  Illustmtions.    Crown  Svo,  6s.  [Oa  Ottatrr  1*. 

THE    CASTLE    INN.      By  SrANLey  J.  Wey.man,  Author  of  "  A  Gentleman  of  France," 

"  Shresvsbury,"  ic.     Willi  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  (is.  [0»  .VvmrVr  L 

KATRINA  :    a   Tale   of   the   Karoo.       By   Anna   Howarth,    Author  of    "  Jau :   an 

Afrikjiuder."    Crown  flvo,  Cia.  (Sk»riig, 

%*  Mesws.  SMITH,  ELDER  Sf  CO.  will  bo  happ;/  to  fonaml  a  Copy  of  thtir  CATALOOUE  pott-ftM  on  applieuticm. 

Lonaon :  SMITH,  ELDKR  &  CO.,   15,  Waterloo  Place,  S.W. 
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MESSRS.   METHUENS    NEW  BOOKS. 


Important  Notice. 

THROUGH      ASIA. 

By     SVEH      HEDIN. 

WITH  300  ILLUSTBATIOMS  FROM  FHOTOGBAFHS  AND  SKETCHES  BY  THE  AUTHOB,  AND  6  MAFS. 

Two   Volumes,   royal   .Svo,   3(is.   net. 

Messrs.  Methuen  will  publish  on  (lotober  11th  Dr.  .Sven  Hediii's  account  of  his  Adventures  and  Exploration  in  Central  Asia  during 
the  four  years  from  1893  to  1897.  The  book,  entitled  THBOUOH  ASIA,  is  in  Two  large  Volumes  of  over  1,300  pages,  and  contains  more 
than  300  Illustrations  from  Sketches  and  Photographs  by  the  Author,  besides  Maps  and  Flans.  There  are  also  Two  Photogravure  Portraits 
and  several  Coloured  Plates.  The  aggregate  distance  of"  Dr.  Hedin's  route  was  (v520  miles,  of  which  over  2,000  miles  was  through  country 
which  no  European  had  hitherto  traversed.  The  book  is  full  of  adventurous  incident,  and  though  the  scientific  results  of  this  remaikable 
journey  will  be  fully  treated  in  a  supplementary  volume,  the  present  volumes  are  full  of  scientific  value. 

The  Royal  Geographical  Society  has  conferred  its  chief  Gold  Medal  on  Dr.  Hedin  for  this  journey,  and  no  less  than  thirteen  other 
Societies  have  awarded  him  their  medals.  The  Prince  of  Wales  has  accepted  the  dedication  of  the  book.  THBOUOH  ASIA  is  without 
doubt   one  of  the  most   remarkable  books  of  its  kind  of  this   century. 


THE  PATH  TO  THE  POLE. 

NORTHWARD   OVER  the    GREAT   ICE.     By 

R.  E.  PEARY,    With  over  800  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  338.  not. 

This  iKwk,  the  onlj  cue  iwritten  by  the  great  explorer  who  has  started  on  a 
determined  attempt  to  reach  the  North  Pole,  contains  the  complete  accoant 
of  his  Arctic  exploration,  and  is  of  the  most  absorbing  interest  and  scientific 
value.  It  is  magniflcently  illustrated.  The  Royal  Geographical  Society 
conferred  its  Gold  Metlal  on  the  Author  last  May. 

*'  The  book  is  full  of  interesting  matter— a  tale  of  brave  deeds  simply  told 
abundantly  illustrated  with  prints  and  maps."— >S^andarrf. 

"His.liook  wjU  take  its  place  among  the  permanent  literature  of  Arctic 
exploration."— r^me.*. 

*'  We  know  of  no  work  that  leaves  a  more  vivid  imprestion." 

Pall  Mali  Gazette. 

"  Crowded  with  adventures  and  intensely  interesting."—  World. 

"  An  exciting  and  thoroughly  well-arranged  book."— S^,  James's  Qazette. 

TWENTY  YEARS  in  the   NEAR   EAST,     By 

A.   HULMK   BKAMAN.     Demy  Svo,  10s.  6d.  IShortly. 

A  personal  narrative  of  experiences  in  Syria,  Kgypt,  Turkey,  and  the  Balkan 
Suites,  including  advcntares  in  the  Lebanon,  during  the  bombardment  of 
Alexandria,  the  first  Kgyptian  Campaign,  the  Ddugota  Rxpedition,  the  Cretan 
Insurrection,  kc.  The  dook  also  contains  several  chapters  on  Turkey,  lis 
people,  and  its  Sultan. 

THE    ROMAN    CANON    LAW  in   ENGLAND. 

By  F.  v;.  MATTLANI1,  LL.D.,  DowniiiK  Professor  of  the  Laws  of 
Kiigland  in  the  University  of  (?nmbrid^c.     Royal  8v'o,  7s.  GA. 

\  Shortly. 

THE  LIFE  of  ADMIRAL  SIR  A.  COOPER  KEY. 

By  Admiral  P.  H.  CO  LOM  B.   With  a  Portrait.    Demy  Svo,  18s.  IShorfly. 

ANNALS  of  ETON  COLLEGE.     By  W.  Sterey, 

M.A.    With  numerous  Illustrntions.     Demy  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

VAILIMA.  LETTERS.     By  Egbert  Louis  SravENSOX. 

With  an  Etched  Portrait  by  William  Strang,  and  other  Illustrations. 
Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  68. 

CAMBRIDGE  audits  COLLEGES.    By  A.  Hamilton 

THOMPSON.    With  Illustration  by  E.  H.  New.    Pott  Svo,  3s. ;  leather, 
3s.  M.  net. 
This  book  is  uniform  with  Mr.  Wells's  very  ancoejsful  book,  "  Oxford  and 
its  ColleKes." 

DOCTRINE   and  DEVELOPMENT.     By  Hastings 

RASHDALL,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  New  College,  Oxford.    Crown 
Svo,  68. 
This  volume  consists  of    Twopty   Sermons,  preached  chiefly  before  the 
University  of  Oxford.     Tnev  are  an  attempt  to  translate  Into  the  lanf,'uage 
of  modern  thought  some  of  tlio  leading  ideas  of  Christian  theolugy  and  ethics. 

APOSTOLIC    CHRISTIANITY:    as  lUustrated   by 

the  Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Corinth'ans.  By  H.  H.  HBNSON,  M.A., 
Fellow  of  All  Souls',  Oxford.    Crown  8vo,  68. 

THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  of  the  CHURCH  of 

KNCiLAND.  Edited,  «llh  an  Introduction,  by  E.  C.  S.  GIBSON,  D.D., 
Vicar  of  Leeds,  lute  Principal  of  Wells  Theological  College.  Revised  and 
Cheaper  Eduion  in  one  Volume.    Demy  Svo,  128.  Or], 

IHaiiMooks  of  Theology. 

CARPENTRY  and  JOINERY.     By  F.  C.  Webber. 

With  many  UhistraLiona.    Crown  Svo,  M.  6d.    [Handbooks  of  Technology* 
A  Manual  for  Techniciil  Classes  and  S e It'- instr action. 

PRACTICAL  MECHANICS.     By  Sidney  H.  Wells. 

Illustrated.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  ed.  IHandhonks  nf  Technology. 

UNIVERSITY  and  SOCIAL  SETTLEMENTS. 

-     By  W.  REASON,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  28.  Bd.       \_Soci<U  Question  Scries. 


GILBERT    PARKERS  NEW   BOMANOB. 

THE    BATTLE    of  the    STRONG.      By  Gilbert 

PARKER,  Author  of  "  The  Seats  of  the  Mighty."    Crown  Svo,  as. 
A  romance  of  1798.  [Shortly, 

DOMITIA.      By  S.    Baring   Gould,   Author  of  "The 

Urooni  Squire,"  &c.    Crown  Svo,  6s.    A  Romance  of  Imperial  Rome. 

PEGGY   of  the   BARTONS.     By  B.  M.  Croker, 

Author  of  "  Diana  Harrintrton."    Crowa  8vo,  Cs.  [Third  Edition. 

"  Mrs.  Croker  excels  in  the  admirably  direct  flow  of  her  narrative,  the 
briskness  of  her  dialogue,  and  the  geniality  of  her  portraiture.''— »S/)ec^a^tfr. 

"  It  will  be  eagerly  read." — Vanity  Fair. 

"  It  is  a  bright,  intere-sf-ing  story,  written  with  a  keen  appreciation  of  the 
foibles  of  poor  human  nature."— B/acA:  and  White. 

TO    ARMSP      By  Anbrkw   Balfour,   Author  of   **By 

Stroke  of  Sword."    'inu:itnited.     Crown  Svo,  Os.  [Seamd  Edition. 

"Tbe  marvellouB  perils  thmugh  which  Allan  passes  are  told  in  powerful 
and  lively  fashion."— Pa?{  Mall  Gazette. 

*'  A  work  of  m'ich  cxcallencc  and  engrossing  interest.''— »Srf>^«man. 
*'  A  flue  story  (inoly  told.''—  \'anity  Fair. 

THE    TOWN    TRAVELLER.     By  George  Gissing, 

Author  of  "  Demos,"  "  In  the  Year  of  Jubilee,"  &o.    Crown  8vo,  68. 

^Second  Edition. 

"  Their  [the  characters']  life,  speech,  and  ways  are  the  real  thing.  Plainly 
Mr.  (lissing  has  never  gnt  much  more 'inside'  London  than  here.  The  book 
leaver  no  kind  of  bad  taste  in  the  mouth.  It  is  a  bright  and  witty  book  above 
all  things.    Polly  Soarkes  is  a  splendid  bit  of  work.'— Po(/  Hall  Gazette. 

"  la  'The  Town 'TravWer '  he  has  not  only  siven  us  a  story  with  a  happy 
endinn,  but  one  which  is  in  the  main  sutfusid  with  oneerfulness.  and  occasion- 
ally mounts  to  the  plane  of  positive  hilarity.  Gammon  is  excellent  company  ; 
BO,  too,  is  the  fiery-tempered  programme-seller  Polly  Sparkes." — Spectator. 

"  It  is  thorough,  and  it  does  not  contain  a  passage  that  shows  scamped  or 
careles.)  work." — Atlienteum. 

THE    JOURNALIST.       By  C.   F.   Kbary.       Crown 

Svo,  Gs. 

"  An  excellently-written  story,  told  with  a  sobriety  and  restrained  force 
which  are  worthy  of  all  praise.  Every  other  page  serves  to  prove  the  scholar- 
ship, as  various  as  it  is  aecumte,  of  the  writer."— S/ondord. 

''  Mr.  Koary  has  never  done  better  work  than  this— perhaps  never  so  good. 
It  is  rare  indeed  to  find  such  poetical  sympathy  with  Nature  joined  to  close 
study  of  character  and  singularly  truthful  dialogue— but  then  '  The  Joarnalist ' 
is  altogether  a  rare  book." — Athtnaum. 

"  Pull  of  intellectual  vigour."— S<.  Jatnes'a  Gazette. 

"The  conversation  in  the  book  is  bookish,  bi>yant,  an!  brilliait  to  an 
uucaramon  degree.'"— Scotsman. 

FROM   the   EAST   unto   the   WEST.      By  Jane 

BARLOW,  Author  of  "  Irish  Idylls,"  4c.    Crown  svo,  68. 

DEADMANS.       By  Mary  Gaunt,  Author   of   "Kirk- 

ham's  Find."     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

AN    ENEMY  to   the  KING.      By  E.  N.  Stephens. 

Crown  Svo,  6.s.  [Second  Edition. 

CORRAGEEN    IN    '98.       By   Mrs.    Orpen.       Crown 

8vo,  6s. 

ANANIAS.       By    the    Hon.   Mrs.    Al.\n    Brodrick. 

Crown  Svo,  Os. 

THE  PLUNDER  PIT.      By  J.  Keighley  Snowden. 

Crown  8vo,  6.s. 

OWD  BOB.  the  GREY  DOG  of  KENMUIR.    By 

ALFRED  OLLIV.VNT.    Crown  Svo,  68. 


Messrs.    Meihuen' a  hew  Book  Qazefte  and  Catalogue  sent  to  any  address. 


METHUEN    &   CO.)    36,   Essex  Street,   Strand,    W.C. 
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XXXVIII.— John  Ruskin. 

As  a  publicly  acknowledg^ed  teacher,  Mr.  Ruskin  was, 
and  is  not,  and  apparently  sliall  he  again.  For  it  is 
said  tliat  amotif,'  the  rising  generation  of  art  students  his 
name  is  great.  The  sale  of  his  books  has  never  ceased, 
and  with  tlio  continually  extending  circle  of  his  readers 
his  time  is  bound  to  come  again.  Ruskin,  for  most 
people,  means  Modem  Paintem.  When  Ruskin  is  praised, 
or  Euskin's  style,  it  is  the  Ruskin  of  those  first  volumes 
to  wliom  men  turn  as  typical.  Yet  if  there  be  but 
one  Ruskin,  he  has  more  than  one  style,  and  more 
than  one  style  which  is  worth  considering.  We  say 
advisedly  "  worth  considering."  For  while  it  is  under- 
stood that  there  is  a  later  Ruskin  with  a  different  style, 
it  is  usually  supposed  that  the  later  deteriorated  from 
the  earlier,  partly  in  substance,  but  still  more  in  style. 
Against  tliis  idea  it  is  full  time  to  enter  a  protest. 

There  are,  it  may  almost  be  said, 
three  styles  in  Ruskin.  The  first 
and  most  i)opular  is  that  of  Modern 
Painters.  There  is  his  later  and 
mature  style;  and  Mr.  Ruskin  him- 
self would  distinguish  a  third,  which 

he  calls  his  last  manner,  and  which 

consists   in  writing  just  as  the  fit 

comes  to  him.     It  may  be  adiiiitted, 

in   effect,  that   there  is   the  hasty 

Ruskin  of  Fors   Clavigera  and  the 

letters    to    newspapers,    as   distin- 
guished  from   the   Ruskin   of   the 

lectures;    but  for  our  purjiose  the 

division  we  have  made  is  sufficient. 
Everyone  knows  the  Ruskin   of 

tho  early  volumes  :  it  is  the  Ruskin 

that  men   love — and   women ;    the 

.style  which  secured  him  celebrity, 

and    still    makes   3fodern   Painters 

the  best  read  of  his  books.     It  is  a 

style  of  full  and  copious  eloquence, 

based   on    the    great    seventeenth 

century    writers,    the    masters    of 

rhytlimic  prose.     The  sentences  are 

stately    and  involved,    holding   in 

suspension  a  multitude  of  clauses, 

and  are  sometimes  of  a  length  at 

which  Mr.  Ruskin  himself,  in  later 

days,    held   up    hands    of    playful 

protest.     What  he  had  to  say  was 

said  with   abounding  words,    with 

small  attempt  at  succinctness.     But 

what    doubtless    contributed,    and 


contributOH,  to  secure  iU  pantiiu>uiit  populnrity  wu  ih* 
numerous  deaoripdoiu  qt  nature  io  which  it  •hounds,  offar- 
ing  full  8<«po  for  hia  fancy,  his  inuiginMtiim,  and  hi* 
brilliant  redundance  of  diction.  Thtm  wen  thing*  which 
could  be  followed  and  enjoy^l  by  any  fniriy  cultivated 
reader.  They  appoale«l  also,  and  still  oppoal,  u>  wooms 
—no  bad  barometer  of  popular  taat«.  In  tli«  fUnin 
Agr»ites  (a  collection  made  by  a  woman)  paaMgna  of 
sentiment  and  natural  doMcription  largely  predominate- 
as  Mr.  Ruskin  himself  gently  dppre(«to«  in  the  preface 
to  that  selection  from  Modern  Painter:  This,  we  susixyt, 
rather  than  any  abstract  preferences  as  to  stylo,  or  for  his 
earlier  art-views  rather  than  his  later,  explains  the  greater 
vogue  of  the  early  book.  It  seems  useless  to  quote  specimens 
from  a  work  so  well  known.  All  have  seen,  for  example, 
at  least  in  quotation,  the  splendid  passage  on  cloud.  But 
we  have  the  sweep,  exuberance,  and  splendour  in  this 
example  : 

(freen  field,  ajid  glowing  rock,  and  glancing  stream- 
let, all  slope  together  in  tlip  sunshine  t4>wanls  the 
brows  of  ravines,  where  the  pines  take  up  their  own 
dominion  of  saddened  shade;  and  with  everlasting 
r<>nr  in  tho  twilight  the  stronger  currents  thunder 
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down,  pale  from  the  glaciers,  filling  all  their  chasms 
with  enchanted  cold,  beating  themselves  to  pieces 
against  the  great  rocks  that  they  have  themselves 
cast  down,  and  forcing  fierce  way  beneath  their 
ghastly  poise. 

As  the  power  of  this  is  obvious  —  its  command  of 
pictorial  phrase,  such  as  the  lovely  "  enchanted  cold,"  its 
ardour  and  swell  of  sound-;— so  also  are  the  defects  to 
which  it  is  exposed,  and  which  Mr.  Ruskin  does  not  always 
escape.  Sometimes  he  is  betrayed  into  a  touch  of  slightly 
obvious  sentiment,  of  somewhat  weak  fancy — as  when  he 
speaks  of  foam  "like  the  veil  of  some  sea  spirit."  It  is 
the  defect  and  the  strength  of  youth. 

Mr.  Euskin's  less  regarded  later  style,  if  without  the 
redundant  splendour,  is  to  our  thinking  more  exquisite,  as 
it  is  certainly  more  mature.  It  appeals,  one  can  under- 
stand, less  to  the  many.  The  flash  and  spray  of  many- 
tinted  language  lie  forsakes.  But  there  is  a  quieter,  closer, 
more  intimate  beauty  of  diction,  a  research  of  simplicitj' 
and  directness.  Not  that  he  confines  himself  to  Anglo- 
Saxon;  he  will  use  such  a  word  as  "accipi trine"  un- 
hesitatingly, when  it  is  in  the  right  place.  The  simplicity 
is  in  the  fewness  of  words,  as  compared  with  the  early 
copiousness,  the  endeavour  after  conciseness  and  pregnancy, 
the  closeness  between  word  and  idea.  The  sentence- 
structure  correspondingly  alters  ;  the  toiTentuous  sentence 
disappears,  with  its  multitudinous  members,  and  instead 
we  have  sentences  mostly  short,  direct,  of  limpid  flow.  Yet 
when  he  uses  a  longer  sentence,  nothing  can  exceed  its 
skill ;  the  charm  of  the  diction,  the  sweet  grace  of  move- 
ment, the  lovely  shepherding  of  ordered  clauses.  Take 
this  quite  average  example — there  are  many  much  finer : 

As  this  ghastly  phantasy  of  death  is  to  the  mighty 
clouds  of  which  it  is  written,  "  The  chariots  of  God  are 
twenty  thousand,  even  thousands  of  angels,"  are  the 
fates  to  which  your  passion  may  condemn  you — or 
your  resolution  raise.  You  may  drift  with  the  phrenzy 
of  the  whirlwind — or  be  fastened  for  your  part  in  the 
pacified  effulgence  of  the  sky.  Will  you  not  let  your 
lives  bo  lifted  up,  in  fruitful  rain  for  the  earth,  in 
scatheless  snow  to  the  sunshine  —  so  blessing  the 
years  to  come,  when  the  surest  knowledge  of  England 
shall  be  of  the  will  of  her  Heavenly  Father,  and  the 
purest  heart  of  England  be  the  inheritance  of  her 
simplest  children  ? 

The  difference  between  the  tranquil,  pellucid  beauty  of 
this  and  the  tumult  of  our  previoiislj'  quoted  passage 
must  be  evident  at  once.  But  another  charm  in  the  later 
Ruskin  is  the  greater  variety  of  range  and  mood.  There 
are  passages  in  which  he  displays  a  delightful  playfulness  ; 
others,  again,  of  an  exquisite  Socratic  irony.  Indeed, 
Plato  seems  to  us  largely  to  have  influenced  the  style  of 
his  lectures.  A  quite  Greek  mingling  of  elegance, 
simplicity,  austerity  and  winning  grace,  presides  over 
manya-pag&of -these  Oxford  orother  addresses.  Often  they 
give  the  best  English  idea  we  know  of  a  page  from 
Plato. 


When  all  these  qualities  are  made  the  medium  of 
high  thinking,  fine  and  saddened  feeling,  noble  exhorta- 
tion, rare,  if  rather  capricious  taste,  and  wide  know- 
ledge, the  result  is  work  captivating  and  authoritative 
for  all  time.  Wise,  inconsistent,  polished,  spontaneous, 
freakish,  exasperating,  irresistible,  Ruskin  is  a  treasure 
for  the  man  of  understanding — and  perdition  for  the  fool. 
He  should  be  in  aU  hands,  except  those  that  would  bum 
their  fingers  with  him.  For  Ruskin  is  decidedly  of  private 
interpretation,  and  they  who  foUow  him  blindly  will  fall 
into  the  pit. 


The  Contributors'  Playground. 


[  Coniribtitiom  for  The  Contributors'  Playground  munt  be 
signed,  and  shmild  not  exceed  800  words.^ 


Hamlet  and  Ophelia. 

Did  Hamlet  treat  Ophelia  heartlessly  ?  He  has  lain  under 
an  obstinate  imputation  that  he  did.  The  one  adequate 
defence  brought  forward  has  been  ignored,  and  commen- 
tators proceed  on  the  ancient  lines,  serenely  assured.  There 
are  two  views.  One  is  that  Hamlet  was  mad — in  which 
case  he  was  irresponsible  for  his  behaviour.  With  that 
view  I  have  no  concern.  Others  hold,  as  I  do,  that 
he  only  feigned  madness;  and  they  can  see  but  one 
explanation  of  his  conduct  towards  Polonius'  daughter. 
They  say  that  he  deliberately  east  off  Ophelia,  and  treated 
lier  with  harsh  scorn,  in  order  to  encourage  the  belief  that 
his  madness  was  caused  by  her  refusal  to  hold  further 
communion  with  him  (as  her  father  had  ordered  her  to 
refuse).  In  which  case  no  special  pleading  can  acquit  him 
of  cruel  disregard  for  her  feelings. 

But  there  is  another  explanation  —  the  true  one,  past 
a  doubt.  It  is,  that  Hamlet  was  really  bitter  against 
Ophelia,  that  his  cutting  gibes  were  meant  in  most  pro- 
found verity.  Consider  the  situation.  He  had  loved  her, 
and  made  love  to  her,  by  word  and  by  letter.  She  had 
admitted  his  vows,  encouraged  his  letters — at  least  by  the 
tacit  encouragement  of  not  discouraging  them.  He  had 
every  reason  to  conceive  that  she  smiled  on  his  suit,  and 
loved  him  in  return.  Suddenly,  without  a  word  of  explana- 
tion, she  denies  him  her  presence,  rejects  his  letters.  What 
could  he  think  ?  The  audience  know  that  she  is  acting  on 
her  father's  bidding,  and  against  her  heart.  But  Hamlet 
knows  it  not.  What  could  he  think,  but  that  he  had  been 
jilted  by  an  inconstant  girl,  who  was  not  what  she  seemed ; 
that  he  had  been  deceived  by  a  being  he  had  deemed 
all  innocence  and  truth  ?  Like  many  a  man,  he  becomes 
disillusionised,  rails  against  her  and  all  the  sex.  At  the 
same  time  he  learns  of  his  father's  murder,  and  the  two 
things  together  increase  his  native  misanthropy,  his  feeling 
that  the  world  is  out  of  joint.  He  has  resolved  to  feign 
madness ;   and  his  real  grief  and  bitterness  present  him 
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vrith  nn  excellent  pretext  to  which  ho  can  ascrilie  it. 
Accordingly  he  does  so,  all  the  more  readily  that  it  allows 
him  to  give  vent  to  his  soreness  against  the  sex  and 
against  hor  in  winged  words,  which  otherwise  would  not 
be  tolerated  in  him.  There  is  no  heartlessness  here,  for 
he  believes  her  to  deserve  it  all. 

Study,  in  this  light,  his  famous  interview  with  Ophelia, 
when  the  king  and  her  father  conceal  themselves  to  listen. 
You  will  see  that  he  begins  quite  naturally,  in  the  tone  of 
an  aggrieved  and  wronged  lover.  "  I  did  love  you  once." 
He  follows  it  with  bitter  cynicism,  the  fruit  of  destroyetl 
faith,  affecting  to  include  himself  in  his  sarcasms  on  man- 
kind's inconstancy,  which  are  really  inspired  by  her 
supposed  fickleness.  Then  he  discovers  her  father's 
lurking  presence.  He  questions  her ;  she  denies  it.  Her 
father  is  at  homo.  Worse  and  worse  !  She  has  not  only 
jilted  him,  she  has  plotted  with  her  father  to  betray  him, 
and  has  lied  to  him.  He  at  onco  roassumes  his  madness, 
with  an  added  extravagance  caused  by  his  pierced  heart,  and 
pours  out  wild  invective  on  her  sex — through  which  you 
can  see  the  pangs  of  his  wounded  soul.  Follow  this  clue 
tlirough  the  play,  and  you  will  see  that  it  is  right,  that  it 
is  indeed  the  key. 

Fkancis  Thompson. 


"  Mary  Had  a  Little  Lamb." 

An  Experiment  in  Parody. 

I. 

Parody  as  a  rule,  it  has  been  objected,  does  not  go  far 
enough.  Having  caught  something  of  the  victim's  style, 
and  perverted  a  few  of  his  sentiments,  it  is  satisfied.  In 
tlie  trifles  that  will  form  this  series,  bj'  making  all  the 
writers  start  from  precisely  the  same  point  an  attempt 
has  been  made  to  catch  also  the  individual  outlook. 

The  supposition  is  that  to  each  of  the  authors  concerned 
the  simple  statement,  "  Mary  had  a  little  lamb,"  has  been 
offered  for  characteristic  treatment.  To  one  it  suggests  one 
thing,  to  another  another. 

^r.  Maeterlinck,  it  seems,  heard  the  words  indistinctly, 
and  turned  them  at  once  into  the  title  of  a  play,  from 
which  wo  are  enabled  to  quote,  in  translation,  a  scene 
herf  and  there  : 

MARIAD    ET    LYTTELAMME. 
A  Drama  in  Five  Acts, 
persons  of  the  play. 
Lyttelamme. 

MaRIAI). 

Missispatte. 

Migraine  {Missispatte^ s  great-grandmother). 

The  Second  Bund  Policeman. 

A  Snow  Shoveller. 

Act  I. 
Scene  1. — A  ruined  cattle. 
Lyttelamme. 
Why  do  you  not  send  the  child  away,  Mariad  ? 


Mariaii. 
No,  no,  Lyttelamme,  let  her  »tajr, 

Lyttkl-imme. 
I3ut  she  will  hear  me  make  lovo.     I  do  not  like  ebUtlren 
to  hear  mo  make  lure,  Mariad.     Why  do  you  nut  ««ad  bar 

away? 

Ma  HI  All. 
No,  no,  Lyttelamme.     She  is  10  urnall  .  .  .  hi>r  h«nd» 
are  like  little  whito  birds.     \M  hor  atay. 

MissisrATTE. 
0,  the  beautiful  apples,  so  green,  so  green  I     They  are 
like  mermaid's  eyes,  they  are  eo  green.    And  hard!     I  did 
not  know  that  anything  could  \>e  so  hartl.      <),  they  are 
as  hard  as  .  .  .  hearts. 

MioRAiirz. 
Do  not  eat  tliem,  Missispatte.      They  will  give  you  a 
pain.     You  do  not  know  what  pain  they  will  gfire  you. 

MaHIAI). 

No,  little  one,  do  not  eat  tliem.     I  ato  them  once.  .  .  . 
Do  you  remember,  Lyttelamme,  I  was  so  ill,  ao  ill  .  .  . 

Lyttelamme. 
Yes,  and  the  doctor  came  on  his /great  white  horse 
white  as  a  beautiful  white  bird.      I  did  not  know  that  a 
horse  could  be  so  white. 

Missispatte. 
But  they  are  so  green  and  hard.     I  must  eat  one. 

MlORAINK. 

Take  care  !  take  care  ! 

Missispatte. 
Ah  !  I  have  eaten  one.     I  did  not  mean  to  eat  it.     But 
suddenly  .  .  .  before  I  could  think  ...  I  had  swallowed  it. 

Lyttelamme. 
This  is  terrible.     I  knew  that  something  would  hapiwo. 


0-o-o-o-o-h  I 
Hush: 
0-o-o-o-o-h ! 


Act  IIL 
Scene  14. — A  d«rk  wood. 

Missispatte. 

I  am  not 

Makiad. 

Missispatte. 
I  am  not 

Lyttelamme. 


Hush! 
0-o-o-o-o-h ! 


Missispatte. 
I  am  not 

Migraine. 
Hush !      I  know  what  3-0U  would  !^y.      I  have  heard 
it  before.     You  have  said  nothing  elsf  ever  since  that  night 
in  tlie  castle.     You  should  not  have  eaten  that  appl<*. 

The  Second  Bund  Pouckmax. 
We  have  heard  it  before. 

The  Snow  Shoveixer. 
We  have  heard  it  liefore. 
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MiSSISrATTE. 

0-0-0-0-o-h !     I  am  not 


All. 


Hush!  hush! 


Act  Y. 
Scene  7. — A  bedroom  in  the  turret. 

MiSSISPATTE. 

Hark  '  what  was  that  ? 

Migraine. 
Only  the  snow-shoveller,  shovelling  the  snow. 

MiSSISPATTE. 

Ah  !  how  he  scrapes :  it  is  terrible.  The  beautiful  white 
snow,  to  be  shovelled  and  shovelled !  Soon  he  will  come 
for  money.     It  is  terrible.     Hark  !  what  was  that? 

Migraine. 
Only  the  blind  policeman  on  his  beat. 

MiSSISPATTE. 

But  it  was  the  sound  of  wheels. 

Migraine. 
Of  wheels  ? 

MiSSISPATTE. 

Yes,  of  wheels. 

Migraine. 
I  hesrd  no  wheels. 

MiSSISPATTE. 

Yes,  it  was  the  sound  of  wheels.  Now  there  are  quick 
steps  .  .  .  they  are  coming  nearer  .  .  .  nearer  .  .  .  Ah, 

is  it  .  .  .  ?  is  it  .  .  .  ? 

Migraine. 
It  is  the  doctor.     You  should  not  have  eaten  that  apple. 

MiSSISPATTE. 

The  doctor !     0-o-o-o-o-h !     I  am  not 

Migraine. 
Hush  !     You  will  be  happy  soon. 


Things  Seen. 

Intention. 

Suddenly  a  bell  clanged  over  the  sleepy  village.  The 
stout  man,  in  shepherd's  -  plaid  trousers,  who  was 
serving  me  with  groceries  gasped  :  then  he  Hfted 
himself,  hastily,  heavily,  over  the  counter  and,  snatch- 
ing a  fireman's  helmet  and  belt  from  a  peg,  made 
off.  Women  in  white  aprons  appeared  at  the  doors  of 
cottages,  children  raced  up  the  street;  their  fathers 
followed,  transforming  themselves  into  firemen  as  they 
ran.  The  engine  was  dragged  from  a  dim  shed  of  the 
inn-yard,  two  omnibus  horses  were  chivied  from  the 
stables,  the  brigade,  one  of  them  smoking  a  pipe, 
clambered  to  their  seats,  the  driver  of  the  railway  'bus 
seized  the  reins,  a  whip  cracked,  and  the  errand  of  salvage 
and  mercj'  was  begun, 


Ponderously  the  procession  rumbled  countrywards.  I 
followed  on  a  bicycle.  When  we  reached  the  brow 
of  .the  hill  there  was  the  hayrick  blazing  in  the  valley. 
The  firemen,  who  had  been  trying  on  each  other's  helmets, 
cheered.  We  turned  into  a  side  road,  then  into  a  carter's- 
track,  and  finally  trundled  across  a  ploughed  field.  The 
crackling  reached  our  ears,  the  smoke  blew  in  our  faces. 

Men  and  boys  who  had  run  from  the  village  across 
the  fields  stood  around  the  fire.  Tlie  men  leapt 
from  the  engine ;  the  hose  was  unfastened ;  the  suction 
pipe  was  plunged  into  a  ditch ;  flushed  yokels  seized  the 
pumping-rods  ;  the  fireman  in  shepherd's-plaid  trousers 
thrust  the  nose  of  the  hose  almost  into  the  flames.  Foot 
by  foot  the  hose  bulged  itself  out,  more,  more,  tUl  a  thin 
stream  of  yellow  water  spat  at  the  flames.  For  some 
seconds  it  went  bravely,  then  the  stream  drooped  and 
died.  The  'bus-driver  stared  disconsolately  into  the  dry 
ditch.  "  There's  no  more  water  nearer  than  a  mile,"  said 
a  man  on  a  horse.  One  of  the  firemen  began  to  eat  a  bun, 
another  picked  flowers. 

"What  will  happen  now?"  said  I  to  the  man  on  the 
horse. 

"  Burn  itself  out,"  said  he. 

' '  And  what  would  have  happened  if  these  brave  fellows 
hadn't  been  so  prompt  to  answer  the  fire  bell — if  they 
hadn't  come  at  all  ?  " 

"  Fire  would  have  burnt  itself  out,"  said  he. 

As  I  turned  to  go  the  farmer  who  owned  the  hajoick 
drove  up  in  a  dog-cart  with  a  pail  between  his  knees. 

Accident. 

"  You'll  catch  it  if  you're  quick !  "  said  the  porter. 

At  which  I  smiled,  and  descended  the  stairs  leisurely, 
the  sulphur  meeting  mo.  As  I  stepped  upon  the 
platform  the  train  was  moving.  I  stood  under  a 
lamp,  smiling  again  to  think  that  I  never  hurried.  The 
train  slowed  up.  A  voice  at  the  end  of  the  platform 
shouted.  The  train  stojiped.  A  carriage  door  opened,, 
then  another,  and  a  third.  Heads  looked  out.  Some  of 
the  passengers  leant  forward  peering  anxiously  up  and 
down  the  platform,  others  alighted.  I  stood  still  under 
the  lamp  ;  the  sensation  of  calamity  grew.  A  porter  came 
out  of  the  fog,  and  ran  past  me,  head  down,  to  the  end  of 
the  platform.  People  followed  hiiA — more,  more — where 
they  came  from  I  knew  not,  for  the  platform  was  deserted 
a  moment  before  !  I  stood  still.  I  avoid  looking  on 
horrid  things.  I  stood  still,  between  the  hun-ying  sight- 
seers, like  an  eyot  on  the  Thames.  Two  of  them,  a 
woman  and  a  little  fat  man  with  a  double  chin,  came 
running  back.  The  man  staggered  and  fell  fainting  at 
my  feet. 

"  He  shouldn't  'ave  looked,"  said  the  woman  angrily 
to  me. 

"  He  shouldn't  have  looked,"  I  echoed,  helping  her  to 
raise  him. 

A  girl,  in  tears,  caught  my  arm  :  ' '  How  shall  I  get  to- 
Hammersmith  if  this  train  doesn't  go  on !  " 
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"  The  train  can't  move,"  the  bookstall  boy  said,  in  an 
awful  undertone,  "  he's  jammed  between  the  footboard 
and  the  platform." 

I  stood  still.  Presently  the  guard  shouted  across  the 
lino:  "Jim,  d'you  hear?    Just  bring  over  your  saw." 


Crosses  ! 


lie  was  a  magnificent  man.  Like  a  peacock  in  a 
farmyard  he  moved  among  the  other  waiters.  Kound  his 
neck  hung  an  ornate  chain  supporting  a  fat  badge  which 
dangled  on  his  ample  breast.  The  letter  "W"  was 
engraved  thereon.  It  signified  "Wine."  He  was  the 
Wine  Waiter  of  the  hotel — the  imperious,  detached,  un- 
l)ending  Wine  Waiter.  When  my  turn  came,  when  he 
stood  before  my  table,  I  lost  my  head,  and  ordered 
something  with  a  silly  name  and  very  costly.  But  it 
pleased  him,  for  when  my  fellow-diners  had  gone  ho 
stood  by  my  table  again,  like  one  who,  toil  being 
over,  would  talk.  The  wine  had  given  me  courage. 
I  spoke  of  the  phenomenal  weather,  then  of  my  fellow- 
guests.  "Who  was  the  man  sitting  alone  at  the  big 
table?"  I  asked;  "the  man  who  looked  as  if  his  food 
didn't  nourish  him  ?  "  The  Wine  Waiter  shook  his  majestic 
head  mournfully.  "Millionaire — dyspeptic.  He  has  the 
best  chef  in  London — ^the  finest  wines  in  the  world,  but  a 
hopeless  dyspeptic.  Can't  eat !  Can't  drink  !  Ah,  ah,  sir," 
and  for  the  first  time  there  was  a  note  of  real  sincerity  in 
his  voice,  "we  all  have  our  crosses!"  I  acquiesced,  and 
retired  early  to  bed.  At  six  I  arose,  intent  on  a  swim  in  the 
sea.  As  the  front  door  was  locked,  I  went  through  the  kitchen 
offices,  and,  in  a  shed,  saw  a  man  clad  in  a  rough,  green- 
V)aize,  all-over  apron,  cleaning  boots.  It  was  the  Wine 
Waiter.  He  coloured  and  hid  his  face  behind  a  Wellington 
hoot.  I,  too,  averted  my  head,  and  tugged  at  the  bolt  of  the 
garden  gate.  "  Yes,  yes,"  I  thought,  as  the  door  swung 
back  on  its  hinges,  "we  all  have  our  crosses." 


Magnanimity! 

As  the  carrier  had  given  me  a  lift  in  his  primitive  cart, 
I  made  myself  agreeable  and  showed  an  interest  in  the 
country  through  which  we  jolted.  "Now,  that's  a  fine 
house,"  said  I.  "  Who  Uves  there  ?  "  "  Mr.  WeevU,"  he 
replied,  "  Roman  Catholic  gentleman— very  rich  gentle- 
man.  He  built  the  big  church  over  there  on  the  hill, 
hut  they  only  keep  two  priests."  "Have  you  many 
Koman  Catholics  in  this  part  of  the  country?"  said  I. 
The  little  carrier  shook  his  head  and  cocked  his  hat  at 
a  woman  whose  face  peeped  from  a  cottage  window: 
"  Thirty,  perhaps  forty !  "  He  paused  to  flick  a  fly  off 
the  pony's  oar,  and  missed  it  by  a  foot.  "  Thirty,  perhaps 
forty,"  he  repeated.  Suddenly  he  liftml  his  wizened 
face  to  mine— "Lor'  bless  you,  sir,  they're  no  worse 
than  we  are." 


The  Honours  ot  Death. 

By  Georges  D'Esparbes. 

"  What  is  it  they're  saying — that  you're  off  to  th«  w«r«?** 

"  No,  Fogt^re.     I'm  going  out  for  a  drive  in  my  •■■rt" 

"  And  the  cart — the  cabriolet — where  do«i  it  c»inie 
from  ?    I'm  only  acquainted  with  your  *o/i." 

"It's  the  ManhioneM  herself  who  haa  done  me  the 
honour,  along  with  the  pretty  '  miUefloum '  horse  witli  « 
touch  of  flame  at  the  tip  of  ita  noce.  She  ia  wild  altout 
the  boulevanls,  and  must  throw  me  a  *  How  d'y  do  ? '  there 
every  afternoon." 

"  Then  the  glory  of  war " 

Tlie  Viscount  rose. 

"  You  plague  me  with  your  chatter.  What'a  the  war  t/> 
mo  ?    Hold  !     Have  a  look  at  this  me<lallion." 

"Whose?" 

"Oh,  a  trinket." 

His  friend  lent  over.  The  Viscount  of  Aviaaeau  ahowed 
the  portrait. 

"  'Tis  a  sweetmeat,"  said  M.  de  Fog^re. 

They  drove  off  in  the  cabriolet. 

The  little  Viscount  of  Avisseau  waa  twenty-three;  he 
had  six  unstresses,  whom  ho  publicly  saluted  according  to 
the  fashion— without  resen-e.  On  that  day  every  kind  of 
vehicle  of  the  boulevard  stopjied  him — chaise,  lounge,  vis- 
a-vis,  sabot,  monkey-bottomed  Berlin,  dray — and  charm- 
ing heads  were  thrust  forth. 

"  Well,  anil  this  rumour  ?    80  you  are  off  ?  " 

"  Come  to  iuy  letit  and  I'll  recommend  you  to  our  good 
Soubiso.     Poor  old  fellow  \  " 

"  On  the  warpath  ?  " 

A  thousand  smiles,  a  thousand  airj-  farewella  flew  round 
about  his  pretty  horse. 

"  Good  Lonl !     What  bravery !  " 

"  And  whore  are  they  sending  you  ?  " 

"I  correspond  with  Marshal  d'Estreee.  I  pray  j-ou 
make  use  of  me." 

"  Wc  hear  sad  news " 

"  You  will  come  back  to  us  colonel?  " 

"  My  love !  " 

The  worrieil  Viscount  drove  on  ahead,  but  the  loungOTS 
seizetl  hold  of  him.  Cavaliers  and  soldiers,  priests  and 
lawyers,  several  women  on  foot,  simi^ering  creatures,  and 
even  a  little  burgess,  who  called  him  her  giant. 

"You  mustn't  join  your  comiviny  before  coming  once 
more  to  the  Maillard  Coffee-house." 

She  flung  him  her  address. 

"  But  what's  the  matter  wiUi  them  aU  that  they  long 
to  see  me  off  to  the  wars,  grimy  an.l  worn-out  ?  At  least, 
if  I  had  been  to  the  school  of  the  Light-Horse " 

"  You  haven't  asked  for  anything?"  queried  de  Fog^re. 

"Don't  bother  me,"  shouteil  the  Viscount     "I  hare 
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.  asked  for  nothing  but  peace.      They  -want  me  to  fight. 
Well,  I  shan't  leave  the  Marchioness." 

At  that  very  moment  she  passed.  "  No,  my  dear 
trouble,  don't  forsake  me,"  said  the  tip  of  her  nose. 
"Leave  that  dreadful  cabriolet  and  end  your  promenade 
at  my  side." 

The  door  on  the  right  opened.  A  puff  of  powder  was 
exhaled  from  within.  All  was  perfume.  The  lover  sprang 
up — and  it  was  not  a  woman  who  received  him  ;  it  was  a 
laugh,  a  ruffle  of  drapery. 

"  What  is  it  they're  saying — that  you're  off  ?  " 
"  Who  told  you  so  ?  " 

"  The  Duke  of  Cosse,  who  rode  last  Simday  to  the 
chase  in  the  King's  carriage.  Giddy  pate,  but  it  is  a 
wonder.     Have  you  thought  of  jour  equipment  ?  " 

"  I'm  not  going,"  cried  the  Viscount.  "  Who  told  you 
I  was  ?  " 

She  burst  oiit  laughing. 

"  The  cream  of  Saxony  !  Oh,  he  has  a  will  of  his  own. 
I  am  dying  of  the  very  fun  of  it.  And  the  lustre  of  your 
house,  have  you  forgotten  that  ?  But  it  is  settled.  You 
go  because  I  wish  it." 

"  Leave  you  like  that !     Never." 
The  Marchioness  rubbed  his  ear. 

"Adorable!  While  you  are  fighting  I'll  go  and  look 
at  my  meadows.  Thus  we  shall  both  be  making  our 
campaign.     Not  another  word." 

"  But  I  am  not  going.  I  will  not  go  !  What  have  I  to 
do  with  all  those  madmen  ?  I  no  longer  know  how  to 
ride.  I  can't  sit  on  horseback.  I  have  paljiitations,  and 
at  the  theatre  I  worry  the  players  with  my  cough.  A  fine 
soldier  who  must  be  coddled,  followed  by  a  boxful  of 
lozenges,  of  woollen  garments,  of  soft  linen !  You  are  fit 
to  be  painted.  Where  have  you  come  from,  divine 
creature,  with  such  ideas  ?  " 

"  I  come  from  the  King's  Confessor " 

"  Father  Desmanot  ?  " 

"  — Who,  on  my  advice,  has  obtained  for  you  a 
lieutenancy  in  the  regiment  of  Aquitaine  Infantry.  You 
will  find  it,  my  little  lap-dog,  when  you  go  home.  Now 
kiss  this  hoUow  close  to  my  mouth — not  there,  but  here. 
What  are  you  doing  ?  " 

"I  run   off   to   tear  up  that  brevet.     You  must  have 
lovers  that  you  hide  from  me." 
A  laugh.     A  flick  of  whip ! 

It 

And  the  carriage  roUed  away. " 

*  •  .  .  . 

Nevertheless  he  had  to  go.  When  a  woman  offers  you 
a  dimple  to  kiss,  when  she  retreats,  returns,  teases,  and 
threatens  at  tiie  same  moment,  gives  her  lips,  flicks  hor 
thumb  if  you  but  advance  too  near,  and  when  you  are 
mad  enough  about  her  to  bite  her  little  handkerchief,  then 
there  is  nothing  but  to  obey,  and  d'Avisseau  gave  in. 
Cut  in  two  with  sighs,  he  wrote  to  all  his  old  mistresses, 
went  to  see  the  minister  at  YersaiUes,  took  note  of  the 


date,  sold  off  some  property,  bought  his  equipages^ — two 
carriages  —  filled  them,  and  on  the  morning  of  his 
departure  had  his  hair  dressed  in  brigadier  stylo.  He 
made  a  very  pretty  soldier.  The  Marchioness  gave  him  a 
sword  like  a  walking-stick,  with  her  medallion  in  the 
pommel,  framed  in  emeralds  and  saddened  with  the 
legend,  Souviogne-vous.  Then  the  Boulevard  shouted  with 
laughter. 

"  Poor  Viscount !  " 

"And  the  Marchioness  ?  " 

"  She  is  off  to  join  Cosse,  with  whom  she  is  en- 
raptured." 

D'Avisseau  said  good-bye  and  went  away,  preceded  by 
a  reputation  fit  to  hang  him,  by  scandalous  tales  that  flew 
round  his  baggage,  and,  before  his  arrival,  filled  the  tents 
of  his  company. 

When  he  appeared,  small,  pretty,  surprised,  charged 
with  sweetmeats,  covered  with  powder,  and  all  ashiver 
in  laces,  the  regiment  joked  and  jested.  He  had  all  the 
manners  of  the  supper-table  ;  bit  his  lips  and  pinched  his 
ears  to  make  them  rosy.  He  was  haughty,  had  a  way  of 
speaking  through  his  nose,  of  puffing  out  his  words,  of 
muttering  through  his  teeth,  that  caused  roars  of  laughter, 
and  astounded  the  veterans  (thDse  of  Louis  XIV.),  making 
them  shrug  their  broad  shoulders.  When  he  mounted  he 
fell  off,  so  then  thej'  gave  him  a  broken-down  twentj'- 
year-old  beast  accustomed  to  women.  Even  then  he  oiAy 
kept  on  uneasily.     They  shuddered. 

The  army  was  then  in  full  march,  counter-march, 
outpost  hostilities,  skirmishes.  M.  d'Avisseau  was 
qidckly  recognised ;  he  entered  among  his  company  as 
into  a  drawing-room,  with  handkerchief  daintily  caught 
between  fingers,  and  divined  that  he  was  ridicidous.  His 
light  heart  felt  the  pain  of  it ;  but,  j)roud,  he  said  nothing. 

His  captains  looked  down  upon  him,  his  colonel  ignored 
him.     One  of  his  servants  having  shown  his  sword,  the 
medallion  was  examined,  and  the  regiment  said : 
"  Look  at  the  child's  plaything." 

It  was  handed  round,  each  one  taking  it  gingerly  at  the 
point  like  a  needle.  A  cadet  read  the  legend,  and  made  a 
song  of  it.  That  evening  it  was  shouted  abroad.  The 
lieutenant,  who  heard  it,  took  up  his  sword,  mounted  a 
waggon,  which  he  trimmed  with  cushions,  and  went  off  to 
the  Marshal. 

"  My  lord,"  he  said,  "  I  don't  know  what  is  going  on  in 
the  regiment,  but  I  am  treated  as  an  interloper.  Am  I  in 
anybody's  way  ?  " 

"  You  are  in  nobody's  way,  !M.  d'Avisseau.  And  since 
it  pleases  you  to  know  the  reason  of  a — merited  disgrace, 
let  me  tell  you  that  you  offend  against  military  feeling. 
You  bring  to  the  regiment  all  that  I  pride  myself  on 
warning  it  against :  the  taste  for  comfort  and  drawing- 
room  futilities.  What  disposes  the  soldiers  against  you  is 
the  fact  that  you  are  not  a  soldier." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  the  Viscount  gentlj'. 
He  began  his  plaint  anew. 
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"  I've  forjj^otten  how  to  rido,  my  lord;  I  can't  koop  in 
tho  saddle.  I  have  palpitations  at  the  theatre  and  I  plague 
the  players  with  my  cough;  I  need  woollen  adjustments, 
cough  drops,  soft  linon " 

Tho  Marshal  interrupted  him  : 

"  Wliat  language !  An  officer!  Before  me!  My  duty 
is  to  send  you  away  in  disgrace.  l?ut  I  can't  let  this  roach 
tho  army.  You  are  a  d'Avisseau,  of  a  good  stock,  liut 
your  gi'oans!  The  armj-,  sir,  is  synonymous  with 
sacrifice." 

The  Viscount's  lozengo  was  changed  to  a  drop  of  salt. 

"  You  don't  understand  uie,  my  lord.  What  I  dread  is 
simply  fatigue.  Except  the  worries,  the  perspiration,  tho 
woar  and  toar,  I  fear  nothing  else  of  war.  Do  mo  the 
lionour  of  giving  me  a  perilous  post,  but  where  there 
will  bo  no  physical  resistance  to  display.  No  contortions, 
but  just  a  walk  and  danger.  Better  still,  for  the  danger 
onoo  affronted,  it  woidd  please  mc,  my  lord,  to  overstep 
it." 

Ho  swallowed  a  lozenge,  coughed  twice,  elegantly,  and 
said  : 

"  So  that  I  am  not  put  out  of  breath," 

"Ah,"  said  the  Marshal,  who  puffed  a  free  breath,  "I 
am  at  ease.     I  thought  you  were  afraid." 

Tho  Viscount  smiled. 

"I  am  d'Avisseau,"  he  said  finely, 

"Sit  down!" 

"A  thousaiid  thanks." 

The  Viscount  stretched  himself. 

The  Marshal  said,  turning  over  leaves :  "  I  can't  find — 
there's  certainly  something — but " 

"  Dari>  it,  my  lord.     Shall  I  incur  ?  " 

"  No,  but " 

"  Do  me  the  honour  to  toll  mo  then." 

"  Well,  there  is  danger  of  life " 

Little  d'Avisseau  was  sublime.     He  looked  amazed. 

"  Well,  my  lord  ?  " 

Then  suddenly  tlie  Marshal  paled.  He  strode  two  steps 
along  the  chamber. 

"Stand  up,  lieutenant." 

D'Avisseau  stood  up. 

"  I  know  that  you  speak  Gorman  well." 

"Yes,  Marshal." 

"  You  will  dress  yourself  in  a  Prussian  officer's  uniform, 
and  you  will  go  to  the  place  I  indicate." 

"I  see." 

"Furnished  with  an  engineer's  false  passport,  which  I 
have  here,  stolen  from  Prince  Ferdinand,  you  will  approach 
tho  Artillery  EeseiTO  ready  to  start  for  Dresden.  It  is 
enormous.  Look  at  a  few  of  the  figures :  pistols,  infantry 
guns,  rarajiart  guns,  muskets,  tools,  artifices  of  war. 
These  I  needn't  mention.  But  there  are  300  bombs, 
80,000  balls,  50,000  grenades,  70,000  pounds  of  bronze, 
200,000  lbs.  of  load— and  600,000  lis.  0/  powder." 

Tho  Marshal  stopped. 


"Well?"8aidd'AviMeau. 

"  You  will  blow  bU  up." 

"And  afterward*?" 

The  Marshal,  Htupofie<l,  drew  back, 

'"Tia  true,"  suddenly  cried  d'AviaaMU ;  "  afltrvardt  I 
shall  be  dead." 

He  excused  himself  for  liia  heedlMOMM. 

"Pardon,  my  lord.  The  preoccupations  of  hMlth,  mjr 
palpitations " 

"As  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  said  the  Marshal,  "your 
name  will  be  borne  on  the  lists,  and  his  Majeatjr  wiU 
confer  the  rank  of  colonel  on  you.     This  nominatioB         " 

"  Which  I  shall  hear  above " 

"  Will  be  tho  pride  of  the  army,  sir." 

D'Avisseau  bowed,  and  the  Marshal  held  ont  a  packet. 

"  Here  are  the  complementary  explanations.  You  will 
study  them.  Do  me  the  honour  to  embrace  me,  and  go 
and  put  your  papers  in  order." 

Both  men  embraced.  D'Avisseau  took  a  lozenge,  went 
off,  sent  for  the  uniform,  and  found  it  too  heavy.  XaA  as 
the  army  was  marching,  like  the  lounger  ho  was,  he  went 
out  on  tho  road  to  wave  it  farewell. 

It  was  the  morning  of  the  2dth. 

It  debouched  from  the  cantonments,  joyous  in  battle 
array,  as  brilliant  as  a  game  of  cards,  bold  and  perfumed, 
quite  French.  Everywhere  waistcoats  and  blue  ooUan, 
light  basfjues,  flowered  button-holes,  everywhere  coats  of 
the  hues  of  dawn,  salmon,  lilac,  and  silvery ;  everywhere 
gay  greetings  in  ruffles ;  joy  abounding  everywhere. 

This  army  was  divide<l  into  two  lines,  the  second  of 
which  was  under  the  orders  of  MM.  of  Noaillea  and 
de  Monti,  and  charged  to  throw  the  bridges;  while  the 
first  settled  for  battle  on  the  banks  of  the  Aller,  between 
Offen  and  Schwahsen ;  but  as  soon  as  they  saw  the 
Viscount  the  officers  made  a  gesture,  and  brusquely  the 
first  rank  of  cavalry  slackened.    .    .    , 

D'Avisseau  imderstood.  It  was  still  the  old  disdain. 
But  with  a  careless  heart  he  unbuckled  his  little  sword, 
using  it  like  a  cane,  and  leant  on  it  haughtily,  with  his 
left  hand  behind,  the  calf  of  the  leg  cur>-ed  sideway, 
his  three-cornered  hat  under  his  arm  in  deference  to  the 
standards. 

In  the  meantime  a  great  rumour  shook  tlie  ranks ;  the 

flags  were  lowered   and  dratrn  up  again,  citvered  with 

lugubrious  sheaths.     Then  at  once  the  Marshal  was  heard : 

"  For  the  funfral,  gentUmen."      And   with   one   movement 

the  entire  army  bent  low  toward  the  man  who  beforehand 

had  struck  out  his  life. 

,  ,  •  •  ■ 

The  man  did  not  stir.  But  instead  of  the  contempt  he 
expected,  gleaming,  dipped  before  the  dawn,  the  sword  of 
the  Marshal  of  France  saluted  him,  snd  behind,  walking 
in  a  group,  the  generals  imitated  him.  Then  appeared  the 
sombre  drum?,  covere<l  with  crape,  that  beat  the  air 
around  the  coffin  ;  they  marched  past  the  man  as  in  the- 
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very  presence  of  death,  terrible,  sobbing,  secret.  One  by 
one  after  them  the  swords  of  the  ensigns,  the  cornets,  the 
captains,  the  colonels  dipped,  funereal ;  and  the  guns, 
their  muzzles  earthward,  seemed  to  whisper  to  it  the  ^7ord 
of  the  abysm,  of  despair  and  of  mourning.  Thus  passed 
on  slow  heel  and  mute  the  brigades  of  Picardy,  of 
Belzunce,  of  La  Tours  du  Pin,  "  Lyonnais,"  those  of 
the  Cavalry,  the  Cuirassers,  Eoyal,  Eoussillon,  twenty- 
four  pieces  of  campaign,  their  muzzles  open  as  if 
scolding  out  their  menace  ;  others  and  others  still ;  the 
brigades  of  Champagne,  Dauphiny,  Navarre,  and  Auvergne 
— and  all  at  once,  in  a  silence  that  sent  an  icy  thrill  through 
the  air,  the  regiment  of  the  Dead,  the  Aquitaine  Infantrj-, 
whose  men  at  the  sight  of  d'Avisseau,  iincovored  and 
roared.  D'Ayisseau  saluted,  to  put  a  stop  to  it,  with  one 
finger.  He  wiped  his  forehead.  He  seemed  not  to  take 
the  situation  in,  and  upset  with  so  much  noise,  continued 
to  comfort  himself  with  cough  lozenges.  At  last  came  the 
tail  of  the  troops  :  carabineers,  the  Harcourt  Cavalry, 
then  the  ambulances.  The  baggage  soldiers  watched  him 
curiously  as  he  minced  away  in  the  direction  of  the 
deserted  camp,  sprightly,  knocking  off  the  leaves  with 
little  sword  thrusts.  Soon  he  was  lost  to  their  eyes.  And 
that  evening,  when  a  part  of  the  army  entered  Zell,  ten 
thousand  men,  who  knew  the  tale,  sat  in  the  cantonments, 
and,  mute,  with  finger  on  lip,  listened. 

That  evening,  nothing.     It  was  seven  o'clock. 

At  midnight,  nothing. 

At  three  o'clock,  in  full  silence,  just  a  slight  noise,  as  if 
coming  from  afar,  so  far  off,  burst  against  the  strained 
ears  like  a  bubble. 

Boom  ! 

And  all  the  army  bent  uncovered. 


A   Shelley  Discovery. 

Last  Saturday  the  Daily  Chronicle  made  the  announcement 
that  Shelley's  lost  volume  of  youthful  poems,  Original 
Poetry,  by  Victor  and  Cazire,  had  been  discovered,  and 
would  shortly  be  given  to  the  world.  The  existence  of 
these  poems  was  not  known  to  Shelley  students  until  1860, 
or  fifty  years  after  their  publication.  It  was  in  1859  that 
Dr.  Richard  Garnett,  while  examining  an  obscure  publica- 
tion called  StocMale's  Budget,  published  in  1827,  found 
there  Stockdale's  curious  narrative  of  his  dealings  with 
SheUey.  Stoekdale  published  the  Original  Poetry  volume, 
which  he  advertised  as  for  sale  at  3s.  6d.  While  dealing 
with  the  book  he  discovered  that  one  of  the  poems  was  a 
plagiarism  from  Matthew  Gregory  Lewis,  the  author  of 
The  Monk.  Stoekdale  states  that  he  drew  Shelley's  atten- 
tion to  this  fact ;  whereupon  SheUey,  hotly  resenting  "the 
imposition  practised  on  himself  by  his  coadjutor," 
suppressed  the  book. 

A  copy  has  now  turned  up  at  Dorchester,  which  wiU  be 
published  by  Mr.  John  Lane,  under  the  editorship  of  Dr. 
•Garnett.     These  things  being  so,   a  representative  of  the 


AcADE.MY  called  on  Dr.  Garnett  at  the  British  Museum  with 
the  view  of  learning  something  more  about  the  "  find  "  and 
its  significance.  Asked  about  the  circumstances  under  which 
he  first  discovered  the  existence  and  title  of  Shelley's 
book.  Dr.  Garnett  said  : 

"The  existence  of  these  poems  by  Shelley  was  made 
known  to  me  in  the  manner  stated  by  the  Daily  Chronicle, 
but  I  myself  stated  the  facts  more  full}'  in  an  article  which 
I  wrote  in  1 860  for  Macmillan's  Magazine.  You  ask  what 
Stoclcdale's  Budget  is  like.  It  is  a  little,  trumpery,  libellous 
publication,  in  which  Stoekdale  printed  any  scurrilous 
articles  or  gossip  about  well-known  people  which  he  had 
found  in  the  newspapers.  It  seems  that  he  had  lost  caste 
and  credit  by  printing  a  scandalous  book,  a  certain 
Memoirs  of  Harriet  Wilson ;  and  this  '  budget '  was  the 
instrument  by  which  Stoekdale  sought  to  revenge  himself 
on  Society.  His  early  connexion  with  Shelley  would 
naturally  be  matter  for  this  gossipy  publication." 

"Do  you  think  that,  notwithstanding  his  character, 
Stockdale's  account  of  his  relations  with  Shelley  is  to  be 
trusted  ?  " 

"  I  see  no  reason  to  doubt  that ;  but,  naturally,  I  have 
examined  the  matter  judicially  in  my  introduction  to  the 
SheUey  volume,  which,  I  presume,  wiU  be  issued  imme- 
diately." 

"Is  it  not  curious  that  even  StocMale's  Budget  had  taken 
thirty-two  years  to  reach  the  British  Museum  Library  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  curious,  and  the  circumstance  only  shows  the 
remarkable  fatality  which  has  hidden  Shelley's  book  so 
long." 

"  AVhen,  Dr.  Garnett,  you  made  the  discovery  of  the 
existence  of  the  volume  in  1860,  you  suggested,  I  beUeve, 
that  SheUey's  coadjutor — "  the  impostor  " — was  no  other 
than  Harriet  Grove  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  but  I  am  no  longer  of  that  opinion.  The  poems 
(which,  of  course,  I  had  not  then  seen)  contain  internal 
evidence  which  incUnes  me  to  believe  that  SheUey's  co- 
adjutor was  his  sister  Elizabeth.  The  coadjutor  was  cer- 
tainly a  young  lady,  and  some  of  the  poems  are  addressed 
by  her  to  Harriet  Grove.  In  thes  e  the  writer  refers  to  '  my 
brother,'  clearly  meaning  SheUey." 

"  Is  it  not  a  most  extraordinary  circumstance  that  EUza- 
beth  SheUey — SheUey's  sister  and  helper — should  import 
into  the  book  a  poem  by  '  Monk  '  Lewis  ?  " 

"It  is  extraordinary,  of  course,  but  I  doubt  very 
much  whether  the  purloined  poem  was  Lewis's  at  aU. 
I  have  made  an  exhaustive  search,  and  have  faUed  to 
identify  the  poem  described  as  Lewis's  by  Stoekdale. 
Moreover,  internal  evidence  does  not  favour  the  idea  that  ' 
Lewis  was  the  writer  of  the  purloined  poem.  Any  poem 
by  Lewis  would  detach  itself  from  the  rest  of  the  volume 
by  its  superior  merit,  whereas  no  poem  of  this  outstanding 
quality  can  be  found  in  the  book." 

"Is  it  possible  that  it  is  aU  a  mistake,  or  an  invention  of 
Stockdale's,  and  that  no  plagiarism  occurred  at  aU  ?  " 

"I  am  inclined  to  think  it  occurred.     If  SheUey  ha<l 
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teen  the  one  to  announce  the  fraud,  we  could  suppose  tlmt 
it  was  a  device  on  hiH  part  to  secure  the  suppression  of  the 
book,  which  ho  might  wish  to  witlidraw  for  reasons  of  his 
own.  But  it  was  Stockdale's  discovery — I  see  no  reason 
to  douLt  that  on  the  evidence^and  tlierefore  I  tliink  tliut 
some  sort  of  i)lagiarism,  some  misfortune  of  that  kind, 
had  really  taken  place." 

"But  admitting  that  Stockdale's  story  is  true,  is  it 
credible  that  a  book  by  Shelley,  of  which  one  hundred 
copies  had  been  circulated,  should  drop  out  of  sight  for 
eighty-eight  years?  " 

"  AVell,  I  am  of  opinion  that  Stockdalo  exaggerate*!  his 
sales  of  the  book,  or  that  his  memory  failed  him  in  this 
particular.  I  do  not  think  that  one  hiindred  copies  could 
have  disappeared ;  and  therefore  I  do  not  think  that  one 
hundred  copies  of  this  throe-and-sixpenny  sheaf  of  poems 
were  ever  jiut  into  circulation.  It  is  probable  that  the 
number  was  much  smaller." 

"  Do  you  consider  that  the  discovery  of  this  book  is  an 
event  of  first-class  interest  ?  " 

"Yes;  it  is  certainly  that,  if  only  because  these  Poems 
have  been  sought  for  so  diligently  by  students  of  Shelley, 
and  because  of  a  certain  amount  of  light  which  they  throw 
on  Shelley's  earliest  relations  with  Harriet  Grove.  Other- 
wise, the  Poems  have  no  importance." 

"  Shelley  would  be  about  eighteen  when  they  appeared?" 

"Yes;  barely  eighteen.  They  do  not  supersede  Shelley's 
first  romance,  Zastrozzi,  as  the  earliest  of  his  works.  But 
they  will  take  the  second  place  in  the  Shelley  chronology." 

"  May  I  ask  whether  any  of  the  poems  are  visibly  the 
germs  of  later  efforts?  " 

"  I  think  not.  They  are,  many  of  them,  concerned  with 
the  wild  and  tho  wonderful,  and  they  show  traces  of  the 
hold  which  '  Monk '  Lewis's  romances  had  taken  of  Shelley's 
mind." 

Gratefid  for  these  particulars,  most  courteously  given, 
our  representative  withdrew.  We  understand  that  Mr. 
John  Lane  will  issue  "  Original  Poetry,  by  Victor  and 
Cazire,"  shortly.  They  will  be  printed  as  nearly  as 
possible  in  the  type  and  style  of  the  originals. 


Izaak   Walton's   Prayer. 

I  ONLY  pray  for  simple  grace 

To  look  my  neighbour  in  the  face 

Full  honestly  from  day  to  day. — 
Yield  me  his  horny  palm  to  hold, — 

And  I'll  not  pray 

For  gold. 

Frjm  J.  W.  Eilst's  The  Goltkn  Year. 


Mb.  Oeouox  Wywihlvm. 

(Fnma  Phalatntfll  *jr  SUlM  *  Frf.) 


A  Literary  Under-Secretary. 

So  an  Amurath  an  Amuruth  suot-eedii,  and  tlio  editor  of 
Shakespeare's  Potm*  take«  thi<  niuni  in  tlio  Forajga  Uflaa 
vacatc<l  by  the  author  of  ProbltmM  of  tkt  Far  JSW.  Th* 
compliment  to  lettem  is'a  pretty  one,  though  thero  may  li« 

tliiHM)  who  will  ifnimbln  that 
Mr.  Wyndhani  ithould  give 
up  to  empire  what  wm  m 
obviously  meant  fur  the  pul>> 
Ushers.  But  Mr.  Wyndham 
was  a  politician  l>eforo  h«  was 
a  belle-lottrist ;  iadaod,  his 
first  apiM-nnmre  in  print  waa 
in  some  coi.tributions  to  the 
storm  of  vontroTeny  which 
hurtled  round  his  head  when 
he  served  aa  private  aecretaiy 
to  Mr.  Balfour  in  the  days 
of  Irish  Coen-ion.  The  re- 
morseless recording  angel  of 
the  British  Museum  haa  totted 
up  those  winged  words  against  Mr.  Wyndham's  name.  If 
you  are  curious  enough  to  unearth  them,  you  will  not  be 
rewarded.  There  is  none  of  the  urbanity  of  literature  here ; 
trenchant  enough,  these  letters  and  pamphlets  are  not  quite 
free  from  the  twang  of  acidity  which  political  dispute 
seems  inevitably  to  secrete.  Among  tho  leas  dis- 
tinguished names  of  Mr.  Balfour's  State  priaonem,  you 
tome  with  some  interest  upon  that  of  Mr.  Wilfrid  Blunt, 
the  friend  to  who.se  neglecte<l  verse  Mr.  W>-ndham  has 
just  now  joined  with  Mr.  Henley  in  recalling  our  attention. 
Have  not  the  reviewers  noticed  the  pointed  exclusion  of  the 
poems  written  In  Fineulii  from  the  collection  rofemxl  to  ? 

It  was  about  four  years  ago  that  Mr.  Wvndham  first 
broke  as  a  critic  and  a  scholar  upon  the  ken  of  an  smarwl 
world ;  and  the  reputation  begun  by  his  masterly  intro- 
duction to  the  reprint  of  North's  Plutarek  was  strengthened 
only  this  spring  by  his  admirable,  and  even  learned  edition 
of  the  Pottm  of  Shakespeare.  Some  measure,  indeed,  of 
astonishment,  oa  well  as  admiration,  may  bo  permitted 
when  a  writer,  whose  training  has  been  rather  in  affairs 
than  in  the  schools,  steps  forward  into  the  battle  of  books 
with  so  complete  an  equipment,  so  justifiable  a  self- 
confidence,  so  certain  a  critical  steel,  as  Mr.  Wyndham 
has  shown  himself  to  possess.  Should  he,  by  a  turn  of 
the  electoral  whirligig,  which  perhaps  he  would  deem  less 
fortimate  than  we  should,  be  enabled  again  to  devote  his 
attention  to  letters  in  the  classic  shades  of  opposition,  we 
are  stire  that  he  has  it  in  him  to  loom  large  in  the  some- 
what enfeebled  ranks  of  modem  criticism.  Two  iiualities 
he  has  greatly  in  his  favour.  Not  being  precisely  a 
professional  scribe,  he  is  able  to  approach  his  snbjects 
leisurely,  to  view  them  largely,  to  tackle  them  in  the 
deliberate,  reposeful  manner  of  the  spacious  times.  He  is 
not  in  a  hurry.     He  can  afford  to  let  his  discourse  progieas 
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with  stately  evolution,  and  become  liberal  pages  and  a 
broad  margin.  Furthermore,  he  balances  nicely  certain 
instincts  which  shoidd  be  complementary,  but  have  been 
known  to  war  :  the  instincts  of  the  scholar  and  of  the  artist. 
He  has  a  taste  for  erudition,  which  does  not  degenerate 
into  pedantry;  his  desire  to  create,  to  interpret,  is 
kept  within  legitimate  bounds,  saved  from  mere  fantasy 
or  eccentricity  by  the  sobering  influence,  by  no  means 
universal  among  the  critics  of  nowadays,  of  knowing 
something.  There  are  those  who  accuse  his  preface  to 
Shakespeare's  Poems  of  being  too  highly  pitched,  too 
richly  coloured,  of  coming  dangerously  near  the  affecta- 
tions of  the  Euphuist.  But  who  was  more  of  an  Euphuist, 
in  the  larger  sense,  than  Shakespeare  himself  ?  And 
surely,  in  treating  of  the  Sonnets,  there  could  be  no  alarm 
lest  the  comment,  either  in  elaboration  of  phrase  or 
subtlety  of  argument,  should  exceed  the  text.  When, 
indeed,  if  not  on  such  an  occasion,  is  fine  writing  to  be 
held  excusable  ? 

Mr.  WjTidham  is  altogether  one  of  the  picturesque 
figures  of  modern  literature.  That  strenuous  effort  to 
grasp  both  sides  of  life,  to  be  the  man  of  action  and  the  man 
of  contemplation  too,  does  it  not  recall  the  characteristic 
ambition  of  the  finer  Elizabethan  mind,  the  ideal  of  a 
Sidney  or  a  Ealeigh,  a  Henry  Wotton,  a  Kenelm  Digby, 
or  a  Herbert  of  Cherbury  ? 


one  emerald,"  but  to  consist  of  immemoriaUy  antique 
green  glass.  That  discovery  disillusioned  Napoleon,  who 
was  no  Lancelot ;  and  Genoa  regained  her  Grail. 


Memoirs    of    the     Moment. 

The  German  Emperor  goes  to  the  Holy  Land  a  little 
as  a  politician,  a  good  deal  as  a  potentate,  but  even  more 
as  a  pilgrim.  He  will  not  travel  from  Jaffa  to  Jerusalem 
by  train ;  he  will  nightly  pitch  his  tent  upon  that 
hallowed  ground.  And  already  the  Emperor  William  has 
seen  the  Grail :  not  after  vigils  and  fasts ;  not  stealing 
down  a  visionary  ray,  not  in  any  secret  chapel  in  the 
woods — but  in  the  waiting-room  of  a  railway- station. 
That  was  at  Genoa,  years  ago,  by  the  grace  of  the  Queen 
of  Italy,  who  is  enthusiastic  about  the  treasures  of  this 
dearly  loved  city  of  hers ;  and  who,  hearing  that  the 
Emperor  was  to  pass  that  way,  asked  the  Archbishop  to 
send  the  reputed  relic  to  him  ;  and,  as  he  looked  at  it,  he 
listened  to  a  little  lecture  on  its  history  from  a  compatriot. 
In  the  treasury  of  Genoa  it  has  rested,  except  for  one 
removal,  since  the  year  1001,  when  it  was  brought  from 
Jerusalem  and  so  sacredly  gugrded  that  a  near  approach 
to  the  shrine  was  forbidden  under  pain  of  death. 


The  one  removal  took  place  when  Napoleon  swept  the 
temples  and  sanctuaries  of  Italy  of  gold  and  jewels, 
melting  down  all  the  solid  silver  statues,  the  imitation 
replicas  of  which  now  in  their  places  are  by  courtesy 
called  silver.  Of  course  he  took  the  Grail;  but  in  the 
seizure  it  was  dropped,  and  found  to  be  not  "  carved  from 


Vienna  is  the  most  aristocratic  capital  left  to  lamenting 
Europe ;  and  that  is  why  at  least  one  democratic 
American  has  invested  large  sums  in  the  purchase  of 
house  property  there.  Whatever  revolutions  may  be 
played  out  in  Paris,  and  though  Anarchy  come  knocking 
at  the  door  in  Petersburg  and  in  Berlin,  stability — this 
millionaire  stakes  his  judgment  on  it — will  endure  in  the 
chief  city  of  Austria.  Nor  is  its  immunity  from  unrest  a 
mere  matter  of  luck.  In  no  capital  of  Europe  have  the 
rich  made  more  provision  for  the  poor ;  the  Royal  Family 
itself,  on  the  occasion  of  its  Jubilees  and  festivities,  has 
given  greater  things  than  it  has  received ;  and  the  lesser 
charities  and  courtesies  of  life  are  observed  with  delightful 
decorum  in  the  relations  between  the  different  classes. 


Ajtd  so  it  happens  that  even  the  Austro-Hungarian 
Embassy  in  London,  in  its  own  department,  has  an 
imported  tact.  For  instance,  it  notes  with  thanks  the 
sympathy  evoked  by  the  Empress's  death  "in  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland."  The  all  inclusive  nomenclature  is 
used  instead  of  partial  "  England,"  which  even  in  our  own 
oificial  documents  often  arouses  the  indignation  of  the 
Irishman,  the  Welshman,  and  the  Scot.  In  this  con- 
nexion it  may  be  interesting  to  record  a  little  experi- 
ence of  the  late  Empress.  Once,  while  hunting  in  I 
Ireland,  she  strayed  upon  the  great  seminary  of  May- 
nooth,  and  encountered  its  President,  who  was  strolling 
in  the  grounds  reading  his  Office.  The  Empress  was 
weary  and  cold,  and  she  hailed  a  human  habitation, 
oven  this,  all  devoid  of  womanly  domesticity.  The  Presi- 
dent took  the  cloak  from  his  own  shoulders  and  put  it 
upon  hers — an  act  of  kindness  she  was  quick  to  perceive 
and  careful  to  remember.  Eetuming  to  her  Court,  she 
sent  to  the  College  a  large  silver  statue  of  St.  George — • 
not,  alas !  of  St.  Patrick  ;  the  patron  of  England,  not  of 
Ireland.  You  cannot  look  a  gift-horse  in  the  mouth,  still 
less  a  gift-saint.  But  somehow  the  Empress  heard,  or 
divined,  that  she  had  unwittingly  touched  a  sore  spot  in 
very  sensitive  nationalism.  She  therefore  supplemented 
her  first  gift,  sending  this  time  a  set  of  vestments  in  which 
the  inwoven  shamrock  is  everywhere  seen  in  the  design 
of  the  silk. 


"And  watched  by  weeping  queens."  That  is  one  of 
the  Tennj'son  lines  of  magic  ;  and  it  comes  to  mind  as  one 
thinks  of  the  women  who  gathered  round  the  death-bed 
of  the  Queen  of  Denmark — ^^the  Dowager  Empress  of 
Russia,  the  Queen  of  Greece,  and  those  three  queens-to-be 
• — the  Princess  of  Wales,  and  the  Crown  Princesses  of 
Denmark  and  of  Greece. 
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The  English  law  forliids  (rathor  foolishly,  perhaps)  the 
harnessing  of  dogs.  But  if  dogs  aro  provonted  from 
drawing— as  thoy  do  with  delight  in  Helgiuni— tho  morning 
milk-cart,  they  seem  to  be  the  most  effectual  drawers  of 
the  milk  of  human-kindness  yet  remaining  to  us.  A 
sempstress  in  distress — people  turn  aside  in  impatience 
from  the  story  which  Hood  made  stale  to  them  in  their 
infancy.  But  the  sempstress  who  cannot  pay  for  her  dog- 
licence  :  there  at  onco  is  on  object  of  compassion  and  of  a 
gaping  of  the  public's  purse.  Such  a  one  appeared  at 
the  Westminster  Police  Court  the  other  day ;  and  in 
forty-eight  hours  there  was  this  announcement  as  a  sequel : 
"  Tlie  magistrate  has  already  received  about  250  letters) 
some  ottering  substantial  lielp,  others  containing  money, 
the  aggregate  sum  already  received  exceeding  £100."  It 
would  be  a  nice  qu(;stion  in  finance,  and  a  nicer  one  in 
social  economy,  to  decide  how  much  of  this  was  meant  for 
the  Woman,  how  much  for  the  Dog. 


Mu.  Wilfrid  Bluxt  has  decided  to  post^jone  his  depar- 
ture to  Egypt  till  later  than  usual  this  year.  He  will  try 
the  experiment  of  the  early  winter  in  England,  not  at  his 
Sussex  home,  but  at  a  house  he  has  taken  in  the  New 
Forest.  Lady  Anne  Blunt  and  Miss  Judith  Blunt  will  go 
with  him  to  his  place  near  Cairo  some  time  on  this  side  of 
Christmas. 


The  private  view  at  the  New  Gallery,  on  Tuesday 
afternoon,  was  chiefly  interesting  for  the  presence  of  a 
number  of  women  whoso  faces  are  part  of  the  history  of 
contemporary  art :  Mrs.  Hungerford  Pollen,  painted  by 
Eossetti;  Lady  Hood,  by  Sir  William  Richmond;  Mrs. 
Harry  Taylor,  by  Sir  E.  Poynter;  Mrs.  Comyns  Carr, 
by  Mr.  Sargent;  Mrs.  Newton  Eobinson,  by  Mr.  Water- 
house  ;  Mrs.  Sainsbury,  by  Mr.  Tuke ;  and  Mrs.  Walter 
Palmer  (drawn  in  chalks)  by  Mr.  Sandys. 


Mh.  Carnegie,  travelling  in  the  Australian  interior, 
could  not  get  the  natives  to  find  water  for  him  ;  and 
ho  doubts,  therefore,  the  contrary  experience  of  M.  de 
Eougemont.  But  there  are  ways  and  ways  of  going 
about  those  things,  and  one  way,  discovered  by  an 
ingenious  British  traveller,  was  to  fill  a  native's  mouth 
with  salt.  That  native  soon  struck  water.  Perhaps  that 
is  the  recipe  which  M.  de  Eougomont  has  in  pickle — in 
salt,  certainly — for  Mr.  Carnegie  when  he  arrives,  in  his 
narrative,  at  that  episode  of  his  surprising  adventures. 


We  regret  to  hoar  that  Mr.  Arnold  White's  accident 
will  necessitate  several  weeks  of  complete  rest.  Mr.  White 
was  goltlng  alone  on  the  Hampstead  links,  when  he  slippe*! 
and  fell,  snapping  a  tendon  of  his  thigh.  He  lay  for  an 
hour  before  help  arrived,  when  he  was  removed  to  his 
home  in  Hampstead 


The   Book    Market, 


The  State  of  Bookselling. 
A  Chat  with  a  Provincial  Hooki«l!cr. 
Perh.vi's  no  one  ia  bettor  filled  to  talk  about  the  utmit  of 
bookselling  than  a  large  provincial  b<K)kseIler,  who  u  a 
bookseller,  and  has  not  yet  fitted  one-half  of  his  shop  with 
photogroi)h  frames  and  tinted  stationery.  Such  a  man 
was  approached  the  other  day,  in  a  great  Northern  centre, 
by  a  representative  of  the  Arvi.EMV.  His  shop  was  an 
excellent  one,  light  and  airy,  and  as  Urge  av  moat  I/ondon 
bookshops  of  the  best  class.  While  the  bookseller,  a  Icmb 
and  busy  man,  attended  to  a  few  customers — bosineM  men 
book-hunting  in  their  dinner  hour — our  repreMntatir* 
examined  the  stock.  This  was  Urge  and  admirably 
representative.  Its  arrangement,  too,  showed  care  and 
intelligence.  Not  in  the  course  of  a  considerable  pro- 
vincial tour  had  our  representative  found  a  shop  to  which 
a  bookish  man  might  resort  with  more  pleasure.  The 
opportunity  soon  arose  for  a  chat. 

"Bad!"  was  the  bookseller's  reply  to  the  first  and 
obvious  (question.  "  Bad ! — it  has  not  always  been  ao, 
and  in  thirty-sis  years  of  bookselling  I  have  remained 
an  optimist  until  this  year.  But  my  uptimism  has  been 
breaking  down  for  some  time,  and  this  year's  experience 
has  completed  my  change  of  feeling.  I  think  that  book- 
selling is  in  a  very  bad  way  indeed,  and  I  confess  I  look 
to  the  future  with  misgiving." 

"  What  is  the  root  of  it  all  ?  " 

"  I  can  hardly  tell  you.  But  you  may  take  it  from  me 
that  bookselling  is  ceasing  to  pay.  Things  are  su  ordered 
that  the  profits  on  literature  aro  going  into  a  few  picketa 
— the  pockctii  of  a  few  successful  publishers  and  authors. 
The  bookselling  part  of  the  business  is  getting  worse  and 
worse." 

"  But  people  are  buj-ing  books  more  than  ever  ?  " 

"  No,  they're  not.  I  am  convinced  tliey  are  not.  The 
Free  Libraries,  and  the  multiplication  of  small  suburban 
libraries,  and  the  floods  of  periodical  literature,  and  the 
over-supply  of  books  themselves,  are  telling  on  us.  I 
think  people  are  becoming  indifferent  to  books.  I  do. 
I  find  that  some  of  my  customers  are  simply  coaaing  to 
buy  them.  They  admit  it.  Recently,  one  of  my  bekt 
customers,  a  well-to-do  man,  told  me  that  when  he  had 
completed  taking  in  a  serial  work  with  which  I  am  supply- 
ing him  he  should  cease  book-bu^-ing.  .\nd  this  very  day 
I  have  lunched  witli  a  man  of  this  city,  a  man  of  wealth  and 
leisure — carriage  and  pair — who  has  been  an  excellent  cus- 
tomer ;  he  said  to  me,  '  I  never  buy  books  now.'  '  Well,'  I 
said,  '  that  is  a  nice  heart-warming  speech  to  oddreas  to  a 
bookseller.  If  men  like  you  aro  going  to  stop  buying 
books,  what  becomes  of  us?'  He  replied  that  he  found  that 
books  aceumulaUd.  I  have  learned  to  dread  that  word.  A 
man  buys  books  regularly,  though  i>erhaps  slowly,  all  his 
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life,  and  then,  when  he  is  sixty,  and  has  more  leisure  than 
ever  for  reading,  he  discovers  that  books  'accumulate,' 
and  is  so  startled  by  the  discovery  that  he  forswears  my 
shop.     This  gentleman  I  am  speaking  of :  what  was  his 

excuse  ?      '  Oh,   well,  you    know,    my  dear  ,    books 

accumulate  so ;  and  I  find  I  can  obtain  any  book  I  want 
on  loan  from  a  place  close  to  my  house.  I  can  send  a 
servant  for  it,  and  when  I  have  read  it,  and  done  with  it, 
why  it's  a  blessing  to  be  rid  of  it.'  That  is  how  he  talked ; 
and  others  talk  like  him.  The  desire  for  ownership  in  books 
is  weakening,  I  am  certain  ;  and  you  may  depend  upon  it 
that  the  generation  which  no  longer  cares  to  own  books  is 
degenerate  in  a  literary  sense.  Of  course  there  are 
thousands  who  still  buy  freely,  keep  their  books,  and  like 
them  to  accumulate ;  but  I  don't  speak  of  London,  or  of 
a  class,  I  am  speaking  of  this  city,  and  of  the  middle  class 
generally." 

"  What  do  you  think  of  the  general  run  of  books  this 
year  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  don't  complain.  There  have  been  plenty  of 
safe  books,  which  ought  to  have  sold  ;  but  customers  have 
fallon  off.  Do  you  know  that  my  records  furnish  me  with 
no  parallel  to  the  badness  of  this  year  since  1886  !  " 

"  "What  do  you  mean  by  safe  books  ?  " 

"  Well,  books  of  which  the  sale  is  assured.  In  novels, 
Weyman's,  Hope's,  Haggard's,  Ian  Maclaren's  books, 
and  others.     In " 

"  Tell  me  this  :  What  sort  of  chance  has  a  novel  by  a 
clever,  careful,  but  unknown  novelist  of  being  sold  in  your 
shop  ? "  . 

"  Well,  a  novel  which  is  good,  but  has  not  been  lifted 
into  public  knowledge  by  striking  reviews — a  good  journey- 
man-novelist's novel — that  is  what  you  mean? — must  forge 
its  own  way  as  it  can.  But  I  read  every  novel  that  looks 
to  be  good,  and  when  I  find  a  good  story  I  push  it," 

"You  do?" 

"  I  do.  I  push  it  for  the  pleasure  of  the  thing.  I 
could  name  one  book  which  absolutely  hung  fire  in  this 
shop.  Not  a  copy  sold.  I  read  it,  and  I  was  so  struck 
with  the  writer's  style,  and  insight,  and  earnestness " 

"  What  was  the  book  ?  " 
"  —  that  I  determined  to  do  what  I  could  for  it.     Many  of 
my  customers  like  to  chat  to  me  about  the  newest  novels, 
and  I  strongly  recommended  them " 

"  What  was  the  book  ?  " 
"  —  to  read  it.     The  result  was  that  I  sold  between  two  and 
three  dozen  copies  of  that  book  aoMy  on  my  own  report  of 
its  contents.     I  do  not  think  I  was  over  asked  for  it " 

"  What  was  the  book  ?  " 
"— spontaneously.     It  was  W.  J.  Locke's  Derelicts." 

"  How  do  you  regard  the  discount  question?  " 

"I  have  settled  it.  I  allow  3d.  in  the  shilling  on  a 
book  I  have  in  stock,  but  I  am  inflexible  in  allowing  only 
2d.  on  a  book  which  I  do  not  happen  to  have  in  stock." 

"  Even  if  it  is  a  six-shilling  novel  ?  " 

"  Even  if  it  is   a   six-shilling   novel.     I    am  perfectly 


frank  with  my  customers.  A  man,  a  customer,  came  to 
me  a  little  while  ago  for  a  ten-shilling  book.  I  obtained 
it  for  him,  and  charged  him  8s.  4d.  '  I  expected  to  pay 
7s.  (5d.,'  he  said.  'I  am  sorry  you  did  not  mention  tho 
fact,'  I  replied.  '  But  I  can  get  it  for  that  sum  in  the 
next  street.'  '  You  can,  sir ;  but  I  cannot  afford  to  sell 
the  book  to  you  for  7s.  6d.  in  this  street  after 
obtaining  it  from  London,  and  I  presume  that  you 
have  no  wish  to  take  my  book  and  services  for 
nothing.  Go,  if  you  will,  into  the  next  street ;  my 
shop  will  always  be  open  to  you  when  it  rains,  or  when 
you  want  to  turn  books  over  without  buying.'  Well,  the 
man  smUed,  and  paid,  and  went  out  in  a  mood  between 
martyrdom  and  rage.  But  in  a  fortnight  he  came  back 
and  ordered,  not  one  book,  but  a  box  of  books.  Oh, 
booksellers  can  settle  these  things  if  they  will.  Why,  I 
actually  charge  my  customers  6s.  3d.  per  copy  for  the 
bound  volume  of  Cassell's  Academy  Pictures,  a  book  in 
which  there  is  always  a  good  trade.  It  is  sold  by  aU.  my 
rivals  at  5s.  8d.  ;  and  yet  I  have  educated  nearly  forty 
people  into  pajing  me  6s.  3d.,  which  they  do  year  after 
year." 

"  Well,  what  is  your  remedy  for  bookselling  evils  ?  " 
' '  The  German  system — -that  is  to  say,  the  application  of 
the  sale  or  return  principle  to  books,  making  the  book- 
seller simply  an  agent  between  the  publisher  and  the 
public.  That  is  my  remedy.  Come  and  see  me  another 
day.     That  is  my  remedy." 


Publishing      Notes. 

PuBLisHEES  are  beginning  to  discuss  the  way  in  wliich 
books  are  now  treated  by  the  great  London  dailies- 
The  Daily  Chronicle  and  the  Daily  News  BtUl  make  a  special 
feature  of  their  literary  columns,  but  of  late  the  number  of 
reviews  appearing  in  their  pages  has  steadily  decreaaed. 
The  Daily  Chronicle,  some  think,  devotes  too  much  of  its  space 
to  long  notices  of  books  of  no  general  interest,  and  while 
its  literary  news  is  remarkable  for  its  freshness  it  permits 
political  and  other  articles  to  encroach  on  page  three. 
One  would  much  like  to  know  what  percentage  of  books 
received  is  reviewed  by  these  dailies.  The  only  papers 
which  review  books  sufficiently — from  a  publisher's  point 
of  view  and  from  the  point  of  view  of  some  readers 
too — are  the  Scotsman  and  the  Glasgow  Herald. 
The  reviews  in  the  Scotsman  and  Glasgow  Herald  may  not 
be  models  of  criticism,  but  they  form  an  excellent  and 
thoroughly  up-to-date  guide  to  contemporary  literature. 


The  sum  paid  by  Messrs.  MacmiUan  &  Co.  for  the 
business  of  Messrs.  Bentley  &  Sons  seems  to  have  leaked 
out,  and  publishers  consider  that  Messrs.  MacmiUan  &  Co. 
are  to  be  congratulated  on  a  good  bargain.  It  does  not 
appear,  however,  to  be  generally  known  that  Messrs. 
Bentley  &  Sons  did  not  own  the  copyright  of  Mrs.  Henry 
Wood's  novels,  but  only  published  them  on  commission. 


8  October,  1898. 


The    Academy 


47 


Pi;iii,i8iiER8  who  are  interested  in  the  question  of  the 
threepenny  magazine  are  making  comparisons  between  the 
quality  of  the  paper  in  No.  1  and  No,  3  of  llarnuworlh 
Magazine.  P. 


Bookselling    Notes. 

There  is  no  great  stir  yet  in  tlie  book  shops  ;  announce- 
ments arc  not  books,  and  the  latter  are  arriving  but 
slowly.  Still,  the  publisher's  traveller  is  very  much  in 
ovidencG.  Some  booksellers  see  a  dozen  of  these  gentle- 
men in  a  morning,  and  buying  is  fairly  brisk.  It  is, 
perhaps,  not  generally  realised  that  the  bookseller  buys 
under  conditions  which  try  his  powers  of  judgment  to  the 
uttermost.  He  sees  littie  more  than  the  cover,  title- 
page,  and  introductory  matter  of  a  book.  He  may  be 
dubious,  but  he  must  buy.  And  he  buys  two  copies, 
throe  copies,  four  copies,  or  more,  as  his  judgment  dictates 
— but  never  less  than  two — that  is  to  say,  a  copy  for  his 
window  and  a  copy  for  his  counter.  He  makes  mistakes 
and  then — why  he  rues  them. 

What  does  a  bookseller  do  with  the  books  he  cannot 
sell  ?  Such  stock  is  heartrending.  Even  its  "  remainder  " 
value  is  small ;  and  he  must  clear  out  at  any  price.  In 
a  few  cases,  but  only  a  few,  publishers  will  take  back 
unsold  books,  exchanging  them  for  others.  Some  books, 
but  not  many,  may  have  been  bought  on  "  sale  or  return  " 
conditions,  and  they  are  returned  accordingly.  Indeed, 
the  multiplication  of  books  is  slowly  tending  toward  the 
introduction  of  the  sale  or  return  principle  into  the  trade. 
Space  is  so  precious,  and  booksellers  are  so  slow  to  buy 
doubtful  books,  that  the  publisher's  traveller  frequently 
ends  his  persuasive  harangue  by  blurting  out:  "Well, 
lot  me  send  you  the  books  at  our  own  risk,"  which  means 
"  sale  or  return." 


Messrs.  Macmillai^'s  edition  de  luxe  of  the  Life  and 
Works  of  Tennyson  has  been  fully  taken  up  by  the  trade. 
This  does  not  mean  that  it  has  been  fully  taken  up  by  the 
public ;  many  copies  are  not  yet  bespoken,  but  their  sale 
is  assured.  The  work  consists  of  twelve  volumes,  medium 
octavo,  and  their  issue  will  begin  this  month,  and  continue 
by  monthly  volumes  at  12s.  6d.  each.  Only  1,050  copies 
will  be  printed.  The  Life  occupies  the  first  four  volumes, 
after  which  the  works  follow  pretty  much  in  the  order  in 
which  they  were  written.  The  dramas  will  be  found  in 
^'ols.  X.  and  XI.  The  work  is  not  illustrated  with  the 
exception  of  the  frontispieces,  of  which  eight  are  portraits 
of  Tennyson. 

The  book  of  the  moment  is  With  Kitchener  to  Khartum. 
A  London  bookseller's  window  was  standing  quite  empty 
the  other  day ;  and  the  first  book  to  be  placed  in  it,  when 
the  re-dressing  began,  was  Mr.  Stecvens's  work. 

U. 


A  Literary  Competition. 

Summer  it  n»r  tmd  ih4firt*ii»  r*ign  h*fin*.  Bp  ftp  •fff- 
viding  a  litlU  amuM0m»nt  in  that  r*4ilm  un  pro/tot  I*  i*t 
regularly  a  short  paper  of  uarek  qMiiitmi  in  Knjlitk  hUrt- 
ture,  old  and  modern,  and  to  gite,  to  M  eowtpetiUn  tcko  rtplf 
lueceufullg,  a  ropy  of  tome  ntw  hook.  Thi$  wmk  tkt  Uti 
chosen  m  Mr.  Kipling's  latest  eoUttUcn  t/ »l«riM,  "  The  Ikif't 
Wort." 

CoMrrrrnoH  No.  I.    • 

1.  "There  was  no  possibility  of  taking  a  walk  that 
day." 

2.  "Remains  of  our  good  yeomanry  blo<«d  will  b« 
found  in  Kent,  developing  stifif,  solid,  unobtrusive  men, 
and  very  personable  women." 

3.  "The  schoolmaster  was  leaving  the  rillage,  and 
everybody  seemed  sorry." 

4.  "'Yes,  indeed,'  remarked  one  of  the  guests  at  the 
English  table.  '  Yes,  indeed,  we  start  life  thinking  that 
we  shall  build  a  gfreat  cathedral,  a  crowning  glory  to 
architecture,  and  we  end  by  contriving  a  mud  hut'  " 

5.  "It  is  a  truth  universally  acknowledged,  that  a 
single  man  in  possession  of  a  good  fortune  muat  be  in 
need  of  a  wile."  « 

6.  "  '  Now,  what  I  want  is.  Facts.'  " 

With  each  of  the  above  tenteneei  »  ttemdard  or  tcell-knoten 
English  novel  begins.  To  all  of  our  readers  icho  imsw  <*#•#  #i> 
novels  correctly  will  be  sent  a  copy  of  Mr.  Kipling*  kotk, 
"  The  Day's  Work."  Anninn,  Odrtstei  "  LiUrmy  Com- 
petition,  The  Aoad«my,  43,  Chanoerp-U»e,  W.C,"  shoM 
reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post  of  7\ie*iay,  Oetoier  II. 


The    '*  Academy  "    Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An  Oflfer  to  Authors. 
NoTwrmsTANDiira  the  rise  and  the  progress  of  Agendea 
designed  to  facilitate  the  dealings  of  authors  with  pub- 
lishers, many  a  writer  having  a  MS.  book  to  dispose  of  is 
still  at  a  loss  as  to  what  steps  he  should  take  in  order  to 
have  it  adjudgecl.  lleijuests  for  advice  as  to  M88.  and 
what  should  be  done  with  them  reach  us  constantly.  We 
have,  therefore,  resolved  to  establish,  in  connexion  with 
the  Academy,  a  Bureau,  in  which  all  M8S.  sent  to  us 
shall  receive  expert  criticism.  We  invite  MS.  books 
for  consideration.  Although,  no  doubt,  the  bulk  of 
the  MSS.  sent  in  may  be  expected  to  belong  to  the 
domain  of  Bellee  Letties,  the  conductors  of  the  BnreMi 
will  welcome  work  in  other  departments  of  literatuw — 
theological,  philosophical,  historical,  biographical,  adan- 
tific,  artistic,  and  technical. 

All  MSS.  sent  to  the  Ac.vdkmt  Bureau  will  be  con- 
sidered without  delay  by  t-ompotent  readers.  In  cadi 
case  an  opinion  will   bo  written.      That  opinion  will  be 
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published  in  the  Bureau  department  of  the  Acadkmy. 
We  have  also  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal 
for  publication  will  be  made  by  a  first-class  house  for 
every  MS.  which  is  considered  suitable  for  publication  by 
the  conductors  of  the  Bureau.  If  his  book  seems  unlikely 
to  succeed,  the  author  wiU  be  told  why ;  and,  in  most 
cases,  the  reasons  will  save  him  from  the  pain  of  hope 
indefinitely  deferred,  and  sometimes  enable  him  to  improve 
his  book  sufficiently  to  justify  its  reconsideration. 

Each  MS.  should  bo  accompanied  by  a  nom-de-plume 
or  initials,  under  which  our  criticism  will  be  printed, 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper  "  Academy  Bureau,"  and 
accompanied  by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted. 

It  must  be  distinctly  understood  that  each  MS.  must 
contain  enough  to  fill  a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  of 
the  Academy  applies  only  to  books  that  have  not  been 
published  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors  of  the 
Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSS.  submitted  to  them, 
but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss. 


7/(i 


6/0 

8/6 


2/6 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  October  6. 

THEOLOGICAL   AND   BIBLICAL. 

Clarke,  D.D.  (W.  N.\  An  Outline  of  Christian  Theology  (Clark) 

Hort.  D.D.  (F.  J.  A.),  TI18  First  Epistle  of  St.  Peter  I,,  i.— ii.  17  :  The  Greek 

Text,    with  Introductory    Lecture,  Commentary,  and  Additional  Notes 

(Macmillan) 

Alexander  (W.),  Primary  Convictions (Harper) 

Workman  (H.  B  ),  Books  for  Bible  Students  :  The  Church  of  the  West  in  the 

_  Middle  Axes    (Kelly) 

Moulton  (R.  G  ),  The  Modem  Header's  Bible:  St.  Luke  and  St.  Paul  (2  vols.), 

St.  John (The  MacmiUan  Co.) 

Jackson  (Rev.  G.),  .Judgment.  Human  and  Divine       (Isbister) 

HISTORY   AND   BIOGRAPHY. 

Sydney  (W.  C),  The  Early  Days  of  the  Nineteenth  Century  in  England,  lfO:i 

—1820  (Vol.  L) (Redwiy)  18/0 

Fr'sweU  {L.  H.),  .James  Hain  Friswell ..  (Red way)  15/0 

Kingsford  (W.),  The  History  of  Canada  (Vol.  X.)    (Kegac  Paul)  15/0 

Sterry  (W.),  Annals  of  the  King's  College  of  Our  Lady  of  Eton  Beside 

Windsor (Methuen)    7/6 

Cults  (Rev.  E.  L.),  Parish  Priests  and  Their  People  in  the  Middle  Ages  in 

England (S.P.C.K.) 

Eighty    Years   or  More    (1816—1897) :    Reminiscences   of  Elizabeth   Lady 

Stanton (Unwin) 

Heraud  (,J.  A.),  Memoirs  (Redway) 

Steevens  (G.  W.),  With  Kitchener  to  Khartum    .  ,. (Blackwood) 

Wilkeson  (F.),  Recollections  of  a  Private  Soldier  in  the  Army  of  the  I'otomac 

( Redway) 
Salt  (H.  S.),  The  Life  of  James  Thomson  ("  B.  V."),  revised  edition  (Bonner) 

Wrottesley  (Major-Gen.  the  Hon.  (J.),  Crecy  and  Calais  (Harrison) 

Ehys  (E.),  Frederick,  Lord  Leightoa (Bell) 

POETRY,    CRITICISM,  BELLES  LETTRE8. 

Keat«  (J.),  Isabella ;  or,  The  Pot  of  Basil (KeganPaul)  lO/d 

Saintsbury  (G,),  A  Short  History  of  English  Literature    (Macmillan) 

Munthe  (A.),  Vagaries    ' (Murray) 

Lawton  (W.  C),  The  Successors  of  Homer (lones) 

Eiley  (J.  W.),  The  Golden  Year (Longmans) 

Walton  (I.),  Lives  of  .John  Donoe,  &o  (2  vols.)    (Dent)  ea<-h    1/ti 

Collin?  (W.  L),  Montaigne (Blackwood)    1/0 

Bosint  (Sir  W),  Rabelais (Blackwood)    1/0 

filoimt  :C.\  Some  Similes  from  "The  Patadiso"  of  Dante    (Chapman) 

Sidney  (V.  E.),  Waima,  and  Other  Verses  (Stock) 

Farquhar  (G.),  The  Temple  Dramatists :  The  Beaux-Stratagem  (Dent)    1/0 

SCIENCE  AND   PHILOSOPHY. 

Sewell  (E),  Eclipses  of  the  Moon  in  India  (Sonnenschein)  10/6 

Milne  (J.  M.),  Seismology ..(Kegan  Paul)    6/0 

Eirl  (A.),  The  Living  Organism (MacmiUan) 

Haig  (A.),  Diet  and  Food    (Churchill) 

Oorbam  (C.  T.),  Ethics  of  the  Great  Religions  ..,..( Watts) 


7/6 

7/6 
7/6 
6/0 


8/6 


8/6 
6/0 
6/0 
6/0 


TRAVEL   AND   TOPOGRAPHY 

Spender  (H.),  Through  the  Pyrenees (Inncs)  ](i/0 

Krout  (M.  H.l,  Hawaii  and  a  Revolution (Murray)  ir/t 

Macdonald  (G.),  The  Gold  Coast  Past  and  Present (Longmans)  7/6 

Williams  (E.  E.),  The  Imperial  Heritage (Ward  Look)  2/8 

Vict<jria,  Illustrated  (Sands  &  Keimy 

Landor  (A.  H.  S.).  In  the  Forbidden  Land  (Heinomann) 

Hedin  (S.),  Through  Asia (Methnen)  36/0 

NEW   EDITIONS-FICTION. 

By  the  Author  of  'Mary  Powell,"  The  Old  Chelsea  Bim  Shop (Nimmo)  B/0 

Hawthorne  (N),  The  Blitherdale  Romance... (Service  &  Baton)  3/8 

EDUCA-nONAL. 

Dodd  (C.  I.),  Introduction  to  the  Herbartian  Principles  of  Teaching 

(Sonnenschein)  4/6 
Dexter  (T.  F.  G.)  and  Garlick  (A.  H.),  Pyschology  in   the   Schoolroom 

(Longmans)  4/6 

Biiggs  (W.),  General  Elementary  Science (Clive)  3/6 

The  Organised  Science  Series:  Second  Stage  Mathematics,  edited  by  W. 

Briggs,  M.A. (Clive)  ?/8 

Salmon  (D),  The  Art  of  Teaching      ..(Longmans)  3/8 

Arabian  Nights' Entertainment (Service  tic  Paton)  2/6 

A  Class  Book  of  Dictation  Passages  with  Words  Appended,  selected  by  W. 

Williamson,  B.A. (Methuen)  ]/6 

JUVENILE. 

Henty  (G.  A.),  Under  Wellington's  Command    (Blackie)  6/0 

Henty  (G.  A.),  Both  Sides  the  Border    (Blackie)  6/0 

Lang  (A.),  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments ...(Longmans)  8/0 

Htnty  (G.  A.),  At  Aboukir  and  Acre (Blackie)  6/0 

Park  (CM.),  An  Alphabet  of  Animals (Blackie)  6/0 

Molesworth  (Mrs.),  The  Magic  Nuts    (MacmiUan)  4/i) 

Duppa  (C.  M.),  Stories  from  Lowly  Life    (Macmillan)  J/6 

Ker  (D.),  O'er  Tartar  Deserts:  or,  English  and  Russian  in  Central  Asia 

(Chambers)  8/6 
Fen  (G.  M.),  Nio  Revel :    a  White  Slave's  Adrentoies  in  Alligator  T.And 

(Chambers)  3/6 

Johnstone  (D.  L.),  The 'White  Princess  of  the  Hidden  City  (Chambers)  .3/6 

iStables  (G.),  Courage,  True  Hearts     ;BIackie)  3/6 

Braine  (S.  E.),  The  Turkish  Automaton (Blackie)  3/6 

Morris  (A.  T.),  The  Troubles  of  Tatters,  and  Other  Stories   (Blackie)  3/6 


6/0 
3/« 
2/6 

1/0 


MISCELLANEOUa. 

Le  Bon  (G.),  The  Psychology  of  Peoples (Unwin) 

Webber  (F.  C),  Carpentry  and  Joinery (Methuen) 

University  and  Social  Settlements,  edited  by  W.  Reason,  M.A (Methuen) 

The  Argus  Guide  to  Municipal  London  :  a  I'oU  Book  and  a  Year  Book  Com- 
bined, edited  by  F.  J.  Higginbottom  ... ...("London  Argos"  Office) 

Slater  (J.  H.),  Book-l'dces  Current  (Vol.  Xn.) (Stock) 

The  Monist  (Vol.  Vin.) 

Proctor  (R.),  An  Index  to  the  Early  Printed  Books  in  the  British  Museum 

(Kegan  I'aulj 

Smith  (G.),  The  Isthmian  Ijbrar>- :  The  World  of  Golf  (Innes) 

Johnson  (Rev.  T.),  The  Imperial  Library :  Imperial  Britain 

(The  Imperial  Press,  Ltd.) 

S.P.C.K.  PUBLICATIONS. 

Allen  (P.),  May-Duke  Blossoms,  '2s.— Wynne  (G.R.),  Nellie  and  Her  Models  3s — 
Hampton  (Lady  L.),  Readings  for  Mothers'  Meetings,  Is.  6d. — Some  Features  of 
Modern  Romanism,  Is.  Od. — Sterling  (M.  H.).  Cottage  Cookery,  (id. — Dunn  (AH), 
Our  Only  Hope,  (id.- The  Great  Antiphons,  Is.— Dunn  (A.  H.),  Our  Church 
Manual,  6d.— The  Uoly  Cormnunion,  illustrated,  ed. — Power  (Rev.  1'.  B.),  Christ's 
Memory  in  Heaven,  Is.  6d. — Woodward  (the  lata  F.  B.),  Selected  Sermons,  2s  (>d. 
— Goulbum  (Dean),  Eight  Senirons,  Is.  6d.— Canon  (A.),  Herbert  Clutterbu  k,  2j. 
—Clarke  (Mrs.  H.),  Reuben  Thome's  Temptation,  28.— Fenn  (G.  M.),  The  Silver 
Salvors,  68. — Forest  (L.),  Tormentilia,  2s.  6d. — Finnemorc  (E.  P.),  The  Post- 
woman,  3s.  ud.— Eossetti  (C.  G.),  Time  Flies,  3s.  (id. 

*•»*  New  XoitIs  arc  catalo</i(ed  in  our  Guide  to  Xovel  Headers. 


SPECIAL    NOTICE. 


The    Academy    will   le    sent  pout  free    to    every    Annual 
Subscriber  in  the  United  Kingdom. 


Price  for  One  Issue,  Threepence  ;  postage  One  Ilalfpenny. 
„      ,,    52  Issues,  Thirteen  Shillings  ;  postage  free. 
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A.  D.  INNES  &  CO.'S 

ANNOUNCEMENTS. 

THROUaH    the     HIGH    PYRENEES. 

lly  IIAIIOI.I)  KI'KNDEU  and  H.  I.I.IOWKI.l.YN 

HMI  I'll.    With  Mapn  mid  niimcroiiii  llluHtrutlona 

fniMi  Slii'teluH  and  rhuUi^puphH.     Di'iiif  Nvii,  liuck- 

i-am,  H>H. 

A  narrative  of  two  climliinK  ImlidayN  in  the  more 

remote  mrt«   of   the    Frenrh  and   Kp^niili    TyrenecM, 

writtiii  Iiy  Mr.  Harold  Kjiender,  and  iMustrat -d  fn)ra 

Bketi'linsand  I'hoti.^-raphM  l>;  Mr.  l.li'WfllynHmilh.  nho 

also   c'liiitriliutj'H  «U|>|ili-nn'ntjiiy  wctionH'  di'alinK  with 

the  lii.Htovy  of  thoBepubhe  of  Andomt,  and  with  varioiu* 

Huhject*  of  iDtere«t  to  eUn»l>erH  and  otheni.    [  iieuthi'r  10. 

By  Pmfeiaor  W.  C.  T.AWTON. 

THE  SUCCESSORS  of  HOMER:   heinif 

an  A( intof  the  (ii.vk  I'oil-.  «h..  f..ll,,wnl   from 

Homer  dnv.n  t"  the  lime  i»f  .K^f}i\  lii.s.     (^novnsvo, 

Clotll,  Kilt  top,  .Is.  '  [  IU,„ly, 

Eir.HTEENTH  CENTURY  LETTERS. 

Edited  hy  It.  BHIMl.Ky  .70HN8ON.  niuxtratcd 
with  rh(it^))fravnre  rortmitsoftheWriteiK.  Oi-own 
Hvo,  half-j>arehmt>nt,  j^ilt  top,  (is.  eaeh  volume. 

SWIFT,  ADDISON.  STEELE.    With 

an  Introduction  tiy  STANF.KY    LANE-l'OOI.E. 

JOHNSON     and     CHESTERFIELD. 

With  an  IntrrKhution  hy  QUOROE  BIItKBECK 
HILL,   D.C.I.,.  [Imnmlintrl;/. 

By  ALICE  ZIMMERN. 

THE      RENAISSANCE       of     GTRLS' 

EDUCATION.     Crown  Svo,  clotll,  58.       [Shortly. 

NEW  filX-SHILLING   NOVELS. 

Bv  EDKX  rsn.LroTTS. 

CHILDREN     of     the     MIST.       With 

Frontispiece,  crown  Svo,  ch)th,  lis.  [  Bi'nly. 

Bv  ARTHTR   I'ATERSON. 

THE     GOSPEL    WRIT    tN     STEEL. 

With  llhistnitions  by  .John  Williamson.  Crown 
8vo,  ch>tli,  R.S.  l/ww'>'/^^V^/. 

By  BASIL  THOMfiON. 

THE      INDISCRETIONS      of     LADY 

A8ENATH.  [Beadu. 

By  CONSTANCE  SMITH. 

PRISONERS   of   HOPE.      Crown    Svo, 

clotll.  lis.  [Orlohrr  10. 

Bv  ROMA   WHITE. 

THE  ISLAND   of  SEVEN  SHADOWS. 

{'rown  i^\n,  cloth,  (is.  [liiime'lvitfli/, 

Bv  STELLA  DT'ETNG. 

BETWEEN  the  DEVIL  and  the  DEEP 

SEA.     Crown  8to,  cloth,  (Is.  [Shortly. 

XEW    nOOK    FOR    CHJLDItEW. 
By  the  AUTHOR  of  "  TIPCAT,"  "LADDIE,"  &o. 

ROB.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  John 

Williamson.    Large  crown  Svo,  cloth,  ;^s.  (i<l. 

I  Shortly. 

NEW  VOLUMES  OF  THE   ISTHMIAN 
LIBRARY. 

Hliistrated,  post  Svo,  cloth,  .5s.  each  Tolumo. 
Bv  GARDEN  0.  SMITH. 

THE  WORLD  of  GOLF.    With  Chapters 

by  VAN  TASSEL  SUTPHEN,  Miss  PASCOE,  &c. 

[  Itcaiy. 

By   MONTAGU    S.    MONIER   WILLI.VM8. 

FIGURE    SKATING,    including     Con- 

tinnous  Figure  Skatini^.  [  Tmme'lmtphi. 

By  THEODORE  ANDREA  COOK. 

ICE     SPORTS,     including     Toboggan- 

ING,  8KI-ING.  ICE  S.UIJNO,  SPEED 
SKATING,  CURLING,  &c.  [Shortly. 

Bv  W.  B.  THOMAS. 

ATHLETICS".    With  Chapters  by  R.  R. 

CONWAY,  A.  C.  M.  CROOMB,  O.  8.  ROBERT- 
SON, C.N.  JACKSON,  and  W.  M.  FIJITCHER. 

[Shortly. 

POPULAR  SIX-SHILLnvG  NOVELS. 
MY  LADY  ROT  HA.  By  Stanley  Weyman. 

A  Romance  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War.  Hlua- 
tl-atctl  hv  John  Williamson. 

SUNLIGHT    and    LIMELIGHT, 

I  ItANCIS  ORIBBLE. 

CHRISTINE  of  the  HILLS-     By  Max 

PEMBERTOX. 

LYING     PROPHETS.       By     Eden 

rniLi.poTTs. 

A     WOMAN'S     PRIVILEGE 

JLMUiUERITE  BRYANT. 


By 


By 


London :  A.  D.  INNES  &  CO  ,  Limitbd, 
31  &  32,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


Published  by  Mft^T.  FISHER  UNWIN. 

IMPORTANT    NOTICE. 

MR.  T.  FISHER  UNWIN  la  uleaaed  tv  annour,ce  Ihai  h»  it  to- Jay  publithi»g 
a    New    Novel    bf    W.    OLARK     KUSSBLL.    tnhlUd    THE 

ROMANCE     OF    A    MIDSHIPMAN,    bound   i„  gre,H 

oloih,  price  6a 

A  NEW  ROOK  RY  LOUIS  BECKE.   entitled  RODMAN.   TBB   BOAT- 
8TEERER.    Green  cloth,  6s. 

NEW   EDITIONS   of  THE    MAKING  OF  A   SAINT  (6»  ).  b,  lh« 
Author  of  "Liza  of  Lambetr,'  and  QINETTfl'8  HAPPINBSa 

THE  CLEARER  VISION :  being  Stories  of  the  Secret  Life 
By  ETHEL  COLBURN  MAYNE.     Cloth  gilt,  5t. 

TWO   NEW   VOLUMES   of  the   "CENTURY"  SCOTT :-B.OB    ROY  and 
OLD  MORTALITY.    Cloth,  la.  eaoh:  lea.her,  2a.  6d  toon. 


A  Selected  List  of  Mr.  T.  Fisher  Unwins  Autamn  AnQonDcements. 


LITHOGRAPHT  aad  litho- 
graphers :  SomeOliBptois  on  the  llisiory  of 
the  Art.  With  Technicnl  RemarkB  and  Suinfon. 
tionn  b.v  JOSEPH  Mid  ELI/.AUBTU  HOUiNa 
PRNNBLL.  LnrKo4io,  with  many  Illiuirntlou, 
£3  13a.  M.  Alao  s  Fine  Ediiioa  ;  prices  on  appli- 
cation. 

THE    AUTOBIOQBAPHT    of    • 

VETERAN.       B.y     Geiicrnl     ENRICO     DELL« 
ROL'CA.      Traii.sliiUHl   anil   AhtiilKml  for  Kniliiih 
Uciiilenihy  Mnt.  JANET  ROSS,  Author  of  "Three 
CicnerBtions  of  Englishiromon."     With  tin  Intro, 
duction.    Domy  Uiro,  eloth,  lit. 
The  work  contain*  a  curioua  accoant   of  Life  i 
Piedmont  in  the  early  part  of  this  century,  and  macti 
pergonal    matter    atiout    Louia    Napoleon,    Cavonr, 
Garibaldi,  and  the  Savoy  Princea. 

DEMOCRACY     in     AMEBIOA.       Bi 

AI.K.Nl.s  UK  TOCyiTKVII.I.K.  iniinlation  by 
HE.SKY  RKKVK,  as  Revised  anrl  Auu  itated  from 
the  Antlior's  lii.st  EJiiion  by  KKA.ViMS  H.UVB.M. 
With  an  Introduction  by  DANIKI,  ('.  GILM&N, 
LL.O.,  President  of  John  Hopkins  Onivemily. 
Two  vols.,  tlemy  8vo,  cloth,  Jla. 

SHAKESPEARE    in     FRANCE.      By 

J.  J.  JnSSBRAND,  Author  of  "  EnKliah  Way- 
farioK  Life,"  "  The  Kn);lish  Novel  in  toe  Time  of 
Shakespeare,"  Ac.  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo,  cloib, 
218,  Alao  Twenty  Copiea  on  Japan  paper,  signed, 
£:i  28. 

A  LITER  AB7HIST0BT  of  IRELAND. 

By  Dr.  DOUGLAS  HYDE,  civKditor of  the  Now 
Iriwh  Library.  (A  Volnme  of  *'  Tbe  Librar.v  of 
Literarv  History.")  Photogmvare  frontiapieco. 
Cloth,  16s. 

UANUAL    of  the    HISTORY    of 

FIlENOlt  LITERATOHE.  Bv  FERDI.sAND 
BHL'NKI'IBIIE,  of  the  French  Academy.  Editor 
of  the  "  Revue  des  Denx  Moiides."  Trmna. 
latod  by  RALPH  DERK(JUKF.  With  Preface 
specially  writtsn  for  this  Edition  by  the  Author. 
Deui.v  Svo,  clolb.  128. 

THE  OORRESPONDENOE    of  PBIN- 

CKSS  ELIZABETH  of  ENGLAND,  LAND- 
GRAVINE of  lIESSE-HOMHnRG.  Fortbemost 
part  with  Miss  LOUISA  SWINBURNE.  With 
Portraits,  and  Bdiunl,  with  Preface,  by  PHILIP 
C.  YORKE,  M.A.  Oxon.,  Lioencii<.(»s.Leara«  of 
the  Univerait.v  of  Paris.  With  a  Phi>to(rravure  of 
the  Princess  at  her  writinf^-tablc,  and  tUlicr  Ulna. 
trations.    Demy  Svo,  cloth,  lis. 

EDUOATIONAL  REFORM,  and  Otber 

Rssayg  and  Addranes.  By  CHARLES  WU. 
ELIOT,  LL.D.,  President  of  Harvard  University. 
Demy  svo,  cloth,  lOa.  Od. 

EIGHTY  YEARS  and  HORR    Beinf 

the  Reminiscences  of  ELIZABETH  CADY 
STANTON  (lrtl».18e7).  With  Eleven  Portraita, 
larKO  crown  Svo,  476  pp.,  cloth,  "s.  6d. 

THE  LIFE  and  LETTBBS  of  LEWIS 

CARROLL  (Rev.  C.  L.  DodosO.^).  By  8.  D. 
COLLlNtiWOUD.  With  W)  lllnsltalions.  Larn 
crown  Svo,  cloth,  7s.  (id. 

ONE   WAY    of    LOVE.       By    DoUie 

RADFORD,  Anthorof  "  .\  Light  Load,"  "  Powna 
and  Oihor  Verses,"  "Good  Night,"  Jto.    Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3s.  Bd. 
A  CompltU  LUI  qf  Ur.  T.  FMtr  Uinnm't  Amtumn 


THROUOH   NEW    OtTINEA   and  tka 

CANMIIAL  CdUNTHIBH.  B.  H  CAfLKT- 
WKH.STKK.  V«ry  fully  llioatrmlert  froa  PImo. 
Kniphs,  and  with  Uam.  Diafraos.aiid  Photo 
umvore  Frontlspiec*.  Uadina  iro,  cloth  (lit.  tla, 

TRAVELS  and  POUTI08  ia  tha  VBAS 

KAST.  Ky  WILLIAM  M(LL<«R,  A«lMra("TW 
Balkan'.."  With  liV  lllaatraliou  and  •  Map. 
Domy  ■<vo,  cloth.  2I«. 

THE    ANNALS    of   MONT    BLANC: 

a  Monoinapb.  By  C.  y..  .mahik^v.s.  ..m,..-  n* 
l>re>idant<f  tb*  Alpin<  f\n'>.  Wuh  M,  .  Iv.  t..- 
B'»<fn'»a,  and  otber  lllui>tnui<>D«  ai.d  F«c«m.il««. 
Dwny  Svo,  cloth  Kill.  lU, 

UPB  of  MAN  en  tha  HIOS  ALP«: 

stadias  made  on  Monia  Roaa.  By  ANOIU) 
K088O.  TranaU'oil  f^,m  iba  Saeond  IbHUm  nl 
tbe  Italian  by  B.  U>UOU  KIC8U*.  isoottetan- 
ttua  with  F.  KIKSOW.  With  awnafaoa  UlMUm- 
tiona  and  I>la«>ama.    H  ifal  tro,  doth,  Ua. 

NEW    (1LIM68    la    NOKWAT:    Am 

Account  of  aoms  AacMU  In  tbe  Sondaon  Dia- 
tncts  By  C.  K.  OPPXNHKIM.  Mambar  <d  Ik* 
Alpina  Club,  huft*  onmB  tro,  with  rMmata 
Illiutralions,  7s.  <ld. 

THE  BRITISH  NAVY.   BaiDgaTnuif- 

laii  n  l.y  A.  SON NEN.SCHEIN  cf  the  ftcomi 
volume  of  "  Die  lleera  and  Flottan  dar  0««a- 
wwt."  Witb  Mapa.  nnoMrana  M— mlkaa.  aad 
Coloured  Plalaa.    Saper-rayal  •to,  lla.  M. 

UNPUBLISHED  LETTBBS  of  DEAN 

HWIFr.  K.hi.ll.yOaOBOIBIRKBKCK  HILL, 
D.C.L.,  LL.D..  HonuracT  Fallow  of  Pambraka 
Collage,  Oxford,  ninstntcd.  Demy  tro,  doth, 
111..  J       -.  , 

THE  OITY  of  tha  OAUPHS :  a  Mon»- 

graph  on  Cairo  and  ila  Rn\irons,  and  tha  Nll« 
ana  iu  Monumcnta,  With  Twenty  Photoaia- 
vnres.  By  BU8TACB  A.  HITNOLDa  BALL. 
Large  cmwn  8\o,  xa  pp.,  clotb,  li^  M. 

THE     DOO,     in     HEALTH    and    ia 

DISEASE.  Including  hi*  Origin,  lliat<47, 
Varlatiait,  Um<ding,  ■dncalkm.  aad  Ocavni 
Management  in  Health,  and  bia  Traalaaat  In 
DiiHiaao  By  WEdLBY  MILLS.  M.A..  M.O., 
D.V.S.,  *c.  With  Focty^hna  FaU  Pbm  Com. 
One  Ooloarad  Plata,  and  anmanoa  othar  lllaam- 
tlons.    Large  crown  Svo,  cloth,  IQa.  a,!. 

THE  PSYCHOLOQY  of  PEOPLES :  ita 

Inanenoe  on  their  Kvolotioo.  By  OUOTA  VK  LB 
BON,  Anthor  ot  "Tha  Crowd:  a  Stody  ot  tha 
Poiinlar  Mind."    Tnnslatad  by  RALPH  DBRK- 


[•^ 


CU  8  F.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  tm. 


[Xrji  Kfti. 


POEMS,    OOIEFLY    AMOROU&     By 

KRIC  MACKAY,  Anthor  of  "The  l,'vr  I.«ltars 
of  a  Violinist."  With  an  liiinJii.ti.  ;;  l.^  MARIK 
CORELLI.  With  Pli.vt.jgrBvare  Front. •peoa. 
Demy  Itmo,  cloth,  as.  M. 

THE  SOUL'S  DEPAETUEE.  and  Othar 

I         Poaina.    By  B.  WILLMORK.    (A  New  Voh 

of  the  "Can        '    '     "       ~ 
I        boards,  3s.  «d.  net. 

Amwmueemntt  wiO  In  mrnt  rcal-/tf  «■  i 


Sariea.")    Damy    Vtmt, 


London :  T.  FISHER  UNWIN,  Paternorter  Square,  E.C. 
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DUCKWORTH  &  CO. 

THE    TATLER.     Edited,    with 

Introduction     and     Notes,     by     GEORGE     A. 
AITKEN,  Anther  of  "  The  Life  of  Richard  Steele, 
&C.     4  voIb.,  small  demy  8vo,  with   EnKrayed 
Frontispieces,  bound  in  buckram,  dull  gold  top, 
"B.  6d.  per  volume,  not  sold  separately. 

[^Immeduitely, 

INTRODUCTION  to  HISTORICAL 

8TUDIKS.  By  Cn.  V.  LANGLOIS  and  CH. 
SEIGNOBOS.of  the  Sorbonne,  Paris.  Authorised 
Translation  l.v  G.  G.  BERRY.  With  a  Preface 
liy  Prof.  YORK  POWELL.  Large  crown  8vo, 
78.  6d. 

STUDIES     of    a    BIOGRAPHER. 

By  LESLIE  STEPHEN.  2  vols,,  largo  crown 
8vo,  l)uckrani,  gilt  top,  128. 

ATIIEN.HV.V.—"  Those  who  are  prepared  to  learn 
rather  than  be  amused  or  excited  cannot  do  better 
than  study  his  '  Studies."  He  is  one  of  the  soundest 
of  our  critics.  His  cool,  shrewd  judgment  is  often 
refreshing  as  a  contrast  to  the  tall  talk  which  has 
been  only  too  common  with  modern  biographers. 

MOBS'IKO  post.—"  He  is  as  lucid  as  Macaulay 
without  sacrificing  accuracy  to  effect." 

GLOBE.— "Hie  'Studies  of  a  Biographer '  will  be 
received  cordially  and  gratefully,  and  ranged  side  by 
►ide  with  his  '  Hours  in  a  Library,'  with  which  they 
are  more  than  worthy  to  be  associated." 

A  HISTORY  of  RUGBY  SCHOOL 

By  W  H.  D.  ROUSE,  of  Rugby,  and  sometimi' 
Fellow  of  Chriat's  College,  Cambridge.  Hlus- 
traled  from  Photographs,  Contemporary  Prints, 
&c.    Small  4to,  6s.  net. 

TOM    TIT    TOT:    an    Essay   on 

Savage  Philosophy  in  Folk-Tale.  By  EDWARD 
CLODD.    Crown  8vo,  5s.  net.  [Oc(.  12. 

FEUDAL  and  MODERN  JAPAN. 

By  ARTHOR  MAY  KNAPP.  i  vols.,  with 
24  Photogravure  Illustrations  of  Japan  Life, 
Landscape,  and  Architecture.  Small  fcap.  8vo, 
balf-lmund,  white  cloth,  blue  sides,  gilt  top,  88.  net. 

PIPPA   PASSES:   a  Drama.     By 

ROBERT  BROWNING.  With  7  Drawings  by 
"  L.  Leslie  Brooke,  reproduced  in  Photogravure. 
Fcap  4io,  with  Cover  Design  by  the  Ardst,  blue 
art  velium,  gilt,  gold  top,  68.  net;  Large-Paper 
Eiiition,  limited  to  60  copies,  printed  throughout 
on  Japanese  vellum,  £1  Is.  net. 

NEW    NOV£LS. 
IN  the  CAGE.     By  Henry  James. 

Small  crown  8vo,  Sr".  6d. 

THE  ALTAR  of  LIFE.    By  May 

BATEMAN.    Crown  8vo,  Os. 

MEN,    WOMEN     and    THINGS 

By  F.  C.  PHILIPS.    Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 

THE  WORLD   and   ONORA.    By 

LILL\.N  STREKT.    Crown  8vo,  Oe. 

FROM  SEVEN  DIALS.    By  Edith 

OSTLERE.     Crown  8vo,  33.  6d. 

THE     UNKNOWN    SEA.      By 

CLEMENCE  HOUSMAN.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

JOCELYN.       By    John     Sinjohn 

Crown  Hvo,  Qs. 

THE   FIRE   of  LIFE.     By   C.  K. 

BORROW.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

CAPTAIN      FRACASSE.      By 

THEOPHILE  GAUTIER.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 


J.  M.  DENT  &  CO.'S  LIST. 

A  SERIES  OF  ILLUSTRATED  ROMANCES. 

THE  HISTORY  of  HENRY  ESMOND 

with  12  Colourpil  Illustrations  hv  F.  b.  lieclfor.l.  aiiil  Title- 
Page,  End-Papers.  and  Bindlnn  Design  by  T.  11.  Robinmn. 
Large  crown  Svo.  4s.  Ud.  net.  [Reditu  Oct.  211. 

THE  VIOAR  of  WAKEFIELD.    With 

1!  Coloured  Illustrations  by  P.  P.  Beilford.  and  Title-Pas». 
End-Papers.  and  Binding  Designs  by  T.  H.  Robiimon.  Large 
crown  8V0,  4!.  6d.  net.  \Rej:,l,,  Aoc.  .1.  ■« 

THE  INaOLDSBY  LEGENDS.     With 

12  t'oloiiroil  anil  ini  Black  Jiu-l  White  II In Ht rations  Iiy  A. 
Ra  kliaiP.  Title-Page,  End-Papers,  ami  Itiuding  Designs 
by  the  same  Ariist.     Large  crowu  Svo,  4'.  *{«1.  net. 

[Ready  Oct  O. 

JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

AVitli  12  foloiired  Illustrations  >>v  F.  (.'.  Tilney.  W.  C.  CncMe. 
and  L.  M.  Fisher,  :uitl  s^^veral  Topoj^raphical  Pictures  from 
PhotttKriiijlis.     Large  crown  «vo,  4s.  ((d.  net. 

I  H^adi/  Xov.  ■■>. 

A  OHILD'S   BOOK    of  SAINTS.      By 

WILLIAM  CANTON.  Author  of  "W.  V.,  Her  Book."  "  The 
Invisible  Playmate.  &c..  Ac.  AVitli  18  Full-Page  lUustrn- 
tions,  and  Fmnti-^piece  In  Ten  Colours  bvT.  H,  Robineon. 
with  a  beautiful  Design  on  the  cover  in  Six  Colours  by  the 
same  ArttBt.    Large  crown  8vo,  Ba.  net.      ,    .    ., 

[FUady  m  Nouerwer. 


CHILDREN'S    BOOKS. 
THE  EVERLASTING  ANIMALS,  and 

other  Stories.  By  EDITH  JKNNING8.  With 
7  Coloareil  DrawinRS  and  Cover  Design  by  Stnart 
Bovan.  Large  crown  tto,  scarlet  cloth,  yellow 
edges,  5s. 
NEW  BOOK  BY  THE  AUTHORS  OF  "  ANIMAL 
LAND,"  RKADY  SHORTLY. 

SYBIL'S     GARDEN     of    PLEASANT 

BEASTS.  By  SYBIL  and  KATHARINE 
CORBET.  Reproduced  throughout  in  Colour. 
Oblong  crown  4to,  5s. 

FABLES  by  FAL  in  PROSE  and  VERSE. 

AVith  Pictures  and  Cover  Design  by  Philip  Bimie- 
Jones.     Square   medium  4to,  pink   cloth,   blue 
edges,  3s.  6d.- 
CATALOGUES  AffV  PROSPECTUSES  O.Y 
APPLICATfOA\ 

3,    HENRIETTA    STREET,    COVENT 
GARDEN,  "W.g. 


A  NEW  EDITION  OF  JANE  AUSTEN'S  NOVELS. 

Edited  hv  R.  RRTMLEY  .lOHNSON.  With  flO  Coloured 
Iliust'^tionB  by  C.  F,.  and  H.  M.  Bmck,  with  Coloured  Portrait 
anda  Special  Cover  DesiRn  bv  Paul  Wno<lrnfre.  In  10  volumef, 
fnolBcap  8vo,  sns.  net,  or  in  cloth  \>ox,  28s.  6d,  net.  Fach 
novel,  s.-".  net  tlia  two  volumes.  [Just  reads/. 


First  and  Second  Largt  Cheap  EdWoM  EzhausUd. 

Third  L-ro»  Edition  Sfw  Ready 
Crown  8vo,  with  Portrait  of  the  Author.  23  net ;  also  demy  8vo, 
with  numerous  Illustration".  44.  61.  net. 

QUO  VADI8  :   a  Narrative   of  Romft 

in  the    Time    of   Nero.     Bv    HKNRYK    SIEVKIEWICZ. 

Translated  from  the  Polish  by  Jeremiah  Curtin.     Of  this 

iKjok  upwanls  of  sno.WK)  copies  have  so  far  be3n  sold  in 

England  and  America. 
F<ill  Mtll  Gazette.—"  It  is  not  often  in  current  literaturt* 
that  you  find  vour«elf  face  to  face  with  a  work  of  geniu*.  of 
masterful  genius,  that  ffripi  yon,  thrills  you.  and.  impotent 
though  you  miy  be  to  anal'  se  it.  make^  vou  feel  its  power. 
Such  a  book  is* "Quo  Vadis'  as  I  read  it." 

MEDLTIVAL  TOWNS  SERIES.-First  Volume. 

THB    STORY   of    PERXJOTA-      By 

M\TlfiARET    StMONnS    and    LIN  A    DUFF-CORDOS. 

With  lUuBtrattonB  bv  Miss  Helen  James,  and  Plan  of  the 

Town.    Small  crown  8vn.  :{8.  fid.  net. 
St.  James's  Gazette.—"  'Peruria*  h  a  very  cbarminR  twok. 
which  gives  a  better  idea  of  mediajval  Ital,vana  the  medioeval 
man  than  miuy  more  iiretentious  volumes." 

THE  WAVERLEY   NOVELS   of  STE 

W.\LTER  Sf'OTT.  A  New  Edition,  in  48  vols.,  nott  8vo 
printed  on  thin  paper  suitable  for  the  pocket.  With  Por- 
traits and  Photogravure  Frontisnieces  by  Herltert  Rai'ton. 
Introductions  by  niement  K.  Sliorter.  Decorated  Title- 
Page  by  W.  B.  MacDougalL  Cloth.  Is.  6d.  net,  limp 
leather,  2s.  net. 

The  follouiina  Volwnu  are  now  ready  :— 


OLD    M0BTALIT7.      2 

vols, 

BRIOE     Of     LAMUER- 

AIOOR.     1  vol. 

LEOESD      of      MO«T- 

Kosi:.   1  viii. 
IVANHOB.    avols. 
THE   MONASTERY.      2 

V..1J. 

THE  ABBOT.    2  vols. 
KENILWOBTH.     2  vols. 


G.   P.  PUTNAM'S  SONS' 


LIST. 


»AVEELBY.    2  vols. 
aOY   M4NNEBING.     2 

THE  BLACK  DWARF.  1 

vol. 

HEART     Of     MID- 

LIITHIAN.    2  vols. 
THB     ANTIQUARY      2 

vole. 
EOB  ROY.    2  vols. 

Ouard'an.—"  A  better  pocket  edition,  or  a  prettier,  for  actual 
use  it  is  not  easy  to  imagine." 

THE  TEMPLE  CLASSICS.    Edited  by 

ISRAEL  GOLLANCZ.  A  Series  of  Volumes  containing  the, 
Miistcrpieees  of  English  I-iterature  in  Prose  and  Poetrj 
and  other  Iwoks  acknowledged  as  Universal  Classics.  Pott 
8vo  with  an  fetched  or  Photogravure  Frontispiece,  amp 
cloth,  18.  (kl.  net;  limp  lambskin  leather.  2s.  net. 
Punch.—"  Tha  series.... is  the  daintiest,  handsomest,  and 

handie'.t  ever  as  vet  Issued  by  any  publishing  house.    Portable 

gems  every  one  of  them." 

LATEST  VO  LU  M  ES.—See  Sj^ecial  Prospectus 
MOKE'S  UrOPlA.    Edited  by  Rot3ert  Steele. 
BUNYAN'S    PILGRIM'S   PROGRESS.     Edited   by 

Rev.  rii.uu.Ks  i'L.vrr^. 

THACKERAY'S    ESMOND.      2   vols.       Edited   by 

Walter  Jhi'.UQi.u. 

LONGFELLOW'S    HIAWATHA.       Edited    by    the 

(iESKBAI,   EdITOU. 

pARiVDISE  REGAItlED,  and  Minor  Poems  of  Mii-TON, 

EditMI'V  W.  11.  I>.  K.MSK. 

THE    MEDITATIONS   Of    MARCUS    AUBELIUS. 

Edited  by  W.  11.  D.  Rolsk. 

SELDEM'S  TaBLB  TALE.    Edited  by  the  Gewebai. 

ElUTOK. 

WaLTOK'S   LIVES.      2  vols.      Edited   by    Ausiin 

DOHSOS. 

Daily  Teleuraith.—"  Unsurpassed  as  a  cheap,  artistic,  and 
what  is  more,  scholarly  edition "  ,.  .       ,  * 

Ttnws.— "  All  lovers  of  book'*  will  giveacorditl  welcome  to 
the  charming  little  series  of  "  Temple  Classics.'  ....  The  type 
is  clear  and  comely,  the  paper  is  thin  but  strong,  and  the 
volumes  arc  handy  in  form,  and  very  attractive  in  appearance. 
....  Price,  appearance,  and  contents  of  the  volumes  should 
all  combine  to  secure  for  them  a  ready  acceptance  at  the 
hands  of  book-lovers." 

Catalogues  and  ProspectuMa  on  appHcatitm. 

J.  M.  DENT  &  CO.,  29  and  30,  Bedford 
Street,  W.C 


JEWISH    RELIGIOUS    LIFE 

AFTER  THE  EXILE.  Third  Series  of  Americaa 
Lecttires  on  the  History  of  Religions,  1S97-93. 
By  the  Rev.  T.  K.  CHEYNE,  M.A.,  D.D,  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  es. 

HEROES     OP    THE     NATIONS 

SERIES.    Crown  Svo,  oloth,  Illustrated,  h>.  eaoh. 

SALADIN.  AND   THE    FIGHT 

roi  the'  holy  LAND,  liy  STANLEY 
LANE-POOLE. 

THE  HISTORICAL  DEVELOP- 
MENT OF  MODERN  Ei:ROPE  From  the  Con- 
cress  of  Vienna  to  the  Present  Time.  By 
CHARLES  M.  AMUREWS,  Associate  Profesior  of 
History  in  Bryn  Mawr  College.  Now  complete  in 
Two  Vols.  Sold  separately.  With  Maps.  Svn, 
eilt  tops,  each,  123.  0(1.  Part  I.— From  1816  to 
1860.    Part  II.— From  1850  to  189T. 

A    HISTORY    OF   THE    DUTCH 

PEOPLE.  By  PBTRtIS  JOHANNES  BLOK,Ph.D., 
Professor  of  Dutch  History  In  the  University  of 
Leyf'en.  Translated  by  Osoar  A.  BIKBSTADT  and 
Ruth  Putnam.  To  be  completed  in  throe  parts. 
Part  I  —From  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Beginning 
of  the  Fifteenth  Century.    Svo. 

HEROES  OF  THE  REFORMA- 
TION SERIES.  A  series  of  the  biographies  of 
the  leaders  in  the  Protestant  Reformation. 
Edited  by  SAMUEL  MACAULEY  .JACKSON, 
Professor  of  Church  History,  New  York  Uni- 
versity. 

MARTIN  LUTHBR:  the  Hero 

of  the  Reformation,  1483— l.'54fi.  By  HENRY 
E.  JACOBS,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  Professor  of  Theo- 
logy, Evangelical  Lutheran  Seminary,  Phila- 
delphia. Fully  illustrated,  ctown  Svo,  cloth, 
68. 

CHRISTIANITY      AND      ANTI- 

CHRISTIANITY  IN  THEIR  FINAL  CONFLICT. 
By  SAMUEL  J.  ANDRE iV.s,  Author  of  "The  Life 
of  Our  Lord  irpon  Earth,"  &c.    Svo,  cloth,  9s. 

BIRD   STUDIES:  an  Acnount   of 

the  Land  Birds  of  Eastern  North  America.  By 
WILLIAM  E  D.  SCOTT.  With  166  Illustrations 
from  Original  Photographs.  4to,  halfroan,  gilt 
top,  213.  net. 

WHERE    GHOSTS    WALK:    the 

Haunt!  of  Familiar  Characters  in  History  and 
Literature.  By  MARION  HARLAND.  Author  of 
"  Old  Colonial  Homesteads, '  &c.  With  many 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  78.  6d. 

THE     CROSS     IN     TRADITION, 

HISTORY,  AND  ART.  By  the  Rev.  WILLIAM 
WOOD  SEYMOUR.  With  266  Illustrations.  410, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  £1  Us.  Cd.  net. 

THE      NORTH      ITALIAN 

PAINTERS  OF  THE  RENAISSANCE.  By 
BERNHARD  BERENSON.  With  a  Heliotype 
Frontispiece.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  43.  Cd. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  HOUSE 

OF  SAVOY,  1003-1619.  By  ALETHF.A  WIEL, 
Author  of  "  The  Story  of  Venice."  With  Illus- 
trations reproduced  chiefly  from  contemporary 
sources.     Two   Vols.,    crown    Svo,    cloth   extra, 

168. 

SELECTIONS    FROM    "THE 

DOCTOR,"  Ac.  By  ROBERT  SOUTHEY.  Edited, 
with  a  Critical  Introduction,  by  R.  BRIMLEY 
JOHNSON.  Uniform  in  general  stjle  with  th« 
"Ella"  series.  16mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  tops, 
2s.  6d. 


New  Lists  on  Application. 
24,  BEDFORD  ST.,  SrRAND,  LONDON; 

And  NEW  YORK. 


8  October,  1898, 


The   Acarlemy. 


5J 


MR.   REDWAY'S   ANNOUNCEMENTS. 


FIH-SO?       LIST. 


TheSYMBOLISMSof  HERALDRY;     THE    E A RT  V    HAVfl    «f  ♦i.      mtm™™.™-™^ 

or..TrmU„o„,h.M»anm,.„n,lU,ri,»Uon.,,fAn„ori.l         *  "•*"       ^^ttl**       UAYO       01      thO      NINETEETH      OEHTURY 

Bnrlan.     By  W.  C'ECIL  WADK.    Will,  nU.ul  «n  lll,,^  In  R.VaL4ND-I8clO.I«Jn       p.  nrrrt  f.u    ^.„.,..„-    — ••»      W«A«AW«»« 


or,  a  TrmlliM.  on  the  Mcnninm  nii.l  Ueri?»llon«  of  Artnori«l 
BMrlan.  By  W.  C'ECIL  WADK.  Will.  al»ml  Hn  Illui- 
tloDB.    ;ig,  (hi.  net. 

RECOLLECTIONS  of  a  PRIVATE 


KDLDIElt    in    Ihe    ARMY    of    llio 
I'RANK  WII.KKSON.    3>.  (kl.  not. 


Br 


HUNTING-CROP  HALL,  and  other 

SL.rlM.  Ily  AI>Klli:ii  K.  T.  WATSON,  Killlor  of  "Tlie 
nadmlnton  Lilirarj"  and  otlior  8P0RTINO  WRITKR8 
IlIuBtmtioni.    at.  net. 

REMINISCENCES.  By  M.Beth  am- 

KliWAltllS.    (;h,Bi,i  Krlition,    m.  <H-{. 

TO    BE    READ    at   DUSK,  and 

other  Htori™,  Slceoho",  and  EMayi.  By  CHARLES 
DICKENS.    Now  fint  CVIlecled.    (U.  nut. 

HOW  to  PUBLISH   a  BOOK    or 

ARTICLE  and  HOW  U>  PRODUCE  a  I'l.AY.  Advico 
to  Younj  Aulhon.  By  LEOPOLD  WAdNER  3i.  6d 
■Mt 

A    DICTIONARY    of    ENGLISH 

AUTIKiUM.  niOCilUPIIICALand  BIllLIOURAPHICAL 
Being  a  C.imiioiidiouj  Account  of  the  Liven  and  Writlnm 
of  70O  British  Write™  from  the  Year  1100  to  the  Prc.ent 
Time.  By  R.  PARQUHARSON  SHARP,  of  the  British 
Museum.  .Second  Edition.  Rovise<l.   Interleaved,  7«.  Sd.  net, 

THE  SECRET  SOCIETIES  of  aU 

AOES  nn.l  COUNTRIES.  A  Comprolicnsivo  Account  of 
upwards  of  One  Hundred  and  Sixty  Secret  Organisatlons- 
Holigious,  Political,  and  Soclal-from  the  most  Remote 
Aces  down  to  the  Present  Time.  By  C.  W.  HECKE- 
THORN.  Now  Edition,  thoroughly  K«vl»od  and  (matly 
Enlarged.    2  vols.,  31s.  (kl.  net. 

THE  MORALITY  of  MARRIAGE, 

and  other  Kssiijs  on  the  Status  and  Dcstiiiv  .it  Woman 
By  MONA  CAIRI).     Os.  net. 

OANDIDE ;   or.  All  for  the  Best. 

A  New  Translation  from  the  French  of  VOLTAIRE,  with 

Introduction  and  Notes  by  WALTER   JERROLD,   and 

sa  Vignettes  by  Adrien  Moreau.    Bound  In  sillc,  £1  net. 

Of   this   superb   Edition    of   Voltaire's   mastendeoe   ("the 

wittiest  liook  in  the  whole  worid  ")  only  475  Copies  are  for  sale 

In  Great  Britain.     Of  these,  75  are  i>rlnte<l  on  Ijirge  Paper 

(Japanese  Vellum)  with  extra  set  of  the  en  Ulti  (India  Paper 

Proofs  in  Colour). 

THE  ACTOR'S  ART:   Theatrical 

Rcniinisceiiccs,  Metho<ls  of  Study,  and  Advice  to  Aspirants. 

Specially  Contrilmted  by  Leading  Actors  of  the  Day. 
.  Edited  by  J.  A.  IIAMMERTO.N.  Prefatory  Note  by  Sir 
.     HENRY  IRVING,    lis.  not. 

THE  STORY  of  OUR  ENGLISH 

TOWNS  Told  by  P.  H.  DITCHFIELI),  F.S.A.,  Author 
of  "Old  English  Customs  Extant  at  the  Present  Time." 
With  lutroiluction  by  the  Rev.  AUGUSTUS  JESSOPP 
D.D.    OS.  net 

CURIOSITIES  of  BIRD  LIFE.   An 

Account  of  llic  Si-.vu.il  .iclomuieiita.  Womlerfiil  lliiplays 
Strange  Sounds,  Sweet  Songs,  Curious  Nosts,  Protcotivd 
and  Recignltory  Colours,  and  Extraordinary  Habits  of 
Birds.     By  CHARLES  DIXON.    7s.6d.net. 

THE   STAMP    COLLECTOR.     By 

W.  J.  HARDY,  F.S.A.,  and  E.  D.  BACON.  WlUi  11 
PUtes.    ("  The  Collector  Series.")    78.  6d.  net. 

SPORTING     ADVENTURES      of 

CHARLES  (^VRRIN(;T0N.  Es.i.,  aud  other  Stories.  By 
"OLD  CALABAR-  and  other  SPORTING  WRITERS 
lUaairatlons.    6s.  net. 

THE   RHYMES   of   IRONQUILL. 

Popular  Kdition.     Wrapper,  od.  net. 


sttlogUu  of  the  pMt."  *  ""  """"n*.  o«l>»el»ny  bj  tbom  who  w*  hMUMd  lo  to 

"h.ro"  Schools -The  Oniveraitlo.  -LuTni^  8.tonV^Th«ljI^„Tri-B2S!!2S:i'^S**^-  '^'*^- 

AiTTiroR  op  "THR  nr.sn.n  Liyr.." 


JAMES  HAIN  FRISWELL:  a  Memoir. 

LAaRA  PRISWBLL  (Mr*.  A»iiieo«i  Mtail). 


By  his  Daughter 

with  Portrait  and  Plal«.    1  rol..  •»<>  ii.  o«. 


JOHN  ABRAHAM   HERAUD 

Dausrhter  EDITH  HERAUD.    With  Portrait.    1  vol 


a   Memoir.     By  his 

8to,  7f.  «d.  net,  [At  all  HbrarU*. 


«».^^.      .*  iMi  1  wrbrmib.     1  vol,,  HTO,  71,  oa.  net,  [At 

f,i„^^°  ^" '*'■■ '^- ■*-.''°™'"' '"'""°  ""  Chartorhouse  lo  recently  a»  AdHI  IM7  hm  I.  t.n.....i..     ■      .t 
friend  and  correstwndent  of  Wordaworth  and  Souther ;  •ndilo^  and  inUSi*?  Jj,l!?y£S2^     **• 

CHARLES    DICKENS    and   his   ILLUSTRATORS- 

Cru.kshftiik,  Seymour,   Hiws,    "  Pl.i,.."  Caltormolc,  Leoch,  Doyle.    SianOeld    Maol...    T.B.i..' 

v^ll'  ^'"^'•.'".  C-""  "'""ea.  by  Pen  «>d  P»»n."  4o,  with  Coltoyp,  n^i  .«i 
Photogravure  Portrait.    Demy  Mo,  net  £Z  2x  ^•'^v^  rmtm  maa 

pa^?i?^etX"et'a^rh?,rn'e^'Ss.ss•^fJ^^^ 

trHtions,  none  of  which  ba«  been  previoo.ly  enbSued  to  U^roWlS^  T».»  h^t.^SL  ii'.iLiJ'..  "'°*- 
recent  years  by  Mr.  Kitton.  after  oomMpondence  with  the  oVjSeffS^  1^\^  ^"  ""****  '*""■' 
The  work  will  also  contain  a  number  of  nnpabllehed  Letten  relating  to  the  Itliutiwtins..  h.  iw^,.,^ 
and  the  vai;iou8  artists  enjtaged  ui>on  the  novels.  Chapter!  will  alwU.  deroSd  .o^SIniS'JZ.™?*!! 
••pTcgwiikT''"'' '"'''''  '^"'^  I"».'n..lon."  P«C'3dX.5't?n!?.^'jr';in«  tSiTlSISli't? 
Af»U  ProtpMtm  iiflhU  work  m*f  t*  o6taln*d  on  appUeation  to  tht  PtMithtr. 


The   OollBctor   Series. 

OLD    VIOLINS.     By  the   Rev.  H.   R.  Haweis.     With 

Plates.    Small  domy  8vo,  "».  6d.  net. 

Arthur  Hill  of  the  famous  Bond  Street  firm),  contain*  ohapters  on  Violin  OeneelZviotooSliLSl' 
Violins  at  Brescia,  at  t  remona.  in  Germany,  in  Frmnoe.  in  sAitlaDd  ;  Vimin  virrTlS  StriniS  BoTT^VtoUs: 
Tarisio,  Violins  at  Mirocourt.  Miitenwald,  and  Markneokirchet  ;  Violin  Trnuinenl^VtotoVlSI^ 
Collectors,  and  Amateurs.    A  Dictionary  uf  Vi.din  Makers  is  added.  srwinionij    noOB  Dniaa, 

The  Plates  ■nohide  Collotype  Illustrations  of  Mr.  Dnnaldaon's  Duiffoproceu'  Viol  ila  Oamha.  Ui.  -  n. 
Benot  •■  MaKKini  Violin,  the  <Jueen's  Amati,  Pasanini's  JoMph  Ouamerioi,  tSeHode  aad^S^filu^ 
View  of  the  City  of  Cremona,  and  authenUc  Portraits  of  PrntSmliTw^it  hmoLVM^J^  &!^i 
Hill,  together  with  Facsimile  Reprodootion.  of  lome  famonsoldViolta  UbS^       *"»'»^  •«>*  Btewonh 


By  William  J.  Flagg. 


TUSCAN   ARTISTS:  their  Thought  and  Work.     With 

Notos  on  other  Scho..;*.    I'rincipaUy  for  the  Use  of  Trarellers.    By  HOPB  RKA.    WUh  Ix>n. 
duction  by  Sir  W.  B.  RICHMOND.  K.C.B..  R.A.    Crown  Sto,  wUh  SI  VUtm,  tewit.  ^^ 

YOGA  or  TRANSFORMATION. 

1  vol.,  Svo,  168.  net. 

A  comparative  statement  of  the  varioos  reliirioo*  dotmas  ooneeralrir  tk« -vi  .-^  1..  .a_u_       _.    • 
Akksjlian,  Hindu.   T«.i.^   Ewptian.   HebrewrGreek^f^^SS"  M^mi^"l,llii;^^ 

OoHTiifTs:  Modem  Spiritualism  on  the  ■'tonl-mn.in  a«„i^«|f— .■--  ^  ^  rtalilMii  nii.lu  n  i 
and  Roman  Sonls-Neoplatonlsm  on  the  8onl-Chri«Uan  aaa]tSSn^Si^^^SS!SiS!ziZS^ 
Sonls-Tho  Possibility  of  a  Spiritual  World  Coosldend-Relifrimin  0«D«i'Jl'S?»J£SlriJ*22S 
Virtue-Hindu  Yo,«-Chine«  Ygint-KCTPtian  Yr^a-AktaldlS  YnS^-lSLmSitoTS.fiSS!; 
Yogn-YoKa  of  the  Eesenee-Tho  RomanlStoio*  H  YW-Cbristian  yS«-Yo«a  (iaS«l5S£SlT5 
Practice  and  Indioations  of  Progreae-Earthly  ImmoAaity-Yoga  M  a  pSceeirf  KiSlSSr^^^*  "* 


GEORGE  REDWAY,  Hart  Street,  Bloonisbury,  Loudou. 
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SPECIAL    NOTICE. 

The  Academy  will  he  sent  post-free  to 
every  Annual  Suhscriber  in  the 
United  Kingdom. 

Price  for  One  Issue,  Threepence  ;  post- 
age One  Halfpenny.  Price  for  52  Issues, 
Thirteen  Shillings;  postage  free. 


CHAMBERS'S 

ENCYCLOPAEDIA. 

The  Times  says  :  "  There  Is  exhanstlvenest  In  the 
selection  of  snbjsci*,  enterprlseklii  secnring  apeolalUis 
as  contrlbntorB,  and  accuracy,  clearness,  oompeteccy, 
and  conciseness  In  the  treatment  of  the  articles." 

CHAMBERS'S  ENCYCLOPAEDIA. 

The  Pali  Mall  Onzette  siyn  :  '  In  many  ways  thif 
'Rrliannica' Is  a  woik  laiber  tor  the  specialist  than 
the  ordinary  man,  whose  wants  are  lar  better  hupplled 
b?  the  brief  but  far  more  comp'eher  slve  notes  of  ■  Cham  ■ 
bers's'  Indeed,  in  the  present  form,  •  Chambers's '  Is 
almost  an  ideal  work  of  relerence." 

CHAMBEKs'S  BNurOLOP.KOIl  contains  upwards 
of  Thirty  Thousand  Articles,  Three  Thousand  Five 
Hundred  Wood  Bngravlngs,  Fifty-three  Coloured  Maps. 
Prices  of  Comi'Letk  Sets. 
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A     NEW     DICTIONARY    OP    THE     ENQLISH 
LANGUAGE. 

One    Volume,   Imuc-ial    8vo.   cloth,   12'.   61.; 
haL-mnrocco   18s. 

CHAMBERS'S 
ENQLISH     DICTIONARY. 

Proniuncing,  Explanatory,  E  ymolngical. 

This  New  Library  Dictionary  of  the  English  Laagnage 
gWes  the  BxDianailoo,  Pronunciation,  and  Rtymo- 
logy  of  WordJ,  togecher  wlih  Compnuod  Phrases, 
Technical  i  erms  In  use  In  the  Arts  and  fcclences,  Col- 
locjulal  and  Slang  Words,  btlng  In  fact  a  Treasury  of 
Enjll  !h  from  the  Sixteenth  to  the  Twentieth  Century. 
"Should  satisfy  the  needs  of  all,  except  those  who 

are  In  a  speciao  sense  students  of  words  and  language. 

,  .  .  A  workm»nlll!e  and  we'lapp'ilnted  volume.  .  .  . 

A  valuable  and  nspful  dictionary  that  would  enrich 

any  library."— 5i:ot«n»a». 
*'  Is  not  only  cheap,  but  learned,  easy  of  reference 

and  comprehensive."— JTeeHj/  Sun 
"AUkH  In  scope.  In  c*reful  accuracy,  In  convenlencr 

of  arrangement,  and  In  general  'gei-up'  and  appear 

ance,  ihls  dictionary  Is  a  veritable  masterpiece  of  lt» 

Rind,  and  seems  assured  of  the  widespread  popularity 

to  which  on  every  ground  It  Is  entitled."— fToWc!. 
With  Numerous  Illustrations. 


THREE  NEW  NOVELS 

SIR    WALTER   BESANT'S    NEW    NOVEL. 

THE    CHANGELING. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 

Crown  8vo,  6s. 

"  There  la  no  better  story  in  the  author's  works,  and 
every  one  who  takes  it  up  will  read  it  with  enjoy- 
ment."—Sfoisraan. 


NEW  NOVEL  BY  GEORGE  PASTON. 

A  WRITER  OF  BOOKS. 

By  GEORGE  PASTON, 
Author  of  "The  Career  of  Candida,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  6s.       \_Thix  dmj. 


NEW  NOVEL  BY   FRANCES   A.  COLDICOTT. 

HOLLINGHURST. 

By    FRANCES    A.    COLDTCOTT, 
Author  of  "  Gold  and  Tinsel,"  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  6s.       \_Thu  day. 

Cbaphab  &  Hall,  Ltd.,  London, 


W  &  R.  CH^MBKR-!,  Ltd.  47.  PATEHicosTEB  How, 
LONDON;  AND  BDINBUUSH. 


ACADEMY   PORTRAITS. 

The  following  have  apimired,  and  the  numbers 
containing  them  can  still  be  obtained;  or 
Complete  Sets  may  be  had  separately. 

BEN  JONSON. 

JOHN   KEATS. 

SIR  JOHN  SUCKLING. 

TOM  HOOD. 

THOMAS  GRAY. 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

SAMUEL  RICHARDSON. 

THOMAS  DE  QUINCEY. 

LEIGH   HUNT. 

LORD  MACAULAY. 

ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 

S.  T.  COLERIDGE. 

CHARLES  L.\MB. 

MICHAEL  DRAYTON. 

WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 

SAMUEL  PEPYS. 

EDMUND  WALLER. 

WILKIE  COLLINS. 

JOHN  MILTON. 

WILLIAM  COWPER. 

CHARLES   DARWIN. 

ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 

HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

ANDREW  MARVELL. 

ROBERT  BROWNING. 

THOMAS  CARLYLE. 

PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY. 

CHARLES  DICKENS. 

^wTlT^^mISaCE  THACKERAY, 

WILLIAM  BLAKE. 

SIR  RICHARD  STEELE. 

ALEXANDER  POPE. 

DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 

FRANCIS  BACON. 

HENRIK  IBSEN, 


Williams  &  Norgate's  List. 

MR.    SPENDER'S    MEW    VOLUME. 

Revised  nnil  much  Ealarged,  price  13s. 

THE  PRINCIPLES  of  BIOLOGY. 

Vol.  I.    By  IIKRBEIIT  SPEN'CER. 


jQit  published.  Third  Edition.  Enlarged  and  almost  entirely 
re-written.    Price  7p.  (it. 

METHODS  of  INDUSTRIAL  RE- 

.MDNERATloN.  liy  DAVIIi  F.  SCIILOSS.  of  tlio  Lahout 
Department  of  the  Board  of  Trade. 

'■  Mr  Schlosa'a  book  is  now  recoeoified  as  one  of  the  best 
authorities  on  lab  jur  economics."— S(.  Jamts'a  Qamttf.. 

"It  is  vo'v  far  Imieod  from  being  a  ilry  treatise.  On  the 
contrary,  it  i«  piokcd  with  Importtnt  and  most  iiitereetinii 
Information  for  ev  r>-  imulrer  into  one  of  tlie  greatest  ot  all 
mmlern  (luestione,"— Ei7('». 

■'Tlie  Bui'ject  is  one  of  t'lo  most  practical  interest,  aiid  isvery 
closely  arapple,!  with  I  y  Mr,  8chlo!s."-&!/m(  Aeioj  Utttr. 

■'  The  bmk  is  a  mine  nf  information  on  such  gutyects  as  time 
work,  piece  work,  the  sweating  system,  contraotiog  and  sub- 
contracting, cn-onera'ioo.  indnstnal  co-partnership,  ana 
product  sharing. -.Sfa*;' '  T.le<iravh. 


DemySvo,  cloth,  7s.  6il.    Second  Edition.    Revised  form. 

A  STUDY  of  the  SAVIOUR  in  the 

NEWER  LIUIIT  ;  or.  a  Present  DayStudy  of  Jesus  Christ. 

By  AI.EX.4N1IER  ROBINSON.  B.D.,  formerly  Minister  of 

the  Parish  ot  Kilmun,  Argjleshirc. 
•■  It  is  a  life  of  the  Foun  ler  of  Christianity,  with  the  miraou- 
lous  part  om,ttBcl.  or  ntiooalistically  explained  away  very 
much  in  the  manner  .,f  Renan.  .Mr.  Robinson  seems  to  have 
been  led  to  his  i.reseot  views  largely  bv  an  e.vamination  of  the 
aiscropancies  l«tweeii  the  Fourth  Gospel  and  the  Synoptics. 
Ktid  he  presents  tliein  in  a  cleiir,  temjerate,  and  reverent 
toiic."-.lcu<ii!niy.  ,,     ,      , 

•■  As  to  the  hook  itself,  it  is  eminently  readable,  disnlaying 
command  of  la'iRua?e  without  flowerioess,  and  insight  into 
character  that  avoids  metaphysical  hiir-splittl^g^^^^  (jamtU. 

"The  point  of  view  tlir.mghout  is  very  much  that  of  Prof. 
Ptieiderer  and  Dr.  Martineau....It  is  an  honest  attempt, 
founded  on  independent  thought  and  study,  to  see  the  human 
life  of  Jesus  as  it  w.ia."— fnfluirer. 

"  Here  is  a  book  written  in  the  most  reverent  spirit,  which. 
to  a  Soutliron,  seems  to  do  a  good  deal  to  restore  the  hum-an 
interest  in  Jesus  Christ,  that  has  to  a  large  extent  l«eii 
evaporated  from  th«  story  by  pressure  of  dogma  and  theological 
refiling  An.l  wliat  we  learn  from  the  Preface  is.  that  Mr. 
Robinson,  called  to  account  b«  the  General  Assembly,  declined 
to  disavow  his  id™B  or  his  method,  ami  wa»  cast  out  ot  the 
Chu  oh  of  Scotland."— London  Keiiitv. 


Deinv  8vo.  cloth,  78.  «d. 

SEMITIC      INFLUENCE 


on 


HELLENIC  MYTHOLOGY,  with  special  reference  to  th 
recent  works  of  the  Right  Hon.  Prof.  Max  MllUer  and  Mr 
Andrew  Lang. 
"  With  Prof.  Max   Mllller.  Mr.  Brown's  .piarrel  is  mainly 
negative;  he  only  complains  that  the  Professor  has  ignored  the 
extent  of  Semitic  influence  in  Hellas,  and  passed  over  the 
wrK  who  have  demonstrated  it.    But,  as  regards  Mr   I^ng 
he  fights  mainly  on  the  Profsssor's  side,  and  fires  g-veralsliotj 
wlthveryi   etty.irect    both  on  bis  own  account  and  that  of 
his  aUy     .  A.  t<.  his  polemics,  he  has  a  very  pretty  wit  and 

So  sma^l  skill  of  fence,  which  Mr.  L-ng  may  h"  e^P'Ot^d  to 
parry  if  he  can."-  Mr.  Akorew  Laso  in  The  Wooliiian. 

"Mr  Andrew  Lang  is  a  dexterous  controversialist  wielding 
thesharnest  of  rapiers.  But  he  does  not  have  it  all  his  own 
way  iffif  «  Br™n  is  an  expert,  but  he  can  !«  playful,  and  in 
the  iirst  half  of  this  volume  he  has  a  ,«"«  °' !'","«|%",l?,'i'S" 
with  Mr.  Lang,  and  does  sometimes  dialectically  draw  blo»l. 

"A  work  that  ought  to  find  a  place  on  the  shelves  of  aU 
students  of  myths  and  folklore  .  .  .  «"-i-l>|.^J,;'V.X„ie„. 


THEOLOGICAL     TRANSLATION 
LIBRARY-Ne/v  Series. 

VOL.  I.  OP  THE  FOURTH  YEAR.    Demy  svo,  los.  (iJ,  , 

A  HISTORY  of  DOGMA     Vol  V.    I 

By  Dr.  ADOLPH  HARXACK,  Ordinary  Professor  of 
Church  History  in  the  Universitv,  and  Fellow  of  the  Royal 
Academy  of  Science,  Berlin.  Translated  from  the  Thir.1 
German  Edition  by  Rev.  E.  B.  SPEIRS,  D.D,  EJited  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  BRUCE,  D,D.  1 /..  (te  ;.r»«. 

•■The  translation  is  good.  ,.credit.ably  free  'fom  the  bar- 
barisms so  common  in  translations  and  can  lie  read  with 
Kure.-- Principal  Raikv,  in  the  CVilicri!  Revm. 

"This  valuable  work,  the  translation  of  which  may  be  justly  re- 
garded alone  of  the  most  important  events  that  has  happened 
ot^nt  t^mcJ  to  ourtheological  literature.  Weearnestly  hope 
?lijrmany"f  our  reader,  wdl  find  it  possible  to  procure  this 
St^e  oLier  works  o,  the  '"-SilSSirJiS. 

aiisSf  sreSie?'tsr'\v;;Si'^s":;^.^dS';s/^ 

mSy  a  fash  on  as  Barnack.  With  more  than  Gibbons 
Effial  learning,  with  a  warmer  interest  in  the  deeper 
mSuiing  of  the  .piertions  at  stake,  and  with  as  true  an  eye  for 
Sl^Jsoiial  tlie  political,  and  the  larger  historical  motives  and 
setttag  of  the  controversies,  the  German  historian  has  suceeede 
in  PTOluciug  a  sketch  of  the  development  of  the  dogmas  in 
■lae^stion  whfch  is  as  lucid  as  it  is  iatere^ing^^^  ^^^^^ 

WILLIAMS    &    NORGATE, 

M,  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  London  ; 

20,  South  Frederick  Street,  Edinburgh  ; 

and  7,  Broftd  Street,  Oxford, 
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THE  GREAT 

LORD  BURGHLEY. 

A  Study  in  Eli/iibitliuu  Stutixmtt.  llv  MAUTIN 
A.  8.  HUME,  Autlmr  |of  "'I'lje  Courtuhip  of 
Uttecn  Klizalwth,"  \c.,  with  l'hi)togruvnro  por- 
trait.   Demy  bvo,  Via.  (Id.  ( Ilaijy  Oct.  17. 

The  flrst  adeiituito  bio^phy  of  the  gmiteat  li|fut« 
in  (Juoitn  Kli/Abeth'H  Court. 

JOHN   RUSKIN, 
SOCIAL     REFORMER. 

liv  .1.  A.  HO liSON,  Author  of  "Thu  Evolution 
of  Modern  ( iipitjairiin,"  4.c.    With  riuitogravure 
rortnilt.    Demy  .svo,  1()«.  (id. 
A  cairful  and  sympathetic  study,  by  an  experienced 

e  onomic  »-riter,  of  Mi.  Ruskin's  social  and  economic 

viewM. 

FACE  to  FACE 

with  NAPOLEON. 

An    Englwh    Boy's  AdventureH    in   the    Or«it 
Fretuh    War.        By    ().    V.      CAIXE.       Fully 
Illustrated.    Bxtni  CTuwn  Hvo,  6s, 
"  FuHi-inatiDg   .   .    .  rumantic   .  ,   .  fuU  of  life  and 
vigi)ur."-  -Sciiiitmnn. 
'*  An  excellent  and  Hiiirited  Aory. "—(ilohe, 
"Very  Htirrinf^  .  .'.  the  variouH  military  operations 
are  described  with  an  abandon  and  npint  tnat  will 
captivate  every  boy  who  reads  about  them." 

Otnsyotc  Daily  Mail. 

UNDER    the 

LABURNUMS. 

■     By  EMMA  MAK8HALL.      With  six  fuU-page 
iUoBtrHtions.    Extni  crown  Svo,  Su. 
**  A  healtliy,  bi-eezy  Mtory  for  girls  .  .  .  deMrves  as 
strong  a  recommendation  as  we  can  give  it.'* 

Glasgow  Daily  Mail. 

OFF  to  KLONDYKE. 

A  Story  of  Adventure  for  Boys.    By  GOBDON 
STABLES,     M.D.,     R.N.      Fully     niustiated. 
Extra  Crown  Hvo,  .'>a. 
"  A  story  which  will  delight  the  hearts  of  boys." 

Scotsman, 

ENGLISH  HISTORY 

for  CHILDREN. 

By  Mre.  Y.  8.  BOAS.     With  20  full-page  nius- 
trationu.     Crown  Svo,  2h.  (id. 
"  An  admirable  little  book  .  .  .  written  with  great 
dearnesi^  and  Mimplicity  .  .  .  picturesque  and  tcUing." 

AcatUmy. 
**  A  Hhort,  bright  sketch  for  the  smallest  of  scholars." 

Oiiarilian. 

"In  almcist  every  pige  there  are  touches  of  quiet 
fcumour  and  fancy  that  will  make  the  child  eager  to 
learn."—  Wtatminatrr  OnzeUe. 


POUR  GOOD  NOVELS. 


THE  MEASURE 

of  a  MAN. 

By  E.  LIVINGSTON  PKESCOTT,     AuUior  of 
"Scjrlet  and  Stci'l,"  A:c.    (is. 
"  Singularly  interesting   ...  a  notable  success,  and 
eveiy  page  of  it  will  be  read  with  pleasure." 

^I'otsinnn. 

THE    RIP'S 

REDEMPTION. 

By  the  Same.    (is. 
"  A  very  clever  book   .    ,    .    admirably  conceived  and 

executed."— i.i7cA'/»re, 

"A  pathetic  and  interesting  story." 

Pall  Mall  O^-ettc. 

THE    CLEVEREST 
WOMAN  in  ENGLAND. 

liy  L.  T.  MEAIiE.    (is. 

LADY  ROSALIND. 

By  Mrs.  SIAB.SHALL.    (is. 

•*  Singularly  well  mituaged    .  .  Vivid  .  .  .  sane  .  .  . 
Ud  deUghtful."—  Yorkahirc  Post. 


3.  NISBET  &  CO.,  Ltd.,  21,  Beraers  St.,  W. 


Some  Important  Remainders 

ruoM 

W.    QLAISHBR'S 
NEW     ANNUAL    CATALOGUE. 


DICK  KNM'8  (Ch«rlM)  WORKS.  Rr|irliifoMK«wrt<lual  •  d. 
K'ltloiu,  In  (lamy  mvo.  intlfnrrii  vr  en  r|»tti 
TiiK  MvfeTKHV  or  fiuwiv  liK'xin    wiit.  Ill'iilmllcna  tix 
R    L    riklet,  ftutl  a   portnlt  ranrfttcd  Itv  Omkmr 

IT*.  *!l ',         ..     4    • 

Ulh  Mi  UAL  k'BiiEiiu,  with  W  IlliuUatluiub*  Mareiu 

»tonA(«it.| .         ..    •    • 

Tm     I'ltftwicft  I'AriM.  with  4.1  Uluatrmtloiu  l>7  Bvy- 
inoiir  noil  I'tili  (3U.|         At 

Nil  iioi.AB  Ni< nMHi,  wttli4iilllii«tnitl'>na>>]r  ItilillU)  A  4 
MAKriKCiuxxi.KwiT,  with  4uMliutnttl<>tiitiy  ililirila.)  S  4 
DoHHKv  AMD  noM.  wlUi  4<>  llliiatr«ll<>u»  )>r  inili  (111  i  •  • 
I>AvinCnrri-iirii>,wUli4iMlli)Mtfittl»n«)>r  l*hli|*il»,|  •  • 
Jtl.KtK.  Mi>rM>.  with  411  lllu»tr«It<>t>B  hr  I'hil  i£U  »  ..  •  • 
LirrtK  DuiiNirr.  with  4o  MliutrMtlon*).)-  I'lilirjis)  ..  ■  e 
TuK  oi.it   Ci'RiUfiTV   HU4)i>.    with   rn  lll<i<tr.«tl<i(i«   hj 

lleorxutjattermole  and  H.  K.  Ilr<>wn.- ij.t  f .  ..     «    • 

I).\KNAiir  KrnuK,  a  Tftl«  u(  thn  Kloti  uf    Klghty,  with 
78  lUuitmtloiu  ■  y  Usorge  Calt  nu>jl«  ukI  II.  K. 

BruwDt>43i*> $    $ 

Olivbr    Twist   amd   Tauc   or  Two  Civm.  te  «io 

volume  (:ilt.) «    e 

HAMILTON  (WfiUer).  DATED  B'M>K  I'l.ATlMfRi 
Llhnai :  Wltli  a  TreatiK  on  th«ir  orlflu  and  I>t- 
vttlopmuiiL     IlluktraUt^l.  4to,  cloth  itn*.  B«t) 

BATE80N  (W  ).     MATEKIAL8  FOR  THK  VrruV  '*<^'V  " 
VARIATION.  tr«iat«l    wftli    viitw<*l«l  rriritnl   (<>   Dl*. 
coutiiiUit7  til  th«  OrhtlD  of  Hi>«vltf*.  hr  WiilUm  tutr- 
•on,  M.A..  Fellow  of  He  John's  I'ulltrfte,  C'liniM'tCB, 
8vo.  ohith  ipuh. -ill.  n«t)    ..  MaemiUam    9    u 

IKEKMAN  (E.  A.\.  T»K  LIFE  AND  LETTERM  OF 
JUDWARD  A  FREEM\.\.  D.C.L.,  LLP.,  hr  W  R. 
W.  ATEFHENS,  KD  .  D  an  of  WluchMtor.  Author 
of  "Th«  Lift)  ttud  l^ttrn  of  Dean  Huokt,"  Ac.  In  t 
Tuls.,  extra  crown  8VO  (17k.  uet.)..  JiiaemUt>m    4   4 

ARNOLD  (Matthew).  THE  LETTBR8 OF  MATTHEW 
ARNOLD,  1H4A-IMH  (.^ileetwl  and  Arrmntcd  h/ 
Ujoi«e  W.  £.  RuMell,  'i  vols.,  crown  8vo(|>nh.  IS*.  n«l, 

MucmilUiu    I    • 

EMERSON  iRalph  Wsldol.  MEMOIR  AND  LIFE,  by 
Jamta  lulliot  C'il»ot,  'i  vohk,  crowu  Svu.  cloth  ipub. 
18«.) JlaemOtam   I   6 

BACON  (Francis}.  AN  ACCOITNT  OF  HIS  LIFE  AND 
WORKS,  by  Edwtn  A.  AbUit.  D.D..  Svo.  cloth  (pub. 
14fl.} Ma<miUm    i    0 

BONVALOTJO.).  TURoUliHTHE  HEARToF  ASIA. 
OVER  THE  PAMIR  TO  INDIA,  by  Oabrlrl 
Bou%-alot.  tnuuUlfd  by  C.  B.  FitiiiaD,  with  'i.fj 
Uiustra'lonsby  Alf>crt  P6piD,  'irol»-.  ra^nl  9ro,  eloth 
gilt  (yub.  112a.)       ChnpmaH  A  tlallii^H    o 

EDIT  ION  DS  LUXM. 

:)UMA3(A.).  THE  THREE  MU.tlKETEEBS.'transVod 
bv  Wm.  KulwoD,  with  -iAO  Illustintionti  by  M.  Uloir, 
■2  vols.,  su|>er  royal  f^ro.  in  appropriat4>  fancy  wrappers, 
each  copy  in  cardlMMrd  box  {Vii.}  . .    H<twti^  is    0 

TANLEVtH.M).  THE  CONGO  ANDTHK  FOUNDING 
OF  IT8  FREE  elATE.  a  Story  of  Work  and  Ex- 
plorat'on,  with  1'^  full-paftv  and  Bmaller  lllafini* 
tioub.  Bkkt  Liurahv  EDitiox,  *i  thick  vulumes,  Svo 
(pub.  421.) Umxn  o 

IN  DARKEST  AFRICA,  by  Henry  M.  Stanley. 

D.C.L..  LUD..  Vfcc.  bi«inft  the  OfficUl  I*ubUaall^ 
rccortltng  the  Qorst.  Re«cue,  and  Retreat  of  Emlo. 
Oownior  of  E<tuaioria,  with  180  lUiutfations  and 
mai»,  y  vols.,  Svo  (42».) ij    « 

The  original  best  edition  ;  not  many  copies  rentainlng 
out  of  the  28.tHlO  copies  puhliahetl  In  tbii  form. 

DE  WINDr  (Harry).  SIBERIA  AS  IT  IS.  with  an  Intro- 
duction by  Madame  Olga  NorlkotT  ("  0.  K.**).  with 
numerous  illustrations  and  outs,  evo,  cloth  llils.) 

L'h  'fniMtn  tt  ffall    S    V 

A  RIDE  TO  INDIA  ACROSS   PERSIA  AND 

BELUt'HlSTAN,  with  numerous  lllustntloos.d«ny 

BTo,  cloth  (pub.  Kb.)       . .        ..  CAapmaa  4  UmU    8    • 

FROM    l»EKIN   TO  CALAIS  BY  LAND,  with 

illustrations  and  initp.  8vo.  ch>th  tl'ii.)  CAopiiMM  «  BuU  -i    <* 

UBRARY  of  OLD  AUTH(»R8.  New  Style,  In  half  rex. 

burghe  biudUg.  gilt  top*,  leathor  lucks,  art  linen 

sides        fW  ToL     3     S 

Ama*liH  of  Oaul.  edited  hy  R.  Southey.  3  vols. 

Ascham's  Whole  Works,  by  Rev.  Dr.  Uilea,  4  roU. 

Aubrey's  Miscellanies. 

Camden^  Remains  Conceminf  Brittln. 

C&rew's  IVwrns  and  Ma»>iu«s.  edited  by  J.  \\\  Khswortb 

Drayton'a  Poetical  Works,  edltrd  by  lloop<>r.  3  vula 

Drumroond's  Poetical  Works,  adltod  by  W.  B.  Turn  bull. 

Early  Popular  Poetry  of  Scotland,  ediitod  by  D.  L*iu 

and  W.  C.  Ilashti.  2  vols.  ^^ 

Heame's  IMariiw.  by  Philip  BUm,  3  vols. 
Iterrick'a  HesiH-ndi'H.  rtlit«J  by  lUxlttt.  -J  vols. 
Homer's  Iliail,  by  ChHtuuttu  and  l[oo|>er.  J  voU. 

OdysM-y.  hy  Chapman  and  Huoimr,  S  vols. 
Hymns,  Ac.,  by  Chapman  and  Hoopor. 
Lilly's  Dramatic  Works,  by  Falrholt,  'J  Tula, 
LoToluce's  IVwms.  «lit«d  by  Ilaslltt. 
Malory's  History  of  King  Arthur,  edited  by  T.  Wright, 

3  TOU 
Mather's  Wondert  of  the  InvUbl*  World. 

Renuu-kahl«  ProTlftonoos. 
Newcastle,  Ufe  of,  by  the  DooImm. 
Overbury'B  Workji.  by  E.  F.  Rlmtwult 
Ilers  l-loughman.  e.lited  by  T.  Wrltht.  I  vol*. 
Remitins  uf  thu   Early    P»rul.nr   Poetry  of  England. 

e«llted  by  W.  C.  II    -'  ■•    :-   ■ 
Sandy's  l'v»elical  Woi  v.  ■  xvi*. 

>rlileusTabK'TAlk,  i 

SucklliiK's  I'ot'iiit.  Ac  .  iitt.  -i  Vols. 

Witlirr's  litmus,  by  Farr  :ii..l  (iihU.us. 
Webatvr's  Draomtid  Works,  edited  by  UasUtt.  4to1& 


WILLIAM    GLAI8UER, 

Remainder  BooIueUer,  265,  High  Holborn,  London 

Cmtalogue*  poti  JYte  on  application. 


MESSRS 

WM.  BLACKWOOD  &  SONS' 

ANN0UNCEMKNT8. 


AHNALS  of  a  PUBLISni.SG  BOOSZ- 

Vol  Iir  Joll.V  ni.«C'KWiN>li  U,  SU  |i.afk«>  Mi 
liKIIALIi  I^^KTKIl.  WMk  1  l^»u•lU  urf  \fm  M 
0tr«thlf  rti  m.    iMvy  •.«. 

A  BISTORT  of  SCOTLAND  from  the 

ROUAM  IXVD|-ATI'>X.  U,  AXbUW  L.tX<i  U  I 
fitts. 

■eixiKri  riiiTio!). 
JOHN  SPLENDID :  tbe  Tal«  of  a  Poor 

MltMail.  AaUio«.< -TlHUMnbrailL*    '         '   "  " 

ervwn  »fo,  *t. 
"Tbb  b  llM  liMl  WMk  n  ten  MM  W  lk«  L^„  , 
CiMnwMtiMM— ■  l»il*wl.  tmfH  Inik,  aW a  MTIf  •<  Mi  a 
awMw— illwlniilliaiyt— t»i«Mto»l»i»l«t;m»' 

"  IMI  MawDl^  Mat  »«rk  ilMm  «ta> 
nnim-tl  whM  IllWI.  viMt MMM^n 

vlMt  a  tuoiiuUiaff  mUmtm-tMM.  .  .  .  flM 
llMmtM  iMVW  viari**.*— tetJv  T^k^rw^ 

HEiMM'  I:I■ITl"^ 

WITH   KITCHENER  to   KHARTOM- 

Bj  (1    W    HTBBVgVII.  AallMC  •(    "Tlw   Uat   1    lk« 
HolUr,"     Wlik  tiM  OwiMrtM  Tsft.'  "  Icnrt  •■  1^ 
kc     With  X  M^M  w4  riMK  »•«  Mo.  tL 
"Mr.  0.  m.timrm-timKi^eamtl  IW  bMttt  al  ciaiwaw 
r-aehM.  wt  MwjJYmtMU  I* J£lI{£'^I^|!2*  — ^  ** 

UwMaMaartlwSttiL.  iMt  afSiCMMMtWnknaM 
th»blaoil>,(U>araa4«lakUI«nkaa4laaiMraaulnw  m* 


bJaaaU  la  MM  liarj  <>(  »M 


A  CROWNED  QUEEN  :  the  Romance  of 

aMIntaUrotaulr     Br  itYDXEV  i'  i.RIKR     <•>..■  ~^. 

KKW  novKL  ar  rat  autuom  or  -mu»a 

MACLMAM.' 

WINDYHADGH.    By  Graham  Trsvats, 

Author  of     M   11^  M«>:l<r%D*'aii>l    '  FellMr  TVarelbr*  ~     In 

1   vol..   ITOWII   -"(O. 


A   LOTUS  FLOWER.    By  J-    Morgsa 

D£  URtMJT.    Crown  8fu.  •!..  lAa*^. 

itrjir  SOfKL   BY  DOROTHMA    UMMAMD. 

THE    IMPEDIMBNT.     By  Dorothsa 

OCRARD  IMaaan*  Umwu4  4a  I  ajaJirfcL  Aalkar  W 
"  Udr  BahT.'*  "  A  tfoattaa  ■ayalahiw'^i  •mlJimtJ 


o<  "  RcaU.   Ac.    CrewD  *m,  a. 


MR-  and  MRS-  NSVILL  TTSON.    By 

MAX  8INCLAIR.  Aalbor  o<    '  AaJn;  Crana.'  «<     la 
1  nl..  crowB  9fo. 

THE    SHUTTLE    of    an   EMPIRE'S 

UX>M;  'W.  Pl.a  MsMlM  Ulan  Ika  Maat  aa  a   U»tm% 
8iaam  Uuno-baat.     By   HAMtr    VASUrtairitU.     U 

I  rot.  erowB  9n>. 

DR.  SOUTH WJOO  SMITH:   a  Rstro- 

tttKi.    Br  hia  liisaddaafliUr,  Mia  I'HARLSS  UCVn 
lOaitmla  HUD.    ttilh  l^■ctn>to  tmi  a«l,  -  ••'—"-  - 


lOaitmla 
lal  TaL. 

IN  the  NIGER  COUNTRY.    By  Harold 

BINI>I.O!«l      With  M.p.   In  I  raL.daavMw 

ESSAYS  on  NATURE  and  CULTURE- 

B)  IIAMIt.Tv>N  WKIi.llT  MABIK     Wiih  IS^rtnil  tmu- 

>«ti>.  :u.ii-L  IMaarfw 

BOOKS  and  CULTURE.    By  th)  sams 

AuUmv.    reap.  9».  3a  *L  (*     ' 


THt  CRO.iLL   LtCTUM 

THE  POETRY  and  the  RELIGION  of 

THE  rSALUH.  Br  JAMBt  ltuBRKTai>X.  I>  l> .  Tn- 
ti^x  ot  ilncaul  iMainuM..  la  liM  Oamnttf  •(  lllfiw. 
AHUMra<"Tba  Sailj  Hal^loa  at  iKaai- *a.  lalM. 
datajrmv.  |faaH<UM». 

THE  COUNTY  HISTORIES  of  SCOT- 


LAND.     In  ilaajr  tn  Tola 


WUk  Ma<a.  r..  ad.  aat 


ROXBURGH.  PEBBLES,  and  SELKIRK, 

Bj  f.r  i.KjKi^C  DOt.il.V  •    B^n. 

PERIODS    of    EUROPEAN    LITERA- 

TCRE.    frlilclW  t^'<<»»- "il^rSBI  RV 

THE  FOURTEENTH  CENTURY     By 

r.  J.  S.SELL.    la  1  nil..  <»aB  na.  lAMtla 

WILLI .\M  BLACKWtM»D  *  80X8, 
Edinburgh  and  Loadoii. 
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CATALOGUES. 


SOTHEEAN'S  PRICE  CUREENT  of 
LITERATDRE. 
No.  579.  publiBlieil  this  day.  .  „    , 

ConlaiM  the  iiiiual  Rood  »election  of  Secoml-hand  Books,  lo-, 
eluding  much  History.  Biograpliy.  and  Old  English  Litoratur«. 

Tost  free  from  Hesry  Sotukbas  4  Co..  Booksellers,  140,  Strand. 
W.C  and  37,  Piccadilly,  W. 


BAEDEKER'S     &     BADDELEY'S' 
TOCRISTS'    GDIDE    BOOKS. 
New  fully  detailed  CATALOGUE  sent  post  free  on  application. 
DULAU  &  CO.,  a7,  SoHO  Squabe.  LuHOolf,  W, 


MUDIE'S      LIBRARY 

(LIMITED). 

SUBSCRIPTIONS    FROM   ONE   GUINEA 

PER  ANNUM. 

CAN  BE  ENTERED  AT  ANY  DATE. 


WILLIAMS        &       NOEGATE 
■MPOBTEKS  OF  FOKEIGN  BOOKS, 
14,  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  20,  South  Frederick  St.. 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 

CATALOGUES   poet  free  on  application. 

WM.  VOYNICH  and  C.  A.  EDGELL,  M.A. 
t    FIRST  LIST  of  BOOKS  OFFERED  for  SALE. 
EARLY    PRINTING  (before   \5im.  EARLY  AMERICANA, 
CONDEMNED  and   BURNED   BOOKS,   MUSIC, 
ENGLISH    BOOKS    before    IWO,    OCCULT    SCIENCE, 
REFORMATION  and  REFORMERS,  the  GREAT 
SOCINIAN  BIBLE,   So. 

DJ,  EDITH  GROVE,  CHELSEA,  S.W.,  LONDON. 
Post  free.  Is.  (by  post  only). 

AGENCY  FOE  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

G1  P.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
r»  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  23rd  Street,  New 
York,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C,  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  to  the  excellent 
facilities  presented  Ijy  their  Branch  House  in  London  for  filling, 
on  the  most  favoufable  terms,  oiders  for  their  own  bTANDARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.— CATALOGUES  sent  on  application. 

IMPORTANT.-PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING.         i 
•V7  EWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  &c, 

X\  — KINd,  SELL  4  RAlLTuN,  Limiteil,  high^!laa» 
Printers  and  Publisliers,  12,  GoukIi  e<(uare,  4,  Bolt  Court,  Fle^t 
Street,  E.C.,  have specldliy-built  Rotaiyand  otberf.i8tMachlue» 
for  printing  illustiated  or  other  i'ubllcatious  and  specialiy-buiU 
Macbines  lor  fast  folding  and  covering  S,  Iti,  24,  or  32-pagt: 
journals  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  journals. 

Faoihties  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver. 
tisiug  and  Puolishiug  Departments  conducted. 

Telepoue  6512K   Telegraph  *'  Afiicanism,  London." 


TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and   accurately 
done.     lOd.  per  1,1)00  words.     Samples  and  references- 
Address,  Miss  E.  ^f.,  18,  Mortimer  Cresce.,t,  N.W. 

TYPEWRITING.  — MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatnees 
and  rapidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies,  circulars,  &c.,  multiplied 
by  Edison's  .Miraeograiih.  Loug  experience.  -  .Muls  SraiNQ, 
8,  Agamemnon  Road.  West  Hami-stead. ■ 

TO  BOOKBUYEES  and  LIBRARIANS  of 
FREE  LlBK.iKlES.-The  OCTOBER  CATALOGUES 
of  Valual)le  StCONU  ■  HAND  W'KKS  and  I.E* 
REMAINDKR8.  ^.llered  at  pr  cm  greatly  leduced.  are  Now 
Ready,  and  will  be  scut  post  iree  upon  application  to  W.  11. 
SMITH  A  bON,  Library  DepArtmeut,  18ti,  Strand,  London. 
■W.C. 

PRESS.  —  VACANCY  for  capable    all-round 
JOURNALIST,    for    Firm    publishing    fine   Weekly 
-  Papers.    Salary  jElSO  to  one  taking  Shares  in  Company.— Swte 
age,  *c.,  Box? 

LITERARY  RESEARCH.  — A  Gentleman, 
experienced  in  Literary  Work,  and  who  has  access  to  the 
British  Museum  Reading  Boom,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  person  requiring  assistance  In  Literary  Re- 
•carch,  or  In  seeing  Work  through  the  Press.  Translationh 
undertoken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. —Apply,  by 
letter,  to  D,  C.  Dallas,  6,  Fumival  Street,  London.  ±..C. 

Just  published,  price  la.,  post  free  Is.  Id. 
rpHE   PYRAMID  PLATFORM  of  GIRZEH, 

i       An  Historical  Supplement  t«  the  Guide  Books. 

London;    Epwabd   STANioan.   2i  and  27,  iJoekspur  Stieet, 
Charing  Cross,  S.W.  ...  .  * 

BOOKS.— OUT-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPLIED.-Plea8e  sUtc  wants.  Our  Kiplini  Non- 
Book  (fid.)  reaoy  shortly.- Wanted.  New  Arabian  Nights,  2 
vols    1882.— HoLbAMD  CoMrANY,  Cherry  Street,  Birmingham. 


ADVERTISEMENTS    (SELECT  TRADE; 
FOR  THE    COVER    PAGES    ONLY 

of  T/ic  Amihmy  should  be  sent  not  later 
than  Wednesday  night  to  John  Haiidox 
&  Co.,  Bouverie  House,  Salisbury  Square, 
E.G.    Terms,  &c.,  on  application. 


THE  BEST  and  MOST  POPULAR  BOOKS 

of  the  SEASON  ARE    NOW  in 

CIRCULATION. 

Prospectuses  of  Terms  free  on  application. 

BOOK    SALE   DEPAETMENT. 

Many  Thousand  Surplus  Copies  of  Books  always  ON  SALE 
(Second  Hand).   Also  a  large  S.lection  of 

BOOKS   IN  LEATHER   BINDINGS 

SUITABLE  FOB 

BIRTHDAY,  WEBSIXG,  and  CHRISTMAS 
PRESENTS. 


30   to    31,    NEW    OXFORD    STREET; 

241,    Bromijtoii    Road,    S.W. ;    48,    Queen   Victoria 

Street,  E.G.,  Londos. 

And  at  10-12,  Barton  Arcade,  Maitchestee. 


NEW  SERIES. 


OCTOBER,  isge. 


No.  28.       Price  3s. 

MIND. 

A  Ovartsrlil  Review  of  HnuchotoQV  ami  Fhiloeopki/. 
Edited  by  U.  F.  STOUT. 
With  the  Co-operation  of  Prof.  H.  SiuowicK,  Dr.  E.  Caibp,  Dr. 
Venk,  Prof.  Wakp,  aud  Prof.  E.  B.  TircuEMiu. 
Contents. 
THE  ONE  AND  THE  MANY.     Prof.  D.  G.  Ritchie. 
FEKLING  AND  THOCGHT.    Ai.ixandeb  F.  SUAsn. 
TRUTH  AND  HISTORY.    J.  B.  Baillie. 
DISCUSSIONS:  .     ,     ..        ,      .    ,      „ 

"The    Psychology    of    Deductive    Logic.        MAROA:;irr 
Washblks. 
CRITICAL  NOTICES:    , 

J    M    Baldwin,  "  Social  and  Ethical  Interpretations  in 

'Mental  Development."  &c.    Helen  Bosahquet. 
H  Sidgwick.  "  PracticiU  Ethics :  a  Collection  of  Addresses 

ind  Essays."    D.  G.  Ritchie.  , 

E.   Parish.  "  Hallucinations  and  Illusions,'    4c.    W.  L. 

Mackenzie.  ,        ,  j,      «,    . 

V.  Henri.  "  Ueber  die  Rnumwahmehmungen  des  Tast. 

sinnes."    E.  B.  Titcheser.  ,„,.,„ 

AV.  T.  Harris, '■  Psychologic  Foundations  of  Education, 

SEW  BWkK'pHILOSOPHICAL  PERIODICALS.    NOTE. 
.M,n  """'"'j^^vAKi,   OF    WELBY   PRIZE. 
Williams  &  Noroate,  14,  Henrietta  Street,  London;  and  at 
Edinburgh  aud  Oxford. 


THE 

AUTOTYPE     COMPANY, 

74.  NEW  OXFORD  STBEET,  LONDON,  W., 

PBODUOiRS  AND  PUBLISHKE8  OF  PERMAMKHT 

PHOTOGRAPHIC    KEPR0DUCTI0N8    OF 

FAMOUS  WORKS  OF  ART. 

HOME    NOTED    PORTRAITS    BY    OLD 
AND  MODERN  MASTERS. 

The  undermentioned  Autotypes.  copie<l  direct  from  the 
Original  Paintings,  are  pubhshed  in  the  uniform  size  of  IS  in. 
lowest  line.  Prices,  unframed,  I2s.  each;  or  appropriately 
flamed,  27s.  to  35s.  each. 

BELLINI,  G.— The  Doge  Leonardo  Loredano.  (National  Gallery ) 
nAVID,  J.  L.— Madame  Recamier.    (Louvre.) 
nlTRER  A.— Own  Portrait  at  the  age  of  28.    (Uflizi.l 
n  ainSb'oROUOH,  T.-Mrs.  Siddons.    (National  Gallery.) 
„  iVa   V  -The  Man  with  White  RulT.    (National  Gallery.) 
Snr  ARTH    W.-Own  Portrait.    (National  Gallery.) 
HOLBEIN,  H.-King  Henry  VIU.    (Windsor  Castle^) 
HOPPNER   J.-The  countess  of  Oxford.    (National  Gallery.) 
LAWRENCE,  Sir  T.-Mrs.  Siddons.    (National  Gallery ) 
LELY   Sir  P.-Oliver  Cromwell.    (Ufflzi.) 
MORONI,  G.-A  Tailor.    A  Lawyer.    (National  Gallery.) 
RAPHAEL.  -Own  Portrait.    (Uftizi.) 
HPMRRANDT.-Own  Portrait.    (National  Gallery.) 
REYNOLDS,  Sir  J.-Dr.  Samuel  Johnson.     (National  Gallery .) 
ROMNEY   d  -The  l'.arson's  Daughter.    (National  Gallery.) 
t  8ART0,  A.  DEL. -Own  Portrait.    (National  Gallery.) 
TITIAN.- King  Francis  I.    (Louvre.) 
1  VAN  DYCK.  Sir  A.-King  Charles  I.    (Dresden.) 

VELAS(JU£Z.-The  Spanish  Admiral.    (National  Gallery  ) 
1  WHISTLER,  J.  M.-Thomas  Carlyle.    (Corporation  Gallery, 
Ulasgow.)  ,        , 

(The  above  form  but  a  small  selection  of  the  Company  s  exten- 
(ine  aoove  '"'" ^j^.^  g^^j^j  ^f  Famous  Portraits.) 

THE  AUTOTYPE  FINE  ART  CATALOGUE. 

Nnw  r,iilv  New  Edition  of  IW)  pases.  With  upwards  of 
Km  Minfature  iniotographs  of  Notable  Autotypes,  and  23 
Tint  Kk  Illustrations  For  convenience  of  reference  the 
T^blicSns  are  arranged  Alphabetically  under  Artists 
Names.    Post  free,  1^^ 

.TTTP  AUTOTYPE  FINE  ART  GALLERY, 
;  ^4.  NEW  OXFORD  STREET.  LONDON,  W^ 


ESTABLISHED    18S1. 

D     IRKBECK        B    AN    K, 

jt>    Southampton  Buildings.  Chancery  Lane,  London. 

WO^ND-A-llALF  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on 
LtKI'uSlTS  reuaya.bleou  tltraiiud.  _    _ 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS  on  the  mini- 
mim  mJnthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  Ijelow  f  UW. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

«^«^H^^^?o    P^U^rS^?   I^U^r^-  I 

von   TWO   OLlNKAS   PER   MONTH. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

^       HOW    TO    P1?5SUASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

lOa   riVI  SHILLINGS  PER  MOHB. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  P«rU"'J»f  ■  '^',""  J 
FRANCIS  RAVEN8CR0FT,  Manager.       i 


A    CHAKMINO    GIFT    BOOK! 

68.  net,  claret  roan,  gilt,  Illustrated.  ■»>•« 

LONDON  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE  DIAMOND  JUBILEE. 

London  :  SimpHn,  MarshaU  &  Co.       LlangoUen:  DarUngton  4  Co. 


DARLINGTON'S    HANDBOOKS. 


Excellency 
;    ROBERT 


Edited  by  RALPH  DARLINGTON,  F.K.G.S.        Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW 
Fcap.  8vo.  ONE  SHILLING  SACB.  Illustrated. 

THE  VALE  of  LLANGOLLEN. -With  Special  Contributions  from  His 
E  J  PHELPS,  late  American  Minister;  Professor  JOHN  RUSKIN,  LL.L 
BROWNING ;   A.  W.  KINGLAKE,  and  Sir  THEODORE  MARTIN,  K.CB. 

BOURNEMOUTH  and  NEW  FOREST.  THE  CHANNEL  ISLANDS. 

THE  NORTH  WALES  COAST.  THE  ISLE  of  WIGHI. 

BRECON  and  its  BEACONS.  THE  WYE  VALLBT. 

ROSS.  TINTERN,  and  CHEPSTOW.  THE  SEVERN  VALLEY. 

BRISTOL,  BATH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUPER-MARE 
BRIGHTON,  EASTBOURNE,  HASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEONARDS. 
LLANDUDNO,  RHYL,   BANGOR,    BETTWSYCOED  and  SNOWDON. 
ABERYSTWYTH,     BARMOUTH,     MACHYNLLETH    and     ABERDOVEY, 
BARMOUTH,  DOLGELLY,  HARLECH,  CRICCIETH  and  PWLLHfcLL 
MALVERN.  HEREFORD,  WORCESTER,  GLOUCESTER  and  CHELTENHAM. 

LLANDRINDOD  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 
SECOND  EDITION,  ENLARGED,  69.      Sixty  Illustrations,  24  Maps  and  Plans. 

LONDON    AND    ENVIRONS 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 

TitJ,  Do,erir>'ons  of  the  TaU  Qallery,   Passmore  Edward,  ^MUin^nt^Blackmn  IH^^^^     ic,  and 

au  additional   Index  of  4.500  R^erences  to  Streets  and  Places  of  Interest. 

Llangollen  :   DARLINGTON  &   CO. 

London:  Simpkin,  Marshall,   Hamilton,  Kent  &  Co.,  Ltd. 

The  Railway  Bookstalls,  and  all  Bookseller?  , 
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THREE  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 

Rtttdy  on  Honda)  nexi^  the  10th. 

60  Illustrations,  demy  8vo,  16(, 

An  important  work,  containing  utartling  in- 
fonmlion  on  the  troiih/rn  in  thf  flondan, 
derived  from  oJHrial  and  other  aonreen,  hij  prr- 

miixiuii  i,f  III,   li,  !,,,„„  CiYrnme,,/. 

The  CONGO  STATE; 

or.  THE  «R-™  OF^VIUSATION  !« 

By  nKMETRITTS  C.  BOIILOKR, 

Author  of  "  llisiory  of  China,"  "  OhiiiMe  Oonlon." 

THE  LATEST   ADDITION   TO   NAVAL 
.   „  UTBRATORE 

A  New  ami  Iinportaiii,  Udrk  on  Toriwiloofl,  oblong 
folio,  cloth  Kilt,  in.s.  6<l. 

The    TORPEDO  in 
PEACE  and  WAR. 

By  FRED.  T.  JANE, 

Author  of  "  Blako  of  the  '  Rattlesnake, All  the 

Worlil'a  FiifhtinK  Ships,"  Inventor  of  the 
Jan«  Naval  War  Oame,  *c. 
With  about  30  KullPaKo  and  a  great  many  smaller 
IllustrationB,  the  Rrnauir  part  of  which  are  repro- 
duction" of  Sketches  mide  at  Sea  on  board  Torpedo 
Craft  by  the  Author. 

THE 

CAVE  DWELLERS  of 

fiOUTUKRX  TUNISIA.  Translated  from  the 
Danish  of  Diiiiiel  Brnnn,  by  L.  K.  A.  B.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.    Demy  8»o,  cloth.  Us. 

The    Publishers    beg  to  announce  a   New  and 

Collected  fy/itiou  de  Lure  of  the  Works  of  the  late 

MAJOR  G.  J.  WHYTE-MELYILLE 

Illustrated  by  Hugh  Thomson,  G.  H.  Jalland, 

Edward  Caldwell,  and  others. 

KDITRD    BY 

The  Rt.  Hon.  Sir  HERBERT  MAXWELL, 

Bart.,  M.P. 

Subscriptions  are  now  taken  for  the  first  13  Vols. 

The  price  of  the  Volumes  will  be  lOe.  6d.  not,  demy 

8vo,  handsomely  bound. 

Printed  from  new  typn,  on  hand-made  deckle- 
edged  paper,  specially  made  for  this  edition,  with  a 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  other  Illustrations.  A 
detailed  prospectus,  with  S|>eciraen  pajfo  of  type  and 
illnstratiim,  may  he  had  on  application.  The  edition 
hmng  limited,  infendinr/  subscribers  should  send  in 
their  orders  without  delay. 

The  first  volume-"  RIDING  RKCOI,LKCTIONS  " 
-  will  lio  ready  aliout  ("totober  ir.th,  to  lie  followed  bv 
"KATKRFKLTO"  and  others  at  intorvala  of  a 
mouth  or  six  weeks. 

THE 

SNAFFLE    PAPERS. 

Author  of  "Gun,  Rillo,  and  Hound,"  "In  the 
Land  of  the  Bora."  "In  the  Jungle,"  4c.  Illus. 
trated  by  Barry  Dixon.    Large  crown  8vo,  10s.  Bd. 

Just  Published. 

JASON  EDWARDS  and  A  LITTLE 

NORSK.  A  powerful  Story  of  the  Far 
West.  Uy  HAMLIN  GARLAND,  Author  of 
"  Wayside  Courtships,"  "  Rose  of  Dutchers 
C'nolly,"  \c.     Cruwn  8to,  68. 

THE   HISTORY  of   CHINA.    By 

D.  C.  BOUl.GER,  Author  of  "The  Congo  State," 
"  Chinese  tiordon,"  Ac.    2  vols.,  31s. 

A    GALAXY  GIRL.     By  Lincoln 

SPRINGFIKI.D.     Crown  8vo.  68. 

THE  SHEPHERDESS  of  TREVA. 

Uy  PAUL  crsHlNC,  Author  of  "The  Black- 
smith  of  Voo."  "I"  th'  Thorn,"  4c.  Crown 
8vo,  68. 

HUNTING      REMINISCENCES. 

l!v  ALFHKD  E.  PEASIO,  M.P.,  Author  of  "The 
Cleveland  Hounds  as  a  Trenchcr-fed  Pack," 
"  Horse  lireeding  for  Farmers,"  4o.  With  Illus- 
trations by  the  late  Sir  Frank  Lockwood, 
Culhbert  Bradley,  Ac.    Crown  8vo,  Bs. 

LOCKHART'S  ADVANCE  through 

TIHAII  By  Captain  L.  J.  SHADWELL,  P.8.C. 
Demy  8vo,  78.  6d. 
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\V1th  2  iPortrelta,  J  toI...  Uto,  Ma. 

MEMOIRS  of  the  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE 

of  HENRY   REEVE,   O.B.,   D.O.L., 

Late  Editor  of  the  "Edinburgh  Beview."  and  B«sUtrftr  of  the 

Privy  Oonncll. 

By  JOHN  KNOX  lAUQHTON.  M.A. 

he  dropiwd  In  barneu.    Profeiuior  Laoghton  rnnit  hare  boa  (mt4m««i  hj  ITSmM^amS^ 


ftmm. 


"  Prom  lioyhood  until  hia  death  he  wa«  of  the  elect.     Great  umM  fflUtar  on  •rtrr  MM-kte«  ^ 
(|ueena,  prince.,  suteimen.  literary  \ighl»."-Daih  .Stw:  ^^  Pf-nf  m* 

i-..!l';;"^'"l  ""'*  "'°f  "'<"•  testimony  to  the  merit*  and  imporUnr*  nt  Ifenrr  %mn  w*  wnM  Uam  •••  — 
intereating  volume*,  nearly  every  page  of  which  contalo.  otttMr  iMth  for  tte  poUtietaauidtL  hMarta!? 

IMIg  Ttlrtrmpk. 
.„H  .iPi^L'*^,"!'''  '*,*""  written  and  well  arrange<!,  the  pCT»on«llty  of  Uw  wrtler  I*  nww  iJtArwImA 
and  the  book  will  l>e  welcome.!  gonemlly  a. a  raliiable  addition  to  the  sldelirbu  of  hlattrj.-ZjjhnSmipmH. 
„,i.v,"  '"■«'"»''  '»  a  mine  of  rich  maltw-lUerary,  pnliiiml.  and  hiKorioil.  Mr.  Uiiwhbiii  hu  *«•  kta  iMk 
with  great  care  and  conspicuous  literary  power  j  and  baa  prixlaMMl  an  importauit  work  la  •  MUWirtaM 
renders  it  of  fasemating  intaraat."— .Scoffnaa.  •  ••  -  •nmmtmr  mawm 

event  ike  the  Grcville  memoirs,  but  the  book  1.  a  dccum«>(  of  nmi  rahw  for  all  who  wiah  to  ^^^^ 
Victorian  politics.  "-,S<.  JanuTs  Oauttt.  " 

fh./l,"Ml''  "*""»«'■■•  on  ,"«»•(»  TV.-'  A  worsemanhaanotUvadlBOOTtlme'-tooiieof  abnndwdaMwaM 
P^,.™  . n  '■?.'■;! '"  '"  M"'"^"' ■■  "'«  account  ..f  the Qoeen'a dectaratkn  of  bw marrtM* for  anotlMriMi 
nlZj^-  1^  S"^,  "e™*"'"!"  In  H">  waiter  of  the  DanUb  Wan  u  aBfamliiar  rlcWr*  of  'uOmmI* 
Slin^roii,^r"cho!crrrru.'--7J,'i^^^^^^^  "  '''"'''•  »^"«". -«  «»p««.  .«, 

STONEWALL  JACKSON  and  the  AMERICAN  CIVIL 

WAR.     B7  Lieut.-Col.   G.  F.   R.  HENDERSON,   Profe«..«r  of   MiliUrr   Art   and 
IIistoiT,  the  Staff  College.    With  2  I'ortrnite,  and  ;U  Mapa  and  ITant.    2  roU., 


Catalogues  and  Prosptctuses  post  free. 

W.  THACKER  &  CO.. 

SportiMRandGeneriil  I'ublishera,  2,  Creed  Lane, 

Lmlgiite  Hill,  London,  E.G. 


8to,  128. 

.  "i?.""."'  .""  ?""?  .interesting  biographies  and  inMmctive  milltair  book,  of  the  Us.  Thn«  la  hwdlr 
a  fault  to  lie  found  with  it  as  to  imiiartiaUty,  reaeMvb.  and  aeofaneM.  white  of  the  Mrle  lb*  raadw  eaa 
]ndg«  by  the  eitracts  which  we  liave  given.    A  good  ■trie*  of  mapa  and  plana  and  a  full  lodct  enaptaw  lu 

motits.   —Athtnfeum.  '  '" 

THE  LIFE  and  LETTERS  of  SIR  GEORGE  SAVILLE. 

Baronet,  First  Marquis  of  Halifax.     With  a  New  Edition  of  his  Work*,  now  for  the 
first  time  Collected  and  Re\-i8ed.     Uy  H.  C.  FOXCRl  >VT.     2  vols..  Svo.  .T««. 

A  STUDY  of   MARY  WOLLSTONECRAFT,  and  the 

RIGHTS    of    WOiLAN.       By    EMMA    RAU8CHENBU8CH-CLODOH,    Ph.D. 

Hvo,  78.  (id. 

THE  METAPHYSIC  of  EXPERIENCE.    By  Shadworth 

H.  HODGSON,  Hrn.  LL.D.  Edin. ;  Hon.  FeUow  C.C.C.  Oxford:   ■'■st-Preaidnit  of 
the    Aristotelian    Society:    Author  of   "Time   and  .Space,"    "The  Phflotophr  of 

Reflection,"  &c.    i  vols.,  8yo,  :UU.  net. 

THE  GOLD  COAST,  PAST  and  PRESENT.    By  George 

MACDONALD,  Director  of  Education,  and  H.M.  Inspector  of  Schoola  for  the  (i..ld 
Coast  Colony  and  the  l'rot<>ctorate.     With  32  Illiistnitions.     Crown  Hvo,  7s  M. 

THE    PHILOSOPHICAL  WORKS  of  DAVID  HUME. 

Edited,  with  Treliminary  Dissertations  and  Notes,  by  T.  H.  OREEN,  late  Fellow 
and  Tutor  of  BalHo!  College,  Oxford:  and  T.  H.  GROSK.  Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Uueen's  College,  Oxford.  NEW  and  CHEAPER  IMl'REiSJSIO.N.  1  vola..  Mvo.  W». 
Or  separately,  "  A  Treatise  of  Human  Nature  :  being  an  Attempt  to  Intrudure  the 
Kzperimentai  Method  of  Reasoning  into  Moral  Subjects :  and  DialogiiM  concemiiiif 
Natural  Religion,"  2  vols.,  Svo,  Us.:  "Essays:  Moral,  Pobtical,  and  litenry," 
2  vols.,  Svo,  lis. 

THE  STRUCTURE  and  CLASSIFICATION  of  BIRDS. 


By  FRANK  K.  BKDDARD,  M.A.,   F.R.S.,    rro.^ot.D 
Zoological  Society  of  London.     With  252  Illustrations. 


and   Vice-Se,  retarv 
Svo,  218.  net. 


if    the 


HELLENICA :  a  Collection  of  Essays  on  Greek  Poetry, 

Philo-^wphy,   History-,  and  Religion.     F^litetl  by  KVKLYN  ABIR)TT.  M.A.,  LL  1) , 
Fellow  and  Tutor  oi  Balliol  College,  Oxford.      "         "        "~  ~" 


Svo,  7s.  6d. 


Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Oown 
NE^V  NO\'EL  BY  MRS.  WALFoRD. 


THE  INTRUDERS.     By  L.  B.  Walford,  Author  of  "  Mr. 


Smith,"  "  Leddy  Marget,"  Ac.    Crown  8?o,  6a. 


LONGMANS,  GHEEN  &  CO.,  London,  New  York,  and  Bombay. 
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MESSRS.  C.  ARTHUR  PEARSON'S  NEW  BOOKS. 


InT  O  TFT"       I?,  E  -A.'  r>  "ST- 
An  Edition  de  Luxe  of 

THE    PILGRIM'S    PROGRESS. 

With  many  FuU-Page  lUustrations,  Borders,  and  Initials,  by  GEORGE  WOOLLISCROFT  BHEAD.  R.E.,  FREDERICK  A. 
RHEAD,  and  LOUIS  RHEAD.    Special  Preface  by  the  Rev.  H.  R.  HAWEIS,  M.A. 

The  jaen<,nm  says  :  "  These  exceUent  examples  of  the  right  way  of  illustrating  Bunyan  possess  those  mascxtline  q?^Ji«f/' *^**f.^^?^^^^^^ 
and  the  robust  energy  that  the  themes  demand.  As  to  the  higher  elements  we  associate  under  the  name  "Vlt^'^Tallv  reserved  till  now  for 
doubt  Hunyan,  could  he  study  the  works  of  the  Messrs.  Rhead,  would  recognise  in  them  a  crowning  mercy  specially  reserved  t>ll  now  for 
himself."  .  ^  . 

nu  EtlHion  u  limited  to  200  Oopie>,,  numbered  and  signed,  printed  on  hand-madc  paper,  and  hound  in  huhram.     Trvoe  Two  Omneas  net. 

THE  LAND  of  the  PIGMIES.    By  Captain  Guy  Burrows.  ..^j,^^-.  mp    Demy  8vo 

Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  His  Majesty  the  King  of  the  Belgians.     With  Introduction  by  H.  M.  STANLEY,  M.P.     Cemy  «vo, 
cloth,  with  over  200  Illustrations.     Trice  21s.  ,      j     '     v 

the  service  of  the  Congo  Free  State,  has  explored  much 


Captain  Burrows,  late  of  the  Second  Fusilifrs,  and  now  Captain  Commandant  in  the  service  of  th 
ritorv  never  before  visited  by  white  men.     The  country  known  as  the  district  of  the  Upper   u eiie 


territorv 


lies  between  the  M'Booner  River  in  the 


SPINIFEX   and    SAND,  a  Narrative  of  Five  Years'  Pioneering  and  Exploration  in 

witemTustrtlk      By  ^e  Hon.  DAVID  W.  CARNEGIE.     With  Dlustrations  by  Ernest  Smythe  and  from  Photographs^toge  her 
with  3  Maps.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  price  21s.  ,^         1    ,  a    a       ^      t 

.  Mr.  Carnegie's  volume  is  chiefly  made  up  of  a  narrative  of  an  exploring  expedition  ^^^^J  .Cbolgaordie  ac^ss  ^^^^^^^^^^^t"^^/ ^^^^^^^s  o 
the  interior  to  the  Kimberley  district,  and  of  the  re-traversing  of  the  sand-ridges  "^^ ^ ^Zf.\lZ\^LTJ^tX  ^^^^^-^ 

gardie  after  a  journey  of  over  3,000  miles,  more  than  haU  of  which  was  through  coimtry  prev|ously  unexplorea. 

A  Special  Prospectus  of  the  above  Two  Volumes  may  be  ihad  on  AppUcation. 

MAD  HUMANITY.    By  L.  Forbes  Winslow,  MD.  j 

Large  crown  Hvo,  cloth,  with  numerous  Portraits,  price  Ts.  Od. 
In  this  book  Dr.  Winslow,  the  celebrated  SpeciaUst  in  Lunacy  Cases,  deals  largely  with  ^a  personal  remhiiWes^^ep^^^^^^ 
devoted  to  insanity  in  relatioA  to  genius,  in  relation  to  crime,  and  in  relation  to  sex.    In  fact,  the  whole  subject  is  treateU  exhaustively  ana 

in  popular  style.  i- 

FORTHCOMING  SIX-SHILLING  NOVELS. 

STORIES   in   LIGHT   and   SHADOW.      By   Bret 

HARTE,  Author  of  "  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope,"  &c. 

THE    ARCHDEACON.     By  Mrs.  L.  B    Walford, 

Author  of  "  Mr.  Smith,"  &-c. 

MORD   EM'LY.     By   W.  Pett   Ridge,  Author  of 

"  Three  Women  and  Mr.  Frank  CardweU." 

THE  KEY  of  the  HOLY  HOUSE.    A  Romance  of  Old 

Antwerp.    By  AlJiERT  LEE,  Author  of  "  The  Black  Disc,"  &o. 

SETTLED  OUT  of  COURT.  By  G.  B.  Burgin,  Author 

of  "Fortuue'sFootballs,"  &c.  With  Frontispiece  by  James  Greig. 

THE    MEMBER'S    WIFE.      By    the    Hon.    Mrs. 

HENRY    CHETWYND,   Author  of   "A  Brilliant  Woman," 
"  A  Dutch  Cousin,"  &c. 

THE     LOST    PROVINCES.      (Sequel    to    "The 

American  Emperor")     By  LOUIS  TRACY,  Author  of  "The 
Final  War,"  &c.     With  12  Illustrations  by  H.  Piffard. 

THE  OPTIMIST.    By  Herbert  Morrah,  Author  0^ 

"  The  Faithful  City,"  &c.  ..j 


NEW  SIX-SHILLING   NOVELS  NOW  READY. 

THE  ADVENTURES  of  CAPTAIN  KETTLE.    By 

C.  J.  CITTCLIFFE  HYNE,   Author  of  "  The  Paradise  Coal 
Boat,"  &c.    Illustrated  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

THE   PHANTOM  ARMY.     Being  the  Story  of  a 

Man  and  a  Jlystery.      By  MAX  PEMBERTON,  Author  of 
•'  Queen  of  the  Jesters,"  "  Kronstadt,"  &c. 

THE   SEED  of  the  POPPY.     By  Clive  Holland, 

Autlior  of  "  An  Egyptian  Coquette,"  &c. 

FORTUNE'S  SPORT.    By  Mrs.  0.  N.  Williamson, 

Author  of  "The  Bam  Stormers,"  &o. 

THE    KNIGHT    of    the    GOLDEN    CHAIN.      By 

R.  D.  CHETWODE,  Author  of  "  John  of  Strathboume." 

BROTHERS  of  the  PEOPLE.    By  Fred.  Whishaw, 

Author  of  "A  Russian  Vagabond,"  &c. 


1 


PIRATE  GOLD.    By  J.  R.  Hutchinson,  Author  of  "  Romance  of  a  Regiment,"  "  Quest  of 

the  Golden  Pearl,"  &c.,  &c.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Ernest  Smythe.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  53.  [Get.  12. 

PRISONS  and  PRISONERS.    By  Rev.  J.  W.  Horsley,  M.A,  Author  of  "Jottings  from 

JaU."     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  (id.  [Readi/. 

The  Author,  well  known  as  the  last  Chaplam  of  Clerkenwell  Prison,  and  an  authority  upon  all  subjects  connected  with  Prisons  and 
Prisoners,  has  written  a  volume  which  will  be  of  service  to  all  who  study  the  question  of  Prison  reform,  and  also  contams  much  of  mterest  to 
the  general  reader.  


A    LIST   OF    NEW    SEASON'S  ANNOUNCEMENTS    WILL    BE    FOBWARDED    ON   APPLICATION. 


London :  C.  AETHL'R  PEARSON  LIMITED,  Heniietta  Street,  ^  .C. 


I 
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Br.  Theodore  Watts-Dunton's 

NEW     ROMANCE, 


ENTITLED 


AYLiWm, 

Will    be    ready    ia    England   and 
America  on 

SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  15th, 

In  one  vol.,  crown  8vo,  extra 
cloth,  gilt  top,  price  6s. 


I 


HURST     &     BLACKETT,     Ltd., 

U,  GREAT    MAKLBOROUGH   STREET. 

A    CHABMINQ    GIFT    BOOK  I 

68.  net,  claret  roan,  gilt,  nitutraied. 

LONDON  IN  THE  TIME  OF 

THE    DIAMOND   JUBILEE. 

London  :  Simi)kin,  MarBhall  &  Co.        Llangollen  :  Darlington  &  Co. 


DARLINGTON'S 

HANDBOOKS. 

EJitcd  by  K.VLPH  DARLINGTON,  F.K.G.S. 
Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW. 

Fcap.  8vo.  0\E  SIIILLINQ  EACH.  Illustrated. 

THE    VALE    OP    LLANGOLLEN. 

With  Specinl  Coiitritulions  from  His  E.xcolleiic.v  V,.  J.  PHKLl'8,  Ut« 
American  Miniator  j  Professor  JOHN  RUSKIN,  LL.D.  ;  ROBBRT 
BROWNING;   A.  W.    KINGLAKB,  and   Sir  THEODORB   MARTIN.  K.C.B. 


\ 


BOURNEMOUTH  and  NEW  FOREST. 
THE  NORTH  WALKS  COAST. 
BRECON  and  its  BEACONS. 
ROSS,  TINTERN,  and  CHEPSTOW. 


THE  CHANNBL  ISLANDS. 
THE  ISLK  OP  WIGHT. 
THE  WYE  VALLEY. 
THE  SEVERN   VALLEY. 


BRISTOL,  BATH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUl'KR-MARB. 

BRIOHTON,  EASTBOURNE,  HASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEONARDS. 

LLANDUDNO,   RHYL,   BANGOR.    BETTWSYCOED  and  SNOWDON. 

ABERYSTWYTH,     BARMOUTH,     MACHYNLLETH     and     ABERDOVBY. 

BARMOUTH,  DOLGELLY,  HARLECH,  ORICCIBTH  and  PWLLHELL 
MALVERN,  HEREl'ORD,  WORCESTER,  GLOUCESTER  4  CHELTENHAM. 

LLANDRINDOD  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 
SECOND  EDITION,  ENLARGED,  6s.    Sixty  Illustraiions,  24  Maps  and  Plans. 


LONDON    AND 

ENVIRONS 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 

With   DetCTipfnms  of   the   I'ate    Gallery,  Paesmnre  Edwardt  Settlemtn', 

Illackicall   Tunnel,  ic,  and  an  additional   Index  of  1,800 

R^ercnces   lo    Street t  and   Places    of  Intertet. 


Llangollen  :    DARLINGTON   A   CO. 

London:  Simpkin,  Maiisuall,   Hamilton,  Kent  k  Co.,  Ltd. 

The  Railway  Bookstalls,  and  all  Booksellera'. 
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Smith,  Elder  &  Co.'s  New  Books. 

"A  book  to  be  read  with  pure  anj/yment" — 

ILLUSTRATED  LOIOOIt  ftSWI. 

NOTICE.-Thc  FIRST  EDI  HON  of 

SIR  FRANK  LOCKWOOD 

A  BIOGKArmCAL  .SKETCH. 

By  AUGUSTINE  BIRRELL,  Q.C  ,  MP., 

/.s  /:.\/f.ir.sT/:/). 

A  SECOND  EDITION  will  be  readj  next  week. 

Large  crown  8vo,  with  Portraits  and  Illostration*.  I(W.  6d. 


Warld.—"  Thi»  cbarmlni{  .ko'i-h  l« 
written  tbroiiKhoot  in  a  iipirlt  i>r 
fraiornal  ajmimthy,  thoaKli  afToriia 
n<«cr  doiteiioratm  into  adiiia'ln-i. 
Evirn  thuu  who  never  met  Lor<>"> il 
sh»uM  have  no  dilllcuUy  in  uii'l>r- 
siaiidiiiK.  after  a  perueal  of  lbl»  lirlaf 
memoir,  the  Moret  of  hU  auoewi  ani 
of  bit  popularity." 


■^ptrtatv.  -•'Mr.  Hrrall^iMl 

pll.lu-1  wha*.  •Mm.  1 1  oa  nry  NMI* 
•ti>-t  of  4  mBAt«ri*i«.-«  i«i  %wutt4*M' 
mil  kiH'l       '•■  ■  '•- ' —  l«rln«4o«ra 

llm    hoik    Ih  .  InM    Bflt  ut 

liars  kno<rn  !  „,i  on*  frala 

kU>  that  by  t..-t  ...  ,., ,  •kill  of  bi« 
frimi  that  bM<  na*  ban  at  Imm 
pirilally  mid*  rwil." 


SECOND  EDITION  OP 

MR.  MERRIMAN'S   NEW  NOVEL 

NOTICE.-A  SECOND  EDITION  of 

RODEN'S     CORNER. 

By  H.  SETON  MERRIUAN. 

Author  of  "  The  Sowers,''  "  la  Ke<l;ir'«  TiuU,"  *o.,   U  now  reaily. 

Crown  8vo,  6t. 

TfHth.^"  A  novel  I  usfy  yoa  to  lay  down  onoe  yoa  h«T*  ic<it  w«ll  Into  it.' ' 

Manrhenler  OHanlian.— "One  of  the  i-lararaat  book*  that  w«  bare  m4  fur 

a  considerable  time Pmliablj  Mr.  Marrimaa  baa  narar  bafort  fooad  a 

aubject  so  aJlmirably  snited  to  h*a  powera." 


MR.    CROCKETT'S    NEW    NOVEL. 

ON  MONDAY  NE.XT. 

With  8  Kull-Pngc  lllostmtions.    Crown  iro,  &«. 

THE     RED     AXE. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT, 

AUTHOR  OP  "THE  RAIDEB.S,"  "CLBO  KELLY,"  .Vc 


NEW  VOLUME  OF 
The    Bioqroiihical    Edition    of 

W.  M.  THACKERAY'S  COMPLETE  WORKS. 

On  Ol'TOIlKlt  ITth.     Ijiruo  rr..ivn  hv",  i-1"1I:.  x.  ■  ■    ;..  >    . 

THE  HISTORY  of  HENRY  ESMOND: 

nti.l  TIIK  l.Kt;ri;ilKi.      Wall*!  KiiU-l'.iiu  lUu-irii;:  .i.»  :..    liKoaOB 
UU  MAIIRIiSK,    V.  UARNAKU,    and    KKANK   UIOlvSKIi,    a.A..  Md 
II  Woodcuta. 
•.*  A  Volume  will  bo  issued  rai-h  aubMiiiMot  monlli,  anlil  tb*  •Mire  Uilioa 
la  complciotl  on  April  Ifitli,  Irciv. 
*,*  A  Proepcctutqfthe  EiUion,  with  Spfrimeu  Paa—,  teiU  6t  ttml  p—l /n» 
oa  applicatiom. 


HB.   ROBEKT   BBIDQES'  POEMS. 

On  MONDAY  NKXT.     Small  crown  8to,  «•- 

THE   POETICAL  WORKS  of  ROBERT 

BR1UGE3.     Vol.  I. 
Ccxrisn :— Promelhens  the  rireRlTer  i  Bros  and  PqrelH  s  and  Tbt  God  o( 

Love.  _ 

N£W  NOVEL  B7  HISS  OBNE  WHITE. 

On  MONPAY   NKXT.     Sim  ;  .-rm-.  ->,.  ■^'. 

A  LOVER  of  TRUTH.     By  Eliza  Orne 


•T\n    Goatiac 
Lotidun:  SM(TH,  ELDKK  «  CO..  15,  Waterloo  PUee,  S.W. 


WHITS.   Anthor    of    *'A    Bni«a(n«    Ooaitahip.' 

The  idora,"  4c. 
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IS  October,  1898. 


CATALOGUES. 


w 


ILLIAMS        &       NORGATE 

IMPOETERB  OF  FOREIOK  BOOKS, 
Uenri«ttii  Street,  Corent  Garden,  20,  South  Fredertok  St., 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford, 

OATALOQUES  poet  free  on  application. 

WM.  VOYNICH  and  C.  A.  EDGELL,  M.A. 
•    FIRST  LIST  of  BOOKS  OFFERED  for  SALE, 
EARLY    PRINTING  (before   15<w),  EARLY  AMERICANA, 
CONDEMNED  and   BURNED    BOOKS.   MUSIC, 
ENGLISH    BOOKS    before    1640,    OCCULT    SCIENCE, 
REFORMATION  and  REFORMERS,  the  GREAT 
80CINIAN   BIBLE,  &c. 


92,  EDITH  GROVE,  CHELSEA,  S,W„  LONDON. 
PoBt  free,  la,  (by  post  only). 


IrOKEIGN     BOOKS    and    PERIODICALS 
promptly  supplied  on  moderate  terms. 
UATALUU(J£S  on  Appltoatlon. 

DULAU    A    CO..    S7,    BOHO    SQUARE. 
AGENCY  FOB  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

G^  P.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
^  •  BOOKSEIiLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  23rd  Street,  New 
York,  and -^4,  BEDFOKl)  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C,  desire  to 
oill  tbe  iLtteutioDOf  the  KEADINU  PUBLIC  to  the  cxcelk-Dt 
facilitius  preeeuted  by  their  BrAncli  IlouBe  in  LondoD  for  tilling, 
ou  the  most  frtvouf  able  terniB,  orders  for  their  own  bTANDARO 
PUBLICATIONS  and  fur  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  aud 
1  KKloDiCALS.— CATALOGUES  sent  on  application. 


IMPORTANT.-PRINTINO  AND  PUBLISHING. 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  A:c. 
—KING.  BELL  &  RAILTON,  Limited,  higli-olass 
Prtuters  aud  PubtiBlietB,  1::,  Gougli  Square,  4,  Bolt  Court,  Flet-t 
Sireet,  E.C.havespeciMliy-built  Kotaiyaiid  other f.tst  Machiiiett 
f'>i-  priuting  illuBtiiitedor  other  Publications  aud  specialiy-buiU 
M^ichmeB  for  fast  folding  and  covenug  8,  in,  24,  or  32-page 
iluui'uitis  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  aBsistauce  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
Nnw  Jouruals. 

FacilitieB  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Ofhces  free.  Adver- 
tibiug  aud  PubliBhiitg  Dei>aitmeuti  conducted. 

Telepone  65121.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 

PRESS.  — VACANCY  for  capable  all-roujd 
JOURNALIST,  for  Firm  publishing  five  Weekly 
Papers.  S;ilary£l50  to  one  taking  Shares  lu  Curapany. — Stale 
age,  Ac,  Box  "A,"  Acaukmy  Otfice,  **.  Chancery  Laue,  W.C. 


TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.      lOd.perljiKH)  words.      Samples  and  references.— 
Address,  Miss  E.  M.,  18,  Mortimer  Cresoei.t,  N.W. 


TYPEWRITING.— MANUSCRIPTS,  sciea- 
tific,  dramatic,  aud  all  kinds  COl'IEU  with  neatuets 
and  rtipidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Ciiculars,  &c.,  multiplied 
by  Edisou'H  Mimeograph.  Long  experieuce. —  Miss  SruiNO, 
%  Agamemnon  Road,  West  Mampstead. 


r  ITERARY     RESEARCH.  — A    Gentleman, 

I  ^  experienced  in  Literary  Work,  aud  who  has  access  to  the 
Itritisfa  Museum  Reading  Room,  is  open  to  arrauge  wuh 
Author  or  any  person  requiring  assisiauce  in  Literary  Re- 
search, or  in  seeiuB  Work  through  the  Press.  Translatioijb 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.- Apply,  by 
tetter,  to  1>.  C.  Dallas,  &,  Fumival  Street,  Loudon,  E.G. 


BOOKS.— OUT-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPHED—Please  state  wnntn.  Our  Kipliai  ^ote- 
Book  (6d.)  ready  ehortly.— Wanted.  New  Arabian  Nights,  2 
vols.,  18i^-J.— Holland  Company,  Cherry  Street,  Birmingham. 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E     P    P    S'  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 


BREAKFAST-SUPPER. 


ADVERTISEMENTS    (SELECT    TRADE) 
FOR  THE    COVER    PAGES    ONLY 

of  T/ic  Acadimy  should  be  sent  not  later 
than  Wednesday  night  to  John  Haddox 
&  Co.,  Bouverie  House,  Salisbury  Square, 
E.G.    Terms,  &c.,  on  application. 


ROYAL  ACADEMY  of  ARTS.-NOTICE 
it.  JIEREBY  (ilVEN  th«t  the  President  and  Council 
will  proceed  u>  EV.ECT  on  Tuefdnv.  Novemlier  Ut.  a  TUKNEH 
ANNUITANT.  Applicants  for  the  Turner  Annuity,  which  It 
of  the  value  of  j£r)0,  munt  be  ArtistH  of  repute  ju  need  of  aid 
through  the  unavoidable  failure  of  professional  employment  oj 
other  causes.  Forms  of  application  can  be  obtained  by  Icttet 
arldressetl  totheSEcaKTAHV,  Royal  AciuUmy  of  Arts,  Piccstlilly 
W.  They  must  be  filled  in  and  returuet^ou  or  before  Saturday 
October  tiiJth, 

By  Order. 

FKEll.  A.  EATON,  Secrctiiy. 

LATEST  PIIBLICATIOX  of  the  ZOOLOGI- 
CAL SOCIETY  of  LONIION. 

PROCEEDINGS  of  the  ZOOI.OGICAI.,  SOCIETT  o' 
London.  )M(I8.  Part  III.  Contaiuiutr  Papers  re.od  at  tin 
Kcientitic  Moetinifs  held  in  May  and  .lune.  ISiiS.  Witl. 
Twenty  Plates.     Price  to  Fellows,  lis. ;  to  the  Public,  128. 

To  be  obtained  at  the  Society's  Office  (3.  Hanover  Square.  W.). 
or  through  any  Iloobbeller. 


B 


OROUGH      OF      ABERYSTWYTH. 


The TecbnicallnstructionComniittcinnrite  APPLICATIONS 
for  the  APPOINTMENT  of  ART  MASTER. 

The  duties  will  include  Art  Instruction  in  the  Day  Tniining 
Dopartrofint  of  thf-  Universit'  CoUfgo  of  Wales,  AlHjryBlwyth, 
and  the  Aberystwyth  C-/unty  Iniennediatti  School,  in  aildition 
to  the  EvcniuR  Classts  under  the  Conunittee.  Minimum 
guaranteed  stipend  £160. 

Applications,  together  with  copies  of  testimonials,  should  le 
Kent  on  or  before  November  14th,  18HR,  to  the  undersigned,  from 
whom  further  information  may  be  ol)tftined. 

R.  J    ROBERTS. 
Clerli  to  the  Technical  Instruction  Committee. 
Aberystwyth. 
1.  Baker  Street,  Aberystwyth, 
October  Sth.  1898. 

THE    DURHAM   COLLEGE   of    SCIENCE, 
NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE. 

MODERN  HISTORY. 
The  Council  invite  APPLICATIONS  fo-the  LECTURESHIP 
in    MODERN    HISTORY.      Salary    £15o,    rising    by    annual 
incrunienlsof  £1(1,  to  £,:m  perannuin. 

Further  particulars  mwy  bu  obtained  from  Hie  Secret.vrv.  to 
whom  applications  must  be  sent,  not  later  than  November  8th. 


N 


ORWICH     SCHOOL     BOARD. 


WANTED,  immediately.  FEMALE  ASSISTANT  for  PUPIL 
TEACHERS'  CENTRE. 

A  pretereiice  will  be  given  to  thope  f^ualiOed  to  teach  French, 
Hygieue,  Physiology,  Practical  Music,  and  Needlework,  and 
IKTBsessinn  a  university  qualification. 

Salary  £100  to  £li*o  jier  annum. 

Candidates  required  to  attend  will  be  allowed  reasonable 
travelling  expenses. 

Carvassiug  tn  person,  or  by  letter,  will  be  considered  a  dis- 
<lualitication. 

Applications,  on  forms  which  may  be  obtained  from  tlie 
undersigned,  on  receipt  of  stamped  addressed  envelope,  must 
be  bent  in  at  once. 

SYDNEY  COZENS-IIARDY,  Clerk. 

School  Board  Offices.  Norwich, 
liitli  October,  18(18. 


JuBt  published,  price  Is.,  poet  free  Is.  Id. 

THE    PYRAMID    PLATFORM   of   GIZEH, 
An  Historical  Supplement  to  the  Ouide  Books. 

London  :  Edward  Stankobd,   2i  and  27,  Cockapur  Street, 
Charing  Cross.  S.W. 


MUDIE'S  SELECT  LIBRARY 

For  the  CIRCUI.ATIOX  and  SALE  of 

all  the  BEST 

ENGLISH,  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN, 
RUSSIAN,  and  SPANISH  BOOKS. 


TOWN  SUBSOEIPTIONS  from  ONE  GUINEA 

per  annum. 

LONDON  BOOK  SOCIETY  (for  weekly  eiohange  of  Books 

at  the  bouses  of  Subscribers)  from  TWO  QUIN  E AS  per  annum 

COUNTRY  BUBSCRIPTI0N8  from  TWO  GUINEAS 
per  annum. 
N.B.— Two  or  Three  Friends  may  UNITE  in   ONE   SUB- 
SCRIPTION, and  thus  lessen  the  Cost  of  Carriage. 


Tou'n  (Did  Villar/e  Clubs  supplied  on  J.iberal  Terms. 

Frospectases  and  Monthly  LiBts  of  Books  gratis 

and  post  free. 

SURPLUS  LIBRARY  BOOKS 

Now   OrPEKKD   AT 

GREATLY  REDUCED   PRICES. 


.1    NE]V  CLEARANCE  LIHT  (100  pp.) 
Sent  Gratis  and  post  free  to  any  address. 

The  List  contains;  POPULAR  WORKS  in 
TRAVEL,  SPORT,  HISTORY,  BIOGRAPHY. 
SCXENCB.aiid  FICTION.  Also  NEW  and  SURPLUS 
Copies  of  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN,  and 
SPANISH  BOOKS. 


MUDIE'S    BELEOT    LIBRABY,    Limited. 

30-34,  New  Oxford  Street  ;  ■  U,  Bromptmi  Road,  S.W. ; 

48,  Queen  Victoria  Sireet,  B.C..  London  ;  aLd 

at  Barton  Aroade,  Maucliester. 


ON  MONDAY  NEXT. 

THE    ENGLISH 

HISTORICAL  REVIEW. 

Eilited   hy  S.    R.   (iAUPIXER,   II. CL.,   LI.  I).,  and 
IIEIINALU  I..  POOLE,  M.A.,  Ph.D. 
No.  HI.      OCTOBER,  ]««.       Royal  8to,  price  Sa. 
'.  Articles. 

TUB  CAMPAIGN  of  the  IWETAURUS.    By  BcnMiin  W. 

IlKNOKasow.    Part  II. 
BOSNIA  BEFORE  the  TURKISH  CON(JUE.ST.     By  W. 

MiLI.KR. 

THE    RECINXIXOS    of  WESSEX.     By   Sir  IIokv   II. 

HovvoHin,  KC.I  E.  MP. 
THE  IIRITISH  COLONY  at  PARIS.    ByJ.O.  Aiotii. 
'..  A'of-«  fttifi.  Documentii. — :!.  Iit;rieivs  "/  Vi'oots.— 4.    Noticfjt 
J'eri.'iticala.—5.  LUt  of  Kecent    lltttorical  P*ittlictUiona. — 
6,  Inilvx. 

London :  LoNOMans,  Green  ft  Co. 


OS  MONDAY  NEXT. 

THE     EDINBURGH     REVIEW. 

No.  386. OCTOBER,  1898. 8(o,  price  6ii. 

I.-MANY  MEMORIES  of  MANY  PEOPLE. 
II.-ETHEREAL  TELEGRAPHY. 
lU.-THE  MAKINfJ  of  RELIGION. 
IV.-THE  CARLISLE  PAPERS. 
V.-FRAZER'S  PAU.SANIAS. 
VI.-THACKERAY. 

VII.— EGYPT  in  the  NINETEENTH  CENTURY. 
Vin.-GEORGE  SAVILE.  LORD  HALIFAX. 
IX -THE  EUROPEAN  POWERS  in  WEST  AFRICA. 
X.-TIIE  INDIAN  GOLD  STANDARD. 
XL-THE  MEMOIRS  of  HENRY  REEVE. 
I^ondon:  Lokovans,  Grekn  tc  Co. 

AT  ALL  LIBRARIES  AND  BOOKSBLtBRS', 


A     LOTUS     FLOWER. 

By  J.  MORGAN  DE  GROOT. 

Crown  Sto,  68. 

"  A  ixiwerfnl  work.     It  is  more ;  it  18  a  work  of 
genius."— XiMHt/ed  Courier. 
*'  A  very  clever  psychological  study." 

hirmingham  Dfjxly  Post. 
"A  translation  of  a  fine  Dutch  novel. "^^«^/ooA:. 

"The  writer's  literary  gifts  are  of  a  high  order. 

The  characters  are  defined  with  a  masterly  hand." 

Scotsman. 
*'  His  first  novel  made  a  stir  at  once,  thanks  to  the 
freshness  of  llie  delineations  and  the  positively  new 
ideas.  His  second  work  ('A  LttDS  Flower')  has  just 
appeared,  superior  in  conception  to  its  predecessor, 
more  elaborate  in  plot,  and  more  faHdinating." 

Athenamm  (yearly  review  of  Datch  literature). 


WiLLiiu  Blackwood  &  Sons,  Edinburgh  and  London. 


B 


ESTABLISHED    1811. 
IRKBECK         BANK, 

Suuthamjitou  Buildings.  Chaneery  Laue,  London. 

TWO-ANIi-A-llALK  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  repayahlcou  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS, on  the  mini- 
nium  monthly  lialaticOB,  when  not  drawn  lielow  £100. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  of  Thrift  the  Bank  receives  small  sums 
on  depubit  and  allows  Interest  monthly  on  cacli  completed  £1. 

BIRKBECK    BUILDING    SOCIETY. 

now    TO    PnilCHASB    A     HOU.SE 

roK   TWO  01  INKAS   TKU   MO.NTU. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHdLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PUKCllASE    A    PLOT    OF    LANO 

rOK    MVfe.  t,HILLINOh   TKU  llO»TU. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK, withfull  particulars, post  free 
FRANCIS  RAVENSCROFT.  Manager. 


PORTRAIT   SUPPLEMENTS 

TO 

"THE  ACADEMY," 

Considing  of  Tltirty-scvcn  Portmiia  of  Old 
and  New  Celebrities  in  Liieralure., 
may  still  he  ohtaimd,  singly  or  .11 
complete  sets,  on  application  to  the 
Office,  43,  Chancery  Lane,  W.C. 


15  October.  1898. 


The   Academy. 
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MR.  GRANT  RICHARDS'S  LIST 

RECKNT  AND  FORTHCOMING  PUBLICATIONS. 

FJCTIOX. 

Trown  '^vo,  Sh  net  in^r  Voltimo. 

THE    WINCHESTER    EDITION   of  the 

NOVKLS  of  .lANK  AlISI'EN. 
Til" /Mll'iwiinr  arp  ii.iw  ronlv      SKNSK  iiul  HFNSI  IIII.ITV 
I'HIIlEana  I'HBJUIIICK.  SIAN.IFIFM)  I'.UIK,  KMMA.  ' 

■>?ll°J.'JV,.'!'.'!l. ''"   I""""'    -NKItTllANOBR    AllllKV,    ud 
PhnSUASION,  oompliilliiir  Uio  Series. 

Crown  Hvo.  Kg. 

LINNET :  a  Romance.    By  Grant  Allen. 

{ImmediuUlt/. 
frown  Hvo,  B«, 

IN    the    BEGINNING:    a   Tale  of  an 

Ka«tnru  I.iiiil.    ly  IIUIIII  (■LlFFoill).     \lmiiuidiaktii. 
frown  HVit,  1)8. 

BACHELORLAND  :    a    Story    of     the 

'lVnii)lf  Courts,     liy  K.  S.  WARREN  IJELT^. 

llmmeiliatulu. 
Crnwii  Mm.  ««. 

POOR  HUMAN  NATURE.    By  Elizabeth 

(iOliFllF.V.  i;mii.«.(wW». 


A    MAYFAtR   MARRIAGE. 

MONT  HAMILTON. 
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By  Gram- 

[  Imtiieitiiitiilu 
Crown  8V0,  ;{s,  M. 

NANNO :  a  Daughter  of  the  State.    By 

KOSA  MULIIOLLAM).  IhniMdiatrli, 

Vol.  II.  of  111,,  •■8YI.\'AX  SKRIE?,"  f<!,ir,  Svo.  *8.  0.1. 

THE   RUE   BARGAIN.     By  R.  JUurray 

GILCIIHIST.  [UclolKr  8. 

VERSE. 

Pcnp.  Svo.  hurkrani.  ."U.  fld.  not. 

A  SHROPSHIRE  LAD.  By  A.  E.  Housman 

(lUadi/. 
Crown  Svo.  .18.  n«t. 

HANNIBAL:     a   Drama.      By    Louisa 

HIIDRK. 
Mr.  FitKiiKRic    H.vRRiRON  writes:  "  I  hfcro  reail  ami  re-rca<I 
MdmnMiar  with  ftiluiiration.     As  an   hiitorical  romauce.  car*-- 
fiitly  HtU'li<^il  from  the  oriKinal  hiHtorie^,  it  is  a  itoolti  conception 

<>(  a  (treat  Iiero The  merit  of  this  piece  in  to  liave  Mixed  the 

hintorical  oomlitions  with  sucli   reiility  and  Bui;h  truth,  anil  t'» 
have  kept  «■•  ■'iwtiiiiietl  a  tiiirht  at  a  Iii^ih  hivel  of  hctuio  (JiKnity," 

Th«  DAILY  VIIROMCLK  Ba.vd:  "  It  U  a  pro.liiotiou  thiit 
deservQn  to  rank  among  the  bust  dramatic  writings  of  thi- 
ce-'t'iTy." 

The  Or.ASffOW  riKHALDmya:  "  There  is  not  a  poet  livins 
who  RO'ild  have  written  tUii*  noble  drama  of  '  HHuni)>al. '  Teuny* 
ion  misht  have  et|uailf  1  it,  t>ut  coiihl  hanlly  have  Riven  a  mote 
ma-'ti-rly  ])r<;Heiitation  of  a  wonderful  historic  personality." 

KDITrON  DE  LUXE  LIMITED  TO  ilO  COPIES. 

Ornwii  Hvo,  ya'tn-.l  i>'\rchmeDt.  with   ritihiu  ties.  7«.  lid   net. 

THE  FLOWER  of  the  MIND :  a  Choice 

amoDR  the  Best  l'oem«.     Made  I. y  ALICE  MEV'N'ELL. 

[tminediatel!/. 
A  fewer  the  BackrAtn  Edition  alio  remains. 

Or-^wn  8v*o,  6s. 

LONDON    in    SONG:    a   Collection    of 

Verse  fiisiiiretl  hv  ttic  Kntwle<lKe  ami  Love  of  Lnmloii. 
K.lttp.l,  with  ;ui  IiiTiHiiirtion  and  Not«s.  bv  WILFRKD 
WIIITTKN.  Witli  Covor.  Tille-ragu.  and  E'nil  Papers  hy 
William  Hyde.  [ImmeitiaUlti. 

.Small  4t,...  :l.4  Hi.  net- 

ENGLAND  and  YESTERDAY:    a  Book 

of  shirt  I'ooml.  By  LOUISE  IMOdEX  GUINEV.  [ShorUy 
CK[LDRI-:yS  BOOKS. 

liarije  crown  S<vo,  fis. 

PALEFACE  and  REDSKIN,  and  Other 

.Storieator  lioyiand  i;irl».  liy  l'  AN.STEV.  With  Cover, 
Di'coratioug,  and  overlKi  lllustnitionh  by  Uordon  Browne. 

W'toher  18. 
Long  folio,  hilf-clot.h.  ."is. 

ALL    the    WORLD    OVER.      By   Mrs. 

FAltMlLOE  and  E.  V.  LUCAS.  ISharth,. 

NEW  EIIITION.  crown  Sv.i,  il». 

A  BOOK  of  VERSES    for    CHILDREN. 

C..iii|.il.'d  by  EDWAltl)  VKRltALL  LITC.VS.  With  Coyer, 
Title-l*aKc.  and  End  I';iiter8  du.*iiined  in  Colours  by  F.  I). 
Bedford. 

Iliino.  18.  (Id. 

.LITTLE  BERTHA.    By  W.  J.  Stlllman. 

{Immediately. 

PfficosoPHr. 

-..^  frown  8vo,  (fs. 

fTHE  PHILOSOPHY  of  GREECE.     Con- 

sidered  in  rebitioii  to  the  Cbanict.T  and  Hi.^tory  of  its 
I'eople.    By  ALFKEll  WILLIAM  llENN.     \ Immt'tiattle. 

MISOELLAXmUS. 

Vol.  I,  of  the  "RUSSIAN    LIDItAHV,"     Eilitcd  by 
W.  T.   STEAD. 

Crown  8V0.  Hs. 

iEFLECTIONS  of  a  RUSSIAN  STATES- 
MAN. By  K,  I'UBYEI>ON0.ST.SEFF,  Procurator  to  the 
Holy  Syno<l  of  Russia.  With  a  Preface  by  Uftdame  OLtlA 
NOVIlJoFF.  {JyttmaAMtd. 

Tiemy  8vo,  'Js.  lid.  net. 

.  TABULATION  of  the  FACTORY  LAWS 

of  EUmU'EAN  COCNTRIES;  ill  so  far  as  tliey  relate  to 
Hours  of  Labour  and  Spe<ial  LeKislation  for  Women.  YounK 
Persons,  and  Children.    By  EMMA  BROOKE.     [Ready. 

iVown  svo.  Its.  6d.  net. 

LICENSING  PRACriCE,  By  0  F.  Christie, 

Uarriater-iit-Law.  \Ready. 

Crown  Hvo,  Ha, 

.LIFE  in  a  MODERN  MONASTERY- 
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Anthony,  O.S.F. 


[J^ai  jiublishtd. 


GRANT    RICHARDS, 

9,  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  W.C. 


BLACKIE    &   SON'S 
New  Illustrated   Story    Books. 

By  O.  A.  Wentv 

UNDER  WELLINGTON'S  COMMAND:  a  Tale  of  the  Peaiasular 

War.     With  12  l'tt,.!3  llluotrationa  by  Wal  Paurt.     Croirn  8»o,  olotb  eleguit,  olirioa 
edges,  Os, 

BOTH  SIDES  the  BORDER :  a  Tale  of  Hotspur  and  Giendoirer. 

Witli  12  Page  Illuatrationa  by  Ralph   1'kacook.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine 

■    3,  as. 


AT  ABOUKIR  and  ACRE :  a  Stor.y  of  Napoleon's  lovasion  of  Egypt. 

Willi  H  I'ajje  lllustrationfi  by  William   Rainkv,  R.I.,  anil  '.i  I'lann,     Crown  Svo,  cloth 
el<>gaut,  olivine  edges,  Ss. 


Bj/  Kfitharhic  Tt/nan. 

THE  HANDSOME  BRANDONS: 

a  Story  for  Girls.  With  12  Vane  lllastrations 
by  G'khtkvdb  Dkmai.v  Hammond,  K.I. 
Crjwn  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  eilfijo*,  6a. 

By  OUphant  Stneaton. 
A  MYSTERY  of  the  PACIFIC. 

With  8  Page  Illustrations  by  Wal  Pa(iet. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  eleg<int,  olivine  edges,  oa. 

Bu  Oordnn  Stable*. 
COURAGE,     TRUE     HEARTS. 

Th*  Story  of  Threo  Boys  who  Sailed  in  Search 
of  Fortune.  With  ti  Page  Illuetrations  by 
AV .  S.  Stack  Y.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  3s.6d  i 

By  Sheila  E.  Braine.  I 

THE  TURKISH  AUTOMATON : 

a  Tale  of  the  Time  of  Catherine  the  Great  of 
Ruisia.  Withe  Page  Illusirdtions  by  William 
Kaixev,  E.I.  CrownSvo,  cloth  elegant,  3s. 6d.  1 


Bif  E.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  GIRL  of  TO-DAY.    AVith  6  Page 

'         Illustrations  by  Oehthcd*  Dekaiw   Ham- 
'■        MUND,  K.I.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  3*.  61. 

By  J.  ChalmerB. 
FIGHTING    the    MATABELE. 

With  6  Page  IllostratioDs  by  STANLax  L. 
Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  0d. 

By  Robert  Leighfon. 

THE  PILOTS  of  POMONA:   a 

Tale  of  the  Orkney  Islands.  N«w  Kditini. 
With  6  Page  Illustrations  by  Jonx  Liiouru.v. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  3s. 

By  Kirk  IHunroe. 
IN  PIRATE  WATERS.    With  8 

Illnstrationa  by  Tabeu.  Crown  8to,  cloth 
elegant,  5s. 


FINELY    ILLUSTRATED    CHILDREN'S    BOOKS 

AN  ALPHABET  of  ANIMALS.  With  26  Full-Page  Plates,  a  large 
number  of  Vignettes  and  Cover  Design  by  Cartox  Mooke  Pabk.     Daniy  4to  (13  inclici 

by  10),  5.S. 

THE   TROUBLES   of  TATTERS,  and  other  Stories.     By  Alice 

Talwin  Morris.     With  62  charming  lilnstrations  in  Black-and- White  by  Alick  B. 

Woodward.     Sijuaie  Svo,  decorated  cloth  boards,  3s.  6d. 

ROUNDABOUT  RHYMES.  By  Mrs.  Percy  Dbarmeh.  With  20  Full- 
Page  Illustrations  in  Colour,  Decorated  Title-Page,  and  Cover  Deaign  in  two  colours. 

Imperial  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

THE  REIGN  of  PRINCESS  NASKA.  By  Amelia  Horcmsox 
Stirlikg,  M.A.  With  over  50  Illustrations  by  PA0t  Habdt.  Crown  8to,  cloth 
elegant,  28.  6d. 

CHIPS   and   CHOPS.      By  E.   Neisr.      With  16  Illustrations  by  H.  E. 

Millar.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

BIACKIE'S  HALF-CROWN  SERIES.     BLACKIE'S  TWO-SHILLING  SERIES 

NEW  VOLUMES.  NEW    VOLUMES. 

Cloth  elegant.     Illustrated.  Cloth  elegant.     Illustrated. 

THE  LADY  ISO  BEL.     By  Eliza  HER  FRIEND  and  MINE.    By 

F.  Pollard.  ,    Florence  Coombe. 

THE     BONDED    THREE.      By  AN  UNAPPRECI ATIVE  AUN  T 

Bessie  Mahchant.  By  Ja.\e  H.  Spettioub. 

A  DREADFUL  MISTAKE.    By  THE  EAGLE'S  NEST.    By  8.  E. 

Geku.iiine  Mockleh.  Caktwuioiit. 


Also  NEW  STORY  BOOKS  at  Is.  6d.,  Is.,  9d.,  and  6d. 

BLACKIE  ^  SON'S  New  Catahgut  of  Book*  tuitahle  for  Prtsentation,  School 
Frizes,  Reward/,  ^c,  tent  post-frM  on  application. 

London:    BLACKIE   &  SON,    Limited,   nO,  Old  Bailey. 
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HODDER  &  STOUGHTON'S 

PUBLICATIONS. 

Just  PuUiBlied.    Crown  8vo,  oloth,  6b, 

CAPRICCIOS.    By  the  Duchess  of  Leeds 

"  We  liave  iiothinB  but  praise  for  thie  volume,  whiuli  is  one 
of  renl  literary  inter»*»t. "—*'(.  Jamex'a  Gazttte. 

"Stories  whVh  exhibit  a  delicate  faiicj-,  and  much  gkiIMn 
expie'f>ion."—yorkahire  Post. 

"  Full  of  poetry  Hiid  thouRhtfulneSi  and  rich  at  IJineB  in  the 
tlement  of  dramatic  mrprise."— i<eeds  Mercuru- 

"We  close  the  duuhe-s'B  charming  volume  with  a  feeling  of 
regret  that  it  is  at  an  en'',  and  a  h"pe  that  the  authjress  will 
■oyugive  us  nure  of  lier  'Capr.ccios.'"— .l(>crtte«n  tret  Pre$8. 


SEVENTH    EDITION    NOW    READY. 

Crown  Sto.  cloth,  fis. 

CONCERNING   ISABEL   CARNABY. 

ELLEN  THORNEYCROFf  FOWLER. 


By 


'■A  remarkable  hnok"~Lileratnre. 
*'  Beyond  doubt  a  book  to  read  "^  ^'ea'minater  Gaiette. 
"  All  admirable  piece  of  work."— JUack  n"d  M'hite. 
"It  is  an  extMjmolv  clever  book,  and  Slitts    Fowler  de  erves 
heartv  congratulations  u\>oii  her  suoceHs."— Rev itw  o/ He.vuwi 
•■Will  be  (.laoed  arooug  the    most   l>riilia.n:   novels  ot    the 

"'The  novel  of  the  season,'  will  probably  be  ihe  popular 
verdict  upon  this  amazingly  witty  and  briiliaut  btury  " 

Speak  r. 


No 


>w  Rcaily.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  diagrams,  Ts  6d. 


THE  UNCONSCIOUS  MIND.     By  Alfred 

T.  SOdOFIELD,  M.D.,  M.RC.8. 
"  Ttr.  SchoQeM  has  produced  a  viluable  work  on  a  Buhject  of 
virv  creai  interest  and  Importance      We  irive  the  volume  a 
hearty  wt-Iooiuo,  Jtnd  wish  it  all  the  huccdss  it  deserves." 

MethodiKt  Times. 

SECOND  AND  CHEAPER  EDITION. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Hi. 

THE    LAND    OF    THE     MONUMENTS: 

Nor<'H    of    Ecvntian    Travel      By    JoSKPH     POLLAKU. 
Mith  Int'oduction  by  the  Rev.  W.  WUlGilT.   1).1>.,  ami 
Jltp  and  lA  Illustrations. 
"Mr.  Pnltarl  his  performed  a  real  tervioa  h^  placing  the 
repultB  of  bia 'eading  and  T>er9onal  o'lSTvations  in   so  readable 
and  bandy  a  form.      Will  prove  a  very  useful  guide  tor  Hu- 
mors siu'l'iouB  class  of  visitors  to  the  ever  euchauting  valley  of 
the  Nile."—  '  ailii  Niwt. 

•*  These  notes  nf  Egyiittan  travel  are  profoundly  interesting. 
They  are  the  impresBions  of  a  scholar,  a  cloie  obi^erver,  a 
pict'tresque  uRrrator.  To  the  last  page  of  the  book  the 
reader's  attentif^n  is  firmly  he'd.  A  map  and  fifteen  canital 
illiif<tratlon<i  iind  an  exceeoingly  beautiful  binding  make  it  u 
most  acceptable  volume."— C/iwrcA  Tiniei. 


WORKS  BY  PROFESSOR  W.  M.  RAMSAY. 

Fourth  Edition,  svo,  with  Map.  lOs.  6d. 

ST.   PAUL  the   TRAVELLER   and   the 

ROMAN  CTTIZBN.    By  W,  M.  RAMSAY.  D.C.L..  L.LU.. 

Professor    in    Aberdeen    University,    formerly    Fellow    of 

Exeter  and  of  Lincoln  College,  and  Professor  of  Claislcal 

Arclupology,  Oxford. 
"  Profeisor  Ramsay  brings  not  only  hia  own  great  experience 
flB  a  traveller  and  archreolngist,  but  the  resources  of  an 
ingenionsmind  and  a  lively  style.  Theboik  is,  lifce everything 
Professor  Rumsay  does,  txtraordinarily  alive.  It  shows  every- 
where personal  learnine,  personal  impression;  it  has  the 
sharp  touch  of  the  traveller  and  the  eye-witness."*— TimM. 

Fifth  Edition,  with  Mans  and  Illustrations.    Svo,  cloth,  128. 

THE  CHURCH  iQ  the  ROMAN  EMPIRE 

BEFORK  A.l>.  170. 
"This  volume  is  the  most  important  contribution  to  the 
Ptudy  of  early  (;hurch  hJitory  which  ha"  been  published  in  this 
countrv  sirce  the  great  work  of  Bishoii  Lishtfoot  on  the 
Apofctolic  Fathers.  It  is.  too,  unless  our  memory  fails  us, 
without  a  rival  in  any  loreign  country."— Guar  J  ian. 


WORKS  BY  PROF.  C.  A.  SMITH,  D.D. 

Fifth  Edition.  Eighth  Thou«and.   With  Additions.  CorrectiooB, 

and  New  Inde.\  of  Siriptute  References.    Crown  gvo, 

cloth, 15s. 

THE  HISTORICAL  GEOGRAPHY  OF  THE 

MOTiY    LAND       Bv    (JEORriE     ADAM     SMITH,    D.h., 

ProffSRrtr  ot    Ileiirew  an'I    Old  Testament  Exegesis.    Free 

Church  College,  (llasgow.  With  six  specially  prep  tred  Maps. 

"A  venr  noteworthy   conttihution  to  th"  study   of   sacreil 

history,  based    upon    the    three    indispensable   conditions    of 

persona!  aciiuaintauee  with  the  land,  a  study  of  the  explorations. 

discoveries,  and  decipherments,  especially  of  the  last  twenty 

years,  and  the  emplovment  of  tbe  results  of  Biblical  criticism 

during  the    same    period.    The  necesf.ity   and  importance  of 

Burh  an  underiakinK  need  no  demonstration,  and  the  resu't^  as 

set  forth  in  Dr.  Smith's  learned  and  laborious  work   will  be 

appreciated  by  all  competent  scholars."— Tiiftes. 

In  Two  Vulnmes.      (Jrown  Svo,  cloth.  7b.  6d.  each.. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  TWELVE  PROPHETS, 

COMMONLY  CALLED  THE  MINOR.  VoUl.-ConUiniug 
Amos,  Hosen.  and  Micah.  Vol.  2  (Recently  Published).— 
Containing  Zepha»iish.  Nabum.  Habakkuk,  Obadiah, 
Ili\i!(rai.  Heohariah  I.-VIII..  "Malachi,"  ,loeI,  "  Zechariah" 
IX.-XIV.,  and  Jonah. 
"We  believe  that  no  more  valuable  c^ntrihution  has  been 
made  in  recent  years  to  Biblical  exegesis  than  this  volume." 

Littrature. 

In  Two  Volumes.— Crown  Svo,  7p.  6d.  each. 

THE  BOOK  OF  ISAIAH.    Vol.  I.-Chap- 

tera  I.  to  XXXIX.  Vol.  II  -Chapters  XL.  to  LXVI. 
"We  desire  to  l«t  English  readers  know  how  very  lucid, 
impresfiive— and,  indeed,  bow  vivid— a  study  of  Isaiah  is 
within  their  reach-,  the  fault  of  the  b(K)k,  if  it  has  a  fault, 
beiOK  rather  that  it  finds  too  many  points  of  connection 
I>etween  Is-iiah  and  our  modern  world,  than  that  it  finds  too 
f<>w.  In  other  wonis,  no  one  can  S4y  that  the  boo  (.  is  not  full 
of  Wfe^—Spfctator 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS, 

Rutlyarii  Kipling's  New  Booli, 

THE      DA  Y'S     WORK. 

Crown  Svo,  63. 
With  Maps,  Plans,  Portraits,  and  Illustrations.    Svo,  8s.  6d.  net. 

THE   CAMPAIGN    IN   TIRAH,  1897-98. 

An  Account   of  the  Expedition    against  the  Orakzais  and  Afridis 
under  General  Sir  William  Lockhart,  G.C.B.,  KC.SL 

Based   (by   permission)    on    Letters    contributed    to    the    "Times" 
By  Colonel  H.  D.  HUTCHINSON,  Director  of  Military  Education  in  India. 

TIMES.— "  Uerile  stroiiK  commendalion  as  a  clearly-wiitten  and  uniformly  interestiDg  history  of  a 
notable  and  extrati  ely  inttrucLive  campaign.** 

Pott  tto,  Cs. 

ELIZABETH    AND    HER    GERMAN    GARDEN. 

TIMES— 'A  very  britrlit  Utile  book  — eeniJil,  liuraorous.  perhaps  a  little  fantastic  ami  way- 
''•flrd  here  miuI  thsre,  but  full  of  briihr.  clirapeRS  nf  n«liire  and  sprii^htly  criticiains  of  life.  Eliznbeih 
f*  the  Knt  Hsh  wife  of  a  German  l.U'baiid,  who  finds  nnd  makes  for  herself  a  neliphtful  rel rest  from  tiie 
b*Tialities  of  life  in  a  German  provincal  town  by  occupying  and  lieautifying  a  deueited  convent.'* 


London:     HODDEK    &    STdUGHTON, 
27;  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 


MACMILLAN'S    NEW 

Crown  Svo,  Cs.  each. 
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A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN.    By  Rolf  Boldrewood. 

[October  is. 

HER  MEMORY.    By  Maarten  Maartens.  io,toberi8. 

A  DRAMA  in  SUNSHINE.    By  H.  A.  Vachell. 

ATHEy.^U3f.—"  It  is  a  story  which  the  English  reader  will  greet  with  pleasure The  l>ook  is 

good  reading  to  the  end." 

CORLEONE.      By  F.  Marion  Crawford. 

MORHIXG  POST.-"  A  doliglittul  novel." 

THE   ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS,  Foundling,  Thief, 

Jugglor,  and  Fencing-MaBterduiing  the  French  Revolution.   By  8.  WEIEMITCHELL.M.D.   [.Slwrili/. 

THAT    LITTLE     CUTTY,     DR.     BARRERE,    ISABEL 

DYSART.     By  Mrs.  OLIPIIANT. 
PALL  MALL   tr^Zf7TA'.— "Models  of  what  such  stoiies  should  be." 

THE    LOVES  of  the    LADY  ARABELLA.     By  M.  A. 

SEAWELL. 

MORNItiO  POST.—"  There  is  a  spirit  and  evident  enjoyment  in  the  telling  of  the  story  which  are 
refreshing   to  the  reader  wearied  of  highly  elaborate!  literar.y  efforts." 


NEW    BOOK    BY    BENJAMIN    KIDD. 

THE  CONTROL  of  the  TROPICS.    By  Benjamin  Kidd, 

Author  of  **  Social  Evolution.**    Crown  Svo,  33,  net. 

In  2  vols  ,  extra  crown  mvo,  17p.  net. 

EDWARD  THRING,  Head  Master  of  Uppingham  School : 

Life,  Diary,  acd  LetterB.    By  GEORGE  R.  I'ARKIN,  C.M.G.,  M.A.    With  Portraits. 
jSTilJVD^Kfl.— "Mr.  Parkin  draws  a  vivid  portrait  of  the  most  remarkable  of  the  Schoolraaators  in 
the  latter  half  of  this  century." 

NEW    BOOKS    FOR   THE    YOUNG. 

HUOH     THOMSON'S     It,LU8TBATED     FAIRY     BOOK.-Is. 

JACK    the    GIANT     KILLER.      With   16  Full-Page 

Coloured  Illustrations  and  16  Decorated  Text  Pages,  by  HUGH  THOMSON.  IShortly- 

MRS.    MOLESWOBTH'3    NEW    VOLUMH. 

THE    MAGIC    NUTS.      By   Mrs.    Molesworth.      With 

Illustriilions  by  nOSIE  M.  M.  I'lTMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  48.  6d. 

STORIES  from   LOWLY    LIFE  of  MICE,   DOGS,    and 

OTHER  ANIMALS.    By  C.  M.  DUPPA.    With  Illustrations  by  LOUIS  WAIN.    Fcap.  4to,  4s.  Od. 


NEW    BOOK    BY    PROFESSOR    SAINT8BTJRY. 

A    SHORT    HISTORY    of    ENGLISH    LITERATURE. 

By  GEORGE  SAINTSBUR7,  Professor  ot  Rhetoric  and  English  Literature  in  the  University  of 
Edinburgh.    Crown  Svo,  8tf.  ed. 

MACMILLAN  &    CO.,   Limited,   London. 
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The  Literary  Week. 

I.  Notes  and  News. 

The  welcome  that  has  been  accorded  to  the  new  series  of 
the  Academy  is  very  encouraging.  From  the  letters  we 
have  received,  and  from  tie  comments  in  the  Press,  it  is 
•clear  that  an  illustrated  literary  paper  of  this  character — a 
review  of  literature  and  life — was  needed.  As  our  new 
series  has  begun  so  it  will  continue.  New  features  of 
interest  will  be  constantly  added.  Neither  talent,  nor 
money,  nor  time,  nor  industry  will  be  wanting  to  make 
<the  Academy  welcomed,  studied,  and  discussed  in  every 
household  in  the  United  Kingdom.  Among  new  features 
in  preparation  we  may  mention  a  series  of  articles 
■under  the  heading  "Views,"  to  which  eminent  writers 
of  the  day  will  contribute.  In  these  papers,  which  will 
■be  signed  and  of  some  length,  all  important  questions 
•of  the  day  will  be  treated.  They  will  express  the  views 
of  ripe  minds  on  problems — literary,  scientific,  political, 
artistic,  and  sociological — about  which  men  and  women 
are  feeling  their  dim  way,  too  often  without  guidance. 


Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  &  Co.  are  to  be  congratulated 
on  their  acquisition  of  the  Bismarck  Memoirs  after  keen 
competition  with  other  publishers.  The  price  given  for 
the  work  has  been  given  at  anything  between  £5,000  and 
£15,000,  and  Messrs.  Smith  &  Elder  are  naturally 
reticent  on  the  point.  It  might  be  supposed  that  such  a 
work  as  tliis  would  be  bought  on  its  title  alone,  but  we 
■tinderstand  that  the  competing  firms  were  able  to  examine 
the  contents  of  the  work.  The  publication  of  the  Memoirs 
may  be  expected  at  the  end  of  November.  The  work  will 
•be  issued  in  two  v-olumes,  and  will  "not  improbably  be 
illustrated  to  a  small  extent.  Messrs.  Smith  &  Elder 
have  not  the  advantage  which  Messrs.  Macmillau  had,  in 
•the  case  of  the  Busch  diary,  of  receiving  Bismarck's  book 
in  English.  The  whole  is  in  German,  and  its  rendering 
into  English  is  now  occupying  a  staff  of  translators. 


These  Memoirs  may  possibly  be  followed  by  another 
kindred  work  of  less  but  still  considerable  interest.  We 
mention  with  all  reserve  a  statement  in  the  Continental 
papers  to  the  effect  that  Signer  Crispi  proposes  to  visit 
London  before  the  end  of  this  month,  the  object  of  his 
journey  being  to  enable  him  to  supervise  the  printing  of 
ihis  Memoirs. 


Many  bjoksellers  complain  of  the  statements  that  are 
being  made  to  the  effect  that  they  have  been  charging 
£37  for  the  Encyclupmdia  Britannica,  now  being  offered 
at  14  guineas.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  work  has  sold 
at  £18  for  years. 


Mr.  Kenneth  Graham  e,  after  many  years  of  service  in 
the  Bank  of  England,  has  now  become  its  secretary.  We 
echo  the  hope  that  his  new  duties  will  not  entail  less 
literary  activity ;  but  Mr.  Grahame's  talent  is  a  shy  one, 
probably  not  in  the  least  dependent  upon  increased  or 
decreased  leisure.  While  on  this  subject  we  might  remark 
that  in  last  week's  Spectator  Mr.  Grahame's  Pagan  Paper* 
was  reviewed  as  a  new  book,  and  its  author  assured  that  he 
"can  do  better  work  if  he  tries  —  above  all,  if  he  will 
only  discriminate  between  real  literary  humour  and  the 
trivialities  of  the  comic  paper,  between  liveliness  and 
deadly-liveliness." 


Th  Bay's  Work  is  selling  well  in  the  bookshops.  With 
Kitchener  to  Khartum  is  also  selling ;  indeed,  the  demand 
has  exceeded  the  immediate  supply.  Nothing,  however, 
interferes  with  the  sale  of  the  cheap  edition  of  Forty-  On* 
Years  in  India,  A  more  genuinely  "  selling "  book  than 
Lord  Roberts's  work  has  not  been  published  for  many 
years. 


A  BOOK  without  a  printer.  Mr.  Harry  Quilter's  forth- 
coming edition,  with  his  own  illustrations,  of  the  Pied 
Piper  of  Hamelin  is  not  to  be  printed ;  instead,  each  copy 
of  the  poem  will  be  in  the  actual  handwriting,  through- 
out, of  Mrs.  QuUter.  The  edition  is  limited  to  four  hundred 
copies,  and  we  are  glad  of  this — for  Mrs.  Quilter's  sake. 


We  were  mistaken  in  saying  that  Mr.  Lang  contemplates 
with  resignation  the  enterprise  of  literary  privateersmen 
who  make  books  about  and  around  him.  It  would,  we  are 
assured,  have  been  more  accurate  to  say  that  Mr.  Lang 
takes  such  enterprise  patiently  only  because  there  is  no  use 
in  being  impatient  with  what  he  is  unable  to  prevent. 


A  NEW  and  sumptuous  edition  I'f  the  Imitation  of  Chrut, 
illustrated  by  Mr.  Laurence  Housaian,  is  imminent.  This 
publication  was  suggested  by  a  well-known  bookman,  and 
it  will  be  published  by  Messrs.  Ke^^an  Paul. 
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At  the  present  momenf,  Mr.  Hall  Cuine  is  in  America, 
■whither  he  fared  to  be  present  at  the  first  performance  of 
ihe  dramatic  version  of  The  Christian.  An  Albany  paper 
thus  describes  him  at  the  premiere  :  "  Hall  Caine,  the  weird 
wisp  of  a  man,  spiritnelle,  serious,  long-haired  and  red- 
bearded,  sat  in  a  box  at  the  left  of  the  stage.  Thousands 
of  miles  he  had  come  from  his  far  Manx  island  to  witness 
this  (Ubiit  of  Glory  Quayle  in  a  flesh  and  blood  reality  on 
the  boards  of  a  theatre.  There  was  a  bit  of  nervous  sus- 
pense in  his  manner  through  the  prologue,  though  the 
audience  had  given  him  most  cordial  welcome  on  his 
appearance  in  the  box,  but  the  rest  of  the  play  through  he 
sat  with  his  elbow  on  the  rail,  one  thin  hand  shading  his 
face,  listening  and  looking  with  an  air  of  quiet  content,  and, 
when  bursts  of  applause  forced  him  to  respond,  rising  with 
evident  diffidence." 


Shakesfeaeian  criticism  has,  duiirigllepafctfcw  months 

increased    in    interest    and    vivacity,   and    an   American 

professor  who  has  been  inquiring  in  the  Boston  Wafchnan 

into  the  origin  of  lago  is  quite  in  the  new  fashion.    Why, 

he  asks,  did  Shakespeare  introduce  a  Spanish  name  into 

Othello,  when  Cynthio,  from  whom  he  took  the  materials 

calls  lago  Alfieri?     Because,  beholds,  lago  (James)  is  the 

patron    saint   of   Spain,    and    Englishmen    hated    Spain. 

Shakespeare  had  even,  it  is  suggested,  fought  against  the 

Armada  sixteen  years  earlier,  and  Spanish  atrocities  were 

popular  material  for  execration.     "Therefore,"  in   Othello, 

"to  call  the  sum  of  all  villainies  lago  poured  contempt  on 

what  Spaniards  most  delighted  to  honour,   and  turned  it 

into    an    abomination.     It   was   the  briefest   chronicle  of 

British    feeling  regarding   Spaniards.      It  laid   to  many 

souls  the  flattering  unction  that  in  dethroning  a  saint  they 

were  doing  God  ser-vice."    "  Men,"  concludes  the  ingenious 

professor,  "  recognising  more  and  more  depth  in  all  the 

doings  of  the  all-wise  dramatist,    must  see  significance  in 

his  naming  the  wretch  whom  his  portraiture  has  damned 

deepest  in  everlasting  infamy,  lago." 


Another  addition  to  Diekensiana  is  promised  by  Mr. 
r.  G.  Kitton,  who  describes  it  as  "  positively  the  last  book 
of  the  kind  that  ever  can  appear,  the  material  being  now 
completely  exhausted " ;  which  is  not  altogether  bad 
news,  for  there  have  been  too  many  books  about  Dickens 
already.  Mr.  Kitton,  however,  has  really  something  in- 
teresting to  communicate  in  this  volume,  the  title  of  which 
is  to  be  Dickens  and  his  Illustrators.  Among  other  in- 
formation Mr.  Kitton  offers  seventy  large  plates  now  pro- 
duced for  the  first  time,  the  principal  artists  represented 
being  Cruikshanks,  "Phiz,"  Seymour,  Leech,  Mr.  Luke 
Fildts,  Cattermole,  Mr.  Marcus  Stone,  and  Buss.  Portraits 
of  all  these  and  other  Dickens  illustrators  are  to  be  given, 
and  there  will  be  a  number  of  hitherto  unpublished  letters. 
The  publisher  is  Mr.  Eedwaj',  who  limits  the  edition  both 
for  England  and  America  to  750  copies. 


Mark  Twais's  latest  appearance  is  in  the  Forum,  as- 
advocate  of  serious  drama  in  America.  He  has  been  to 
see  Welbrandt's  "The  Master  of  Palmjra,"at  the  Burg 
Theatre  in  Vienna  ;  and  after  describing  that  famous  play 
he'prescribes  it  for  his  countrymen  satiated  with  variety- 
show  and  farce.  "It  seems  to  me,"  he  says,  "  New  York 
ouglit  to  have  one  theatre  devoted  to  tragedy.  With  her 
tliree  millions  of  population,  and  seventy  outside  millions 
to  draw  upon,  she  can  afford  it,  she  can  support  it. 
America  devotes  more  time,  labour,  money,  and  attention 
to  distributing  literary  and  musical  culture  among  the 
general  public  than  does  any  other  nation,  perhaps ;  yet 
here  you  find  her  neglecting  what  is  possibly  the  most 
effective  of  all  the  breeders  and  nurses  and  disseminators 
of  high  literary  taste  and  lofty  emotion — the  tragic  stage. 
To  leave  that  powerful'  agency  out  is  to  haul  the  culture- 
waggon  with  a  crippled  team." 


Tms  is  the  sum  of  the  article  :  "I  think  we  must  have 
a  Burg  in  New  York,  and  Burg  scenery,  and  a  great 
oomjiaiiy  like  the  Burg  company.  Then,  with  a  tragedy- 
tonic  once  or  twice  a  month,  we  shall  enjoy  the  comedies- 
all  the  better.  Comedy  keeps  the  heart  sweet ;  but  we  all 
know  that  there  is  wholesome  refreshment  for  both  mind 
and  heart  in  an  occasional  climb  among  the  solemn  pomps 
of  the  intellectual  snow-summits  built  by  Shakespeare 
and  those  others.  Do  I  seem  to  be  preaching?  It  is  out 
of  my  line :  I  only  do  it  because  the  rest  of  the  clergy 
seem  to  be  oa  vacation." 


The  new  edition  of  Whyte  Melville's  novels,  which 
Messrs.  Thacker  are  now  issuing,  has  met  with  a  verj' 
favourable  reception.  Mr.  Hugh  Thomson's  illustrations 
may  be  partly  accountable,  but  we  hope  that  admiration  of 
a  good  sportsman  and  spirited  writer  is  the  real  reason. 
The  next  volume  will  be  Riding  Eecollections. 


The  interest  in  The  Three  Musketeers  which  has  suddenly 
awakened  has  suggested  to  Messrs.  Nichols  an  English 
edition  of  the  Memoirs  of  d'Artagnan,  from  which  Dumas 
drew  inspiration  for  his  romance.  The  late  James  Grant 
once  re-wrote  the  work  in  English,  but  this  is  the  first 
time,  we  believe,  that  an  accurate  translation  has  been 
made.     The  translator  is  Mr.  Ealph  Novill. 


Elsewhere  will  be  found  a  review  of  Mr.  Kipling's  new 
book.  The  Bay's  Work.  Meanwhile,  we  give  on  the  oppo- 
site page  a  facsimile  of  the  first-sheet  of  the  MS.  of  one 
of  the  stories,  "  No.  007,"  printed  in  that  book.  After 
making  the  first  draft,  Mr.  Kipling  revised  it  as 
we  see  here,  and  sent  the  copy  to  be  type-written.  He 
then  revised  it  again  and  again  in  proof.  A  comparison  of 
the  facsimile  with  the  beginning  of  "  No.  007,"  as  printed 
in  The  Baifs  Work,  is  interesting. 
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Majok  Estekhazy's  story  of  the  famous  "berdereau," 
although  it  has  been  to  some  extent  anticipated  by  the 
articles  in  the  Observer,  is  yet  likely,  when  published  in 
book  form  by  Mr.  Grant  Eichards,  to  cause  considerable 
sensation.  Of  the  attitude  of  this  officer  and  gentleman  in 
the  matter  of  the  forgery,  Mr.  Eowland  Strong,  his  erst- 
while confidant,  has  just  given  a  striking  picture:  "It  is 
curious  that  he  never  exhibited  the  slightest  remorse  for 
what  he  had  done,  or  sorrow  for  the  fate  of  the  wretched 
man  who  had  suffered  for  a  deed  committed  by  another. 
Lolling  back  in  an  armchair  and  puffing  away  at  his  Englisli 
briar  pipe,  he  coolly  discussed  the  respective  advantages  of 
making  his  avowal  at  this  or  that  date."  Such  impassive- 
ness  is  no  doubt  reprehensible  ;  but  it  should  add  interest 
to  the  book. 


Atjthoks  are  to-day  far  more  polite  to  each  other,  in 
print,  than  they  were  in  the  time  of  Pope ;  but  now  and 
then  the  truce  is  broken.  A  pamphlet  reaches  us  from 
Mr.  Arrowsmith,  under  the  title  Alfred  the  Great;  or, 
'.Eiffland's  Darling"  on  the  Egyptian,  Campaign,  wherein  an 
audacious  rhymester  figures  to  us  the  Poet  Laureate  in 
soliloquy  on  the  difficulties  of  celebrating  Omdurman  in 
verse : 

The  poet  sat  a-thinking  all  alone, 
And  groaned  full  many  a  double-breasted  groan. 
Sighs  thick  as  autumn  cobwebs  filled  the  air. 
As  well  as  sundry  tufts  of  plucked-out  hair. 

Thus  it  begins,  and  there  we  leave  it. 


"  LiTEKATUEE,"  says  Life,  the  New  York  humorous 
paper,  "  would  pay  better  if  there  were  not  so  many  dead 
men  still  in  the  business," 


The  newCarlyle  lettersin  the  Atlantic  Monthly  are  mainly 
small  beer — one  of  them  is  half  occupied  by  instructions 
as  to  the  measurement  and  making  of  new  flannel  shirts — 
and  there  is  some  confusion  in  the  text  between  new  letters 
and  letters  that  have  appeared  before.  But  for  the  devoted 
Carlylean  everything  is  pertinent.  Here  is  a  passage  in 
a  letter  to  his  mother,  concerning  reviewing,  reclame,  fame, 
and  whiskey:  "I  think  I  shall  not  soon  trouble  the 
world  again  with  reviewing.  I  mean  something  else  than 
that  if  I  could  get  at  it.  On  the  whole,  what  with  Edin- 
burgh Professorships,  what  with  Covenanter  Articles,  we 
have  had  rather  a  noisy  time  of  it  in  the  newspapers  for 
a  while  back.  It  is  not  unpleasant,  but,  except  for 
aiding  the  sale  of  one's  books,  perhaps  it  is  apt  to  be 
unprofitable.  Fame  ?  Eeputation  ?  &c.,  as  old  Tom 
White  said  of  the  whiskey,  '  £eep  your  whiskey  to 
yoursel' !  deevil  o'  ever  I'se  better  than  when  there's  no 
a  drop  on't  i'  my  wame  ?  '  which  is  a  literal  truth — both 
as  to  fame  and  whiskey." 


More  and  more  are  wealthy  Americans  settling  in  this 
country,  either  in  old  houses  or  new.  One  of  the  latest 
of  the  old  houses  to  pass  into  the  hands  of  an  American  is 


Brede  Place,  in  Sussex,  a  rambling  grange  with  some 
thirty  rooms,  described  in  Mr.  Augustus  J.  C.  Hare's  book 
on  that  county.  The  new  tenant,  however,  not  reriuiring 
it  for  a    while,    has  lent    it  to  Mr.  Stephen  Crane  for  a 
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year  or  so.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Crane  is  away  from  home, 
recovering  from  yellow  fever  but  on  his  return  he  will 
settle  at  Brede.  We  reproduce  from  the  American 
Bookman  a  recent  photograph  of  Mr.  Stephen  Crane  in  his 
study  at  the  house  at  Oxted,  in  Surrey,  which  he  now  has 
left. 


Mr.  J.  W.  Arrowsmith  is  preparing  a  sixpenny  edition 
of  Called  Back,  There  will  be  a  short  jireface  giving  the 
authentic  history  of  this  extraordinarily  popidar  story, 
the  i^arent  of  much  of  the  sensational  fiction  of  our 
own  day. 


A  PAINSTAKING  contributor  to  Zippiticott's  has  been 
inquiring  into  the  colour  of  heroines'  eyes,  with  special 
reference  to  grey.  Mr.  William  Black,  Mr.  Conan  Boyle, 
Wilkie  Collins,  George  Eliot,  Charles  Eeade,  Charlotte 
Bronti; — all  have  fancied  a  grey  eye  or  so.  And  Mr. 
Frankfort  Moore  has  even  put  the  colour  into  a  title. 
Every  kind  of  grey  eye,  save  one,  has  Zippincott's  con- 
tributor found,  and  that  one  she  describes  for  the  benefit 
of  novelists  in  search  of  a  new  variety:  "I  have  yet  to 
meet  with  golden-grey  eyes  in  fiction.  They  are  to  be 
found,  however,  in  nature,  the  most  luminous  of  aU  eyes, 
I  think,  the  iris  about  the  edge  a  soft  old-gold  or  golden 
brown,  gradually  melting  towards  the  pupU  into  a  warm 
grey.  This  lovely  colour  I  have  seen  in  the  eyes  of  a 
dog  and  of  a  child  ; — the  eyes  of  the  dog  wistful,  appeal- 
ing, pathetic  with  unutterable  things  ;  the  child's  speaking 
of  a  soul  as  j'et  undarkened  by  shades  of  the  j^iison-house, 
and  splendid  with  the  light  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land." 
This  is  an  eye,  indeed.  We  shall  look  for  it  in  the  new 
fiction. 
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In  announcing  a  new  Critual  Study  of  Tenni/nori  Mr. 
Stephen  Owynn  "greatly  dares."  Does  he  really  think 
that  it  is  possible  for  mortal  man  to  say  anything  novel  on 
the  suhject  ?  Has  he  forgotten  the  exhaustive  and  ex- 
hausting work  thereon  with  which  Mr.  Stopford  Brooke 
presented  us  not  so  very  long  ago  i*  That,  surely,  left  no 
portion  of  the  field  uncovered.  Criticism  of  Tennyson, 
hefjinning  with  Arthur  Hallam's  tribute,  needs  a  biblio- 
graphy all  to  itself.  The  mass  of  it  is  remarkable.  In 
bulk,  I  should  say,  it  comes  next  to  the  criticism  of  Shake- 
speare. I  suppose  that  the  first  essay  on  Tennyson  which 
really  caught  the  ear  of  the  public  was  that  by  George 
Brimley,  tliough  it  is  not  often  that  Brimley's  name  is 
mentioned,  even  in  literary  "  suckles."  One  of  the  first  of 
the  books  about  Tennyson's  poetry  was  the  Study  by  E.  C, 
Tainsh.     Since  then,  a  deluge. 

After  Tennyson,  but  with  a  long  interval,  comes  Ibsen, 
who  is  gradually  being  made  the  basis  of  a  big  critical 
structure.  In  1890  wo  had  the  biography  and  commen- 
tary b^'  Ja'ger.  Then  came  Mr.  Wicksteed's  exposition ; 
then  Mr.  Bernard  Shaw's ;  then  Mr.  Boyesen's ;  then  Sir 
Edward  Russell's ;  and  now  we  are  to  have  Dr.  Brandes's, 
translated  by  Mr.  Arclier. 

The  fact  that  a  thing  hus  been  done  once  does  not,  in 
literature,  prevent  its  being  done  again ;  only  it  ought  to 
|be  done  better  the  second  time  than  the  first.  When, 
.therefore,  I  note  that  Mr.  Wilfred  Whitton  has  made  "  a 
collection  of  verse  inspired  by  the  knowledge  and  love  of 
London,"  and  proposes  to  publish  it  with  the  tide  of 
London  in.  t<ong,  I  presume  that  the  anthology  will  be 
superior  to  that  which  Mr.  Henley  made  some  three  or 
four  years  ago,  and  to  which  he  gave  the  name  of  A 
London  Garland.  Otherwise,  London  in  Sonff  will 
scarcely  have  a  reason  for  existing. 

Mrs.  Neville  Lyttelton,  I  see,  is  to  give  us  Some  Thoughts 
Jouhert,  Selected  and  Translated.  Hitherto  the  field  in 
lis  reppect  has  been  held  in  England  by  a  little  book  of 
aaxims  by  Joubert,  piit  into  English  by  Mr.  Attwell. 
Thirty  years  ago  a  version  of  Sovie  of  the  Thoughts, 
published  in  Boston,  U.S.A.,  had,  it  would  seem,  some 
circulation  over  here ;  but  that  hardly  counts.  It  was,  of 
course,  Matthew  Arnold's  essay  that  made  Joubert  known 
the  English  "general  reader." 

"Mr.  Moncrieft,"  says  Mr.  Clement  Shorter  in  the 
3ookmat),  "  has  written  stories  for  boys,  I  believe,  under 
le  name  of  Adrian  Hope."  Here  "Adrian,"  of  course, 
a  slip  of  the  pen  for  "Ascott";  but  the  phrase, 
'I  believe,"  is  not  so  excusable.  Mr.  Shorter  ought  to 
low  "  for  certain  "  (as  the  children  say)  that  Mr.  Hope 
loncrieff,  under  the  name  of  "Ascott  E.  Hope,"  has  been 
iting  stories  for  boys  for  thirty  years  past.  I  think 
'.  am  correct  in  saying  that  his  first  boys'  book  appeared 


in   1868 ;  and  since  then,   I  should  say,  ho  cannot  liave 
published  fewer  than  forty-five  or  fifty  of  such  volumea. 

On  tlie  literary  quality  of  Mr.  Hope's  tales  for  the 
young  I  am  not  calle<l  upon  to  comment,  but  I  may 
express  the  pleasure  with  which  I  have  read  Mr.  Alfred 
Nutt's  tribute  (also  in  the  Bookman)  to  the  excellence  of 
J.  O.  Edgar's  work  in  this  direction.  Measra.  Ward 
&  Lock  do  well  to  promise  ua  new  editions  of  Edgar's 
How  I  Won  My  Spurs,  Cressy  and  Poictiers,  and  £unnynuie 
and  Lincoln  Fair.  The  first  of  these  came  out  (in  book 
form)  in  1863,  the  second  in  180.5,  the  third  in  1866. 
They  will  be  quite  fresh  to  the  rising  generation. 

I  remember  as  keenly  as  Mr.  Nutt  does  the  enjoyment 
derived  by  youngsters  from  the  Jioys^  Own  Magazine.  As 
the  projector  of  that  delectable  miscellanj',  S.  0.  Beeton 
did  for  the  British  boy  of  his  time  what  his  wife  did  for  the 
young  British  matron  when  she  compiled  her  book  of 
household  management.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Nutt  is  right  in 
supposing  that  a  set  of  the  Magazine  from  1861  to  1868  is 
not  a  set  of  the  whole  work.  The  Magazine  first  saw  the 
light  in  1860. 

So  we  are  to  have  the  Complete  Poems  of  Robert  Stephen 
Hawker.  Well,  they  will  be  welcome  when  they  arrive. 
So  far,  wo  have  had  only  Cornish  Ballads,  and  Other  Poems, 
brought  out  originally  thirty  years  ago,  and  reprinted  in 
1 884.  I  do  not  want  to  see  the  Complete  Poems  of  Mr. 
Robert  Bridges  yet,  but  one  wishes  his  metho<ls  of  publica- 
tion were  a  shade  less  eccentric  than  they  are.  He  now 
promises  us  a  volume  containing  "  rrometheus  the  Fire- 
giver,"  "  Eros  and  Tsyche,"  and  "  The  God  of  Ijove." 
"  Prometheus  "  beh)ngs  to  1884  ;  "  Eros  "  to  1894.  Could 
we  not  have  a  uniform  edition  of  the  poems? 

It  looks  as -if  the  late  Principal  Caird  were  going  to 
have  a  posthumous  literary  reputation.  We  are  told  to 
look  for  several  books  from  his  pen.  In  his  lifetime  ho 
came  rarely  before  the  reviewers.  It  is  forty  years  since 
he  sent  forth  his  single  volume  of  Sermons,  and  I  know  of 
nothing  else  (printed)  from  his  jien  but  the  Introduction  to 
the  Philosophy  of  Religion.  Why  was  he  so  timid  as  an 
author  ?  His  brother  Edward  has  been  much  more  enter- 
prising. 

Who  is  the  "  Mr."  Rosaline  Masson  of  whom  Literature 
discourses  to  us  ?  One  remembers  that  Miss  Rosaline 
Masson  bestowed  upon  us,  in  the  "  early  nineties,"  a 
volume  of  short  stories ;  she  has  also  written  upon 
"The  Elements  of  English  Composition."  How  funny 
that  she  should  have  undertaken  a  book  about  "  Pollok 
and  Aytoun  " — Pollok  of  The  Course  of  Time,  and  Aytoun 
of  The  Bon  Gaultier  Ballads '.  Has  Miss  Masson  any 
sense  of  humour  ? 

Mr.  Quiller  Couch  must  be  careful,  or  he  will  be  known 
as  a  literary  "  finisher,"  no  very  proud  title.  He  com- 
pleted Stevenson's  St.  Ices  not  so  long  ago,  and  now  he  is 
announced  to  have  done  the  same  service  for  Lamb's 
Tales  from  Shakespeare. 
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II.  The  Newest  Books. 

TnnouGH  Asia.  By  Sven  Hebin. 

At  last  Sven  Hedin's  Look  of  travel  lies  on  oui  table. 
It  is  enormous.  It  is  incredible.  It  is  in  two  volumes, 
and  these  contain  100  chapters,  two  maps,  261  illus- 
trations, and  1,278  pages.  The  work  weighs  7  lbs.  5f  oz. ; 
yet  the  author  is  so  little  satisfied  with  its  capacity 
that  he  intends  to  issue  a  supplementary  volume. 
Dr.  Sven  Hedin  here  records  his  travels  from  the  Russian 
Pamirs  to  the  gates  of  Peking ;  and  we  give  these 
figures,  not  in  order  to  suggest  that  the  traveller's  work  is 
too  bulky,  but  to  indicate  its  exhaustive  character. 
Sven    Hedin    is    a    Swede,    and    his    expedition    had 


he  was  careful  to  take  ten  days'  supply  of  water.  This 
precaution,  which  seemed  so  wise,  was  but  foolishness. 
The  journey  took  a  month.  Men  and  camels  lay  down 
one  by  one,  and  were  never  seen  again.  Each  day  the 
miserable  remnant  of  water  splashed  more  mockingly  in 
the  iron  cisterns,  and  the  bells  of  the  fainting  camels 
became  more  funereal.  It  was  literally  a  voyage  by 
compass  across  an  unknown  sea  of  sand.  When  the  first 
tamarisk  tree  of  the  Khotan-daria  watershed  was  reached, 
Hedin  had  but  one  companion  left,  his  faithful  Kasim, 
a  professional  caravan-leader.  The  book  is  profoundly 
interesting;  and  the  translation,  by  Mr.  Bealby,  most 
convincing.     (Methuen.     2  vols.  1,278  pp.     36s.  net.) 


SvEX  Hedin's  Party  Marching  in  a  Sand  Storm. 


the  support  of  King  Oscar.  His  avowed  aim  was 
to  traverse  Asia  from  west  to  east,  from  the  Caspian 
Sea  to  Peking,  and  the  programme  which  he  laid 
before  King  Oscar  was  adhered  to  in  essentials.  The  most 
important  variations  were,  firstly,  the  breaking  up  of  one 
continuous  journey  into  several-  expeditions,  with  intervals 
for  refreshment ;  and,  secondly,  the  abandonment  (prudent, 
no  doubt)  of  any  attempt  to  reach  Lhassa.  The  pith  of 
the  book  is  the  terrible  experience  which  Hedin  had  in 
a  hitherto  unexplored  part  of  the  great  Desert  of  Gobi. 
His  race  against  thirst  across  the  eternal  sand-dunes  of 
the  Desert  of  Taklu-makan  makes  breathless  reading. 
The  starting-point  was  the  bank  of  the  Yarkand-daria,  the 
objective  was  the  bank  of  the  Khotan-daria  Hedin  had 
been  assured  that  the  journey  was  one  of  four  days,  but 


Cambridge  and  Its  Colleges. 

By  a.  H.  Thompson. 
Mr.  J.  Well's  pretty  little  volume,  Oxford  and  Ih 
Colleges,  demanded  an  obvious  successor.  This  book  has 
now  been  written,  and,  like  its  forerunner,  it  is  illustrated 
by  Mr.  Edmund  H.  New.  Mr.  Thompson  has  confessedly 
borrowed  Mr.  Wells's  method  ;  indeed,  the  aspects  of  the 
two  volumes  are  minutely  the  same.  We  turn  to  the  chapter 
on  Christ's  College  and  find  Milton's  life  there  described 
as  fully  as  we  had  a  right  to  expect.  Mr.  Thompson 
thinks  it  is  not  improbable  that  Johnson's  statement,  that 
Milton  was  flogged  here  by  Mr.  Chappell,  is  true.  "The 
University  was  then  nothing  but  a  large  public  school, 
and  each  college  was  a  separate  boarding-house.  Milton 
when  he  went  up  was  just  sixteen,  and  boys  of  sixteen 
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lire  not  past  flogging."  Turning  to  Trinity  we  find  Mr. 
Thomjison  contrasting  Tennyson  and  Thackeray  rather 
-boldly.  Apart  from  his  friendship  with  Hallaiu,  Mr. 
Thompson  tliinks  tliat  Tennyson  "  was  otherwise  not 
gi'eatly  attae^liod  to  Cambridge.  He  lived  at  sonic  distance 
from  Trinity,  in  Corpus  Buildings,  and  went  down  without 
taking  his  degree.  We  should  like  more  evidence  of 
Tennyson's  coldness  to  Cambridge  to  set  against  certain 
verses  in  "In  Memoriam."  Of  Thackeray  Mr.  Thompson 
says — with  a  like  empliasis — that  he  "  kept  his  love  for 
Cambridge,  and  was  at  heart  a  don."  Well,  tlifire  are 
dons  and  dons.  Mr.  New's  illustrations  are  from  photo- 
graphs :  he  has,  so  to  speak,  extracted  the  Sfjuare  root  of 
the  photograph  in  each  case.  (^Methuen.  .'51 G  pp. 
Sb.  6d.  net. 


The  High  Pyrenees.     By  H.  Spenuek  and  H.  L.  Smith. 

Good  guide-books  to  easily  accessible  but  not  overrun 
portions  of  the  globe  are  always  entertaining.  They  serve 
both  to  interest  one  at  the  time  and  to  supply  building 
materials  for  castles  in  Spain.  "Some  day  we  must 
go  there,"  wo  say.  Before  us  lies  a  peculiarly  entertain- 
ing volume  of  this  kind,  Through  th  •  High  Pyrenees, 
by  Mr.  Harold  Spender  and  Mr.  H.  Llewellyn  Smith. 
The  High  Pyrenees  are  wild  and  picturesque,  there  is  an 
element  of  danger  always  present,  and,  so  far  as  we  know, 
Messrs.  Cook  do  not  convoy  large  parties  thither.  Hence 
the  value  of  this  book.     Not  the  least  interesting  ground 

r  covered  by  the  travellers  was  tlie  "  Vallees  et  Souverainto 
Andorre,"  a  tiny  .state  which  lies  betwixt  Spain  and 
France  and  recognises  both  as  suzerain  and  neither  as 
master.  Hero  is  a  nice  scrap  of  dialogue  between  Mr. 
Spender  and  an  Andorran :  "  And  your  police  ?  what  of 
them  ?  "  "  We  have  no  jiolice."  "  Then  who  looks  after 
your  criminals?"  "  Oli !  the  peasants  do  that — the 
peasants."  "But  where  is  your  prison?"  "Over 
there,"  lie  said,  pointing  to  a  small,  dirty,  decayed 
'building,  resembling  a  large  poultry-house,  its  door 
•blocked  with  stones,  and  its  windows  broken  and  cob- 
webbed.  "Is  there  anyone  there?"  "No  one."  The 
book  has  many  illustrations  and  a  good  map.  Altogether 
it  is  most  excellently  done.     (Innes.     .'370  pp.     16s.) 


The  New  England  Poets. 


By  W.  C.  Lawton. 


The  New  England  Poets  are  Emerson,  Longfellow, 
Whittier,  Lowell,  Holmes,  and — Hawthorne  ;  and  the  critic 
«ay8  in  his  preface  that  even  Yankee  loyalty,  witli  all 
its  warm  throbbings,  concedes  that  "  Katahdin  is  not 
Olympus.  The  Charles  of  the  Merriniac  knew  not  the 
impetuous  spring  current  of  Amo.  Lowell's  noblest  ode 
has  no  Pindaric  splendour.  Longfellow's  epics  of  dying 
■civilisations  cannot  set  Gabriel  and  Iliawatlia  beside 
■Odysseus  or  .35neas."  This  is  handsome  for  Yankee 
loyalty ;  which,  adds  Mr.  Lawton,  realises  the  short- 
comings of  the  New  England  poets  as  clearly  as 
•■'Brunetiire    or    Saintsbury    could    expound   it."       Yet 


Mr.  Lawton  has  none  the  less  made  a  genial  and  worlhy 
little  book  of  praise  and  exposition  of  tlie  poeta  ho  loven. 
As  a  specimen  of  his  criticisms  we  may  mention 
tliat  he  believes  that  by  "Snowbound"  Whittier's  name 
will  live  as  long  as  the  influence  of  New  Kngland  itself 
is  remembered  among  men ;  and  we  ^agree  with  him. 
(Macmillan.     20.5  pp.    38.  Cd.) 


Annals  or  Eton. 


Bv  Wasby  6t£kby. 


No  school  is  too  obscure  for  a  book  to  be  made  from  it ; 
lience,  when  an  author  with  an  eye  for  character  comes 
to  Eton,  with  all  its  four  centuries  of  tradition,  the 
result  is  bound  to  be  entertainiag.  In  the  Annah  of 
the  King'K  College  of  our  Lady  of  Eton  betidt  Windtor 
(for  such  is  his  elaborate  title)  Mr.  Wasey  Sterry  offers 
a  treasury  of  quaint  and  interesting  reading.  In  no 
liands  could  these  records  have  been  so  bungled  as 
to  be  dull,  but  Mr.  Sterry  by  his  skill  and  vivacity 
lias  given  them  new  life;  so  that  no  loyal  Etonian 
can  1)0  truly  happy  until  the  volume  is  his.  "Give 
me,"  said  Savile,  thirteenth  Provost  of  Eton,  "  the 
plodding  student ;  if  I  would  look  for  wits  I  would  go  to 
Newgate — there  be  the  wits."  Yet  the  school  produced  its 
wits  in  shoals,  and  presumably  the  most  of  them  kept  the 
right  side  of  Newgate  all  their  lives.  Mr.  Sterry  is 
among  them.  The  kings  appear  here  and  there  pleasantly 
in  those  pages,  so  rich  in  the  "humours"  of  men.  We 
.•^ee  George  the  Third  listening  to  the  boasts  of  old  Jacob 
Bryant.  "  You  were  an  Etonian,  Mr.  Bryant,"  said  his 
Majesty,  "but,  pray,  for  what  were  you  most  famous  at 
school  ?  "  Miss  Bumey,  who  tells  the  story,  says  that  all 
the  listeners  expected,  from  the  celebrity  of  his  scholarship, 
to  hear  the  old  man  answer — his  Latin  exercises ;  but  no 
such  thing!  "Cudgelling,  sir;  I  was  most  famous  for 
that.  .  .  .     Your  Mijesty,  sir,  knows  General   Conway? 


SioNATiniES  OF  Famous  Etoni.vss. 


I  broke  his  head  for  him.  .  .  .  And  there's  another  man, 
sir — a  great  stout  fellow,  sir,  as  ever  you  saw — Er. 
Gibbon,  of  the  Temple— I  broke  his  head  too,  sir."  Keate 
and  his  flogging  fill,  of  course,  many  pages.  "  Boy,  what 
book  is  that  you  are  carrying?  "  said  Keate  thunderously  to 
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the  youthful  Sir  Thomas  Whichcote,  whom  he  met  in  one 
of  the  passages.  It  proved  to  be  a  dictionary.  "  I 
thought  it  was  a  Bible.  Eead  your  Bible,  boy,  or  I'll 
ilog  you."  Mr.  Sterry  rounds  off  his  remarks  on  Keate 
very  prettily  with  an  anecdote,  contributed  by  one  of  his 
jiupils,  of  Keate  in  retirement  at  Hartley,  where  he  died, 
aged  seventy-nine,  in  1852.  The  old  pupil  visited  him 
there,  and  found  the  great  head  master  on  the  lawn  with  his 
coat  off,  surrounded  by  a  parcel  of  children,  boys  and  girls, 
playing  baby  cricket.  "The  first  words  he  heard  were: 
'  Mrs.  Keate,  that's  not  fair — petticoat  before  wicket.' " 
While  on  the  subject  of  Arthur  Hallam  Mr.  Sterry 
might,  we  think,  have  used  with  advantage  something  of 
Mr.  Gladstone's  paper  of  reminiscences  which  aj)i3eared 
early  tliis  year. 
The  reference  to 
Mr,  Gladstone's 
funeral  proves 
hiiQ  to  have  had 
the  opportunity. 
The  book  is 
illustrated  with 
portraits  and 
views.  We  re- 
produce a  pho- 
tograph of  a 
scene  in  "The 
Eovers,"  show- 
ing the  Speech 
Day  dress  of 
Collegiates  and 
Oppidans,  and 
showing,  too,  in- 
cidontaUj',  that 
Etonians  are  not 
above  mere  ana- 
chronism, or 
they  woxild  no 
introduce  the 
Daily  Mail  into 
that  play.     We 

reproduce  also  facsimile  signatures  of  some  famous  Eton 
scholars.     (Mcthuen.     362  pp.     7s.  6d.) 


Scene  irom  "The  Eovers  "  at  Etox — JrxE  4,  IM),^ 


Hawaii  and  a  Bevolution. 


By  Maey  H.  Krotit. 


Miss  Krout   exulted   even  more  to  behold  Eobert  Louis 
Stevenson  at  Apia  : 

Just  as  I  was  about  to  leave  the  ship  a  boat  came 
.  out,  rowed  by  an  unusuallj'  comely  crew  of  Samoana. 
In  the  bow  stood  a  tall,  slender  figure,  clad  in  spotless- 
white  from  liead  to  foot.  It  was  Eobert  Louis 
Stevenson.  He  stood  directing  his  men  with  the 
utmost  gentleness,  speaking  so  softly  that  he  could 
not  be  heard  at  the  ship's  side  when  they  approached 
the  ladder.  His  face  was  swarthy,  and  seemed  greatly 
emaciated,  and  his  large  dark  eyes  were  like  two 
burning  stars.  The  hands  were  thin,  nervous, 
expressive.  Few  faces  have  half  the  expression  of 
these  long,  slender,  delicate  fingers.  Stevenson  was 
a  great  favourite  with  the  ship's  officers  on  both  the 

Alameda  and  the 
Mari])oisa,  and, 
as  usual,  he 
and  liis  family 
u|EV         '"''  iipi—     lunched     on 

i  ^  3|     board.        There 

^^\^^^  ^      ^^t^  'iTiiB     were       no      ice 

■*  machines   in 

Africa,  and  ices 
were  always  spe- 
cially   prepared 
on    tliese    occa- 
sions —  a      rare 
treat.    With  his 
great    genius 
there  was  noth 
ing  of  arrogance 
in    his    manner 
to    the    simple, 
warm  -  hearted 
officers ;  he  was 
as        unaffected 
and   straight- 
forward as  they, 
and    met    their 
cordial  advances 
^     more  than  half- 
-^'     way.     His  men 
rowed     him    to 
the  ladder,  and 
he     sprang    by 
lightly   from    the   boat   and   ran   up   the   steps  like 
a  cat. 
The  book — an  entertaining  and   informing  one — is  illus- 
trated, but  there  is  no  snap-shot  of  E.  L.  S.  running  up 
the  steps  like  a  cat.     (Murray.     332  pp.     10s.  6d.) 


South  Sea  politics  and  the  rise  of  a  lady  journalist  may 
be  studied  together  in  this  volume.  Miss  Krout  foresaw 
the  downfall  of  the  Hawaian  monarchy,  and  started  to 
Honolulu  as  crisis  correspondent.  A  sprained  ankle 
(occupying  sixty-five  pages  of  the  book)  delayed,  but  did 
not  deter,  Miss  Krout,  who  set  foot  in  Honolulu  lame,  but 
exulting  to  behold  the  "chimneyless  houses  standing  in 
gardens  crowded  with  palms,  and  mango  trees,  and 
feathery  algarobas;  the  hedges  of  flaming  hibiscus,  and 
the  long  pendent  gardens  of  rose-coloured  bougainvillrea." 


Wellington  and  Waterloo.        By  Major  A.  Griffiths, 

The  chief  attraction  of  this  elaborate  work  on  Wellington 
will  doubtless  be  in  the  illustrations.  There  are  nearly 
three  hundred  pages,  and  every  page  has  at  least  one 
print,  frequently  two  or  three.  Major  Griffiths,  as  the 
Commander-in-Chief  tells  us  in  a  laudatory  preface, 
is  a  distinguished  officer  of  the  Staff  College,  and  has 
already  shown  his  prowess  with  the  pen.  He  has  here 
written  an  interesting  account  of  Wellington.     (Newnes.) 
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Memoius  of  John  A.  Heraiti).  By  Edith  Heraud. 

Jolin  Heraud's  was  a  good  example  of  the  f)r<linary 
RucceH.sful  literary  life.  That  it  should  achieve  bio- 
graphical form  is  due  to  his  daughter's  devotion,  and  to 
the  fact  that  ho  was  a  correspondtmt  of  Southey.  It  is 
ciirinus  to  find  Southey  painting  the  profession  of  author- 
ship in  hues  no  less  dark  than  those  whicli  T^arab 
employed  to  dissuade  Bernard  Barton  from  taking  to 
letters  for  11    livelihood.     Southey  writes  : 

Bolievo  me,  when  I  toll  you  that  of  all  modes  of 
life,  that  of  the  man  who  trusts  to  his  literary  exer- 
tions alone  for  support  is  the  most  miserable.  And  the 
very  end  at  which  lie  aims  in  his  outset — that  of 
improving  and  exalting  his  intellectual  faculties— is 
most  effectually  defeated  by  the  means  which  he 
pursues.  They  are  worn  and  jaded  by  the  daily 
labour  to  which  thoy  must  be  subjected,  and  they  are 
inevitably  (lofj;Taded  and  polluted  by  the  necessity  of 
writing  for  immediate  effect  and  sale,  and  conse- 
quently of  following  the  humour  of  the  times. 

TIeraud  wrote  epic  after  epic,  submitting  each  to  Southey, 
but  it  is  singular  that  not  a  line  is  here  quoted  from  these 
works.  His  real  ability  lay  in  prose.  lie  became  a  busy 
contril)Utor  to  the  magazines,  and  edited  Fraser'n  for 
three  years.  Heraud  also  held  the  post  of  dramatic  critic 
to  the  Athenceum  and  the  lUudraUd  Londun  News.  In  the 
end  Southey's  warnings  were  proved  to  have  been  in  a 
measure  justified,  for  Mr.  Heraud's  means  declined,  and 
lie  ended  his  days — serenely — as  a  Brother  of  the  Chnrtor- 
house.  An  interesting  record  of  a  literary  life.  (Redway. 
IfiOpp.     7s.  6d.) 

King  Ekni'i's  Cabinet.  By  John  P.  Seddon. 

The  title  of  this  book — King  Itette's  Howymoon  Cabinet 
— is  a  veil  through  which  we  pass  into  a  delightful 
by-way  of  Pre-rapliaelite  art.  What  was  King 
R('n(''s  honeymoon  cabinet  ?  It  was  a  case  of 
shelves  and  drawers  which  Mr.  John  P.  Seddon 
designed  for  himself  in  1861  to  hold  his  architectural 
drawings.  The  cabinet,  which  stood  in  Mr.  Seddon's 
office  chambers  in  Whitehall,  was  of  oak  inlaid  with  root 

•I   oak,   ebony,    box,  and   other   woods,    and   was   fitted 
(ith  hinges  and  handles  of  wrought  metal.     When  Mr. 
bddon  had  done  his  part,  and  had  made  to  himself  an 
onest    cabinet,    he    determined    to   have    it    decorated, 
and    he    applied     to    William    Morris,    who    was  then 
^^^■sociated  in  decorative  work  with  Philip  Webb,  Dante 
^ulabriel    Eossetti,    Edward    Bume- Jones,    Ford    Madox 
^Brown,  and  Faulkner-Morris.     In  the  end  the  decoration 
^^^fe  the  cabinet  fell  into    the   hands  of    Morris,  Brown, 
'^Kossetti,    Burne-Jones,  ^'alentine    Prinsep,    and    others. 
Morris  edited  the  work,  so  to  speak.     He  prepared  the 
I      panels  and  arranged  the  backgrounds.     But  it  was  Ford 
Madox  Brown  "  who  suggested  that  a  series  of  imag^ary 
incidents    in    the    "Honeymoon"     of     lung    Rene    [of 
Naples]  should  be  made  use  of  to    express   the   various 
fine  arts,"  Reno  having  been  proficient  in  them  all,  and  in 


his  honeymoon  having  talked  of  nothing  but  lore  and  the 
house  he  would  build.  Here,  after  many  jeaxs,  the 
fruits  of  all  these  joint  and  dii^tinguishod  labours  are 
published.  Some  of  the  designs  liavo  become  familiar 
in  one  way  and  another.  But  Mr.  Soddon  is  to  be 
thanked  for  reproducing  them  in  a  seriea  of  beautiful 
photogravures,  and  for  telling  again  the  story  of  their 
origin.  The  cabinet  and  the  book  fonu  an  illustration 
of  a  theory  which  Mr.  Seddon  has  never  weaned  of 
urging,  tliat  "  in  the  unity  and  followshij)  of  the  several 
arts  lies  their  power."     (BatsforJ.     16  pp.  Ss.) 


Six  Roval  Ladies.  By  Sarah  Tytxbb. 

The  mantle  of  Agnes  Strickland  has  fallen  on  Miss  (or 
Mrs.)  Sarah  Tytler,  whose  Tudor  Quernn  and  Lire*  of  Marie 
Antoinette  and  Queen  Victoria  are  now  succeeded  by  Six 
Royal  Ladies  of  the  Iloute  of  Ilanorer.  This  book  is  in  the 
true  Strickland  vein.  The  author  sets  forth  the  lives  of 
these  six  royal  ladies — each,  in  turn.  Queen  of  England — 
with  much  detail,  from  the  mercenary  marriage  of  the 
Electress  Sophia,  conducted  with  the  quaint  pomp  of  a 
German  Court,  to  the  wild  funeral  of  Queen  Caroline, 
hunted  and  buffeted,  like  a  crofiuet  ball,  through  Temple 
Bar.  We  select  one  anecdote  of  George  II.  On  the  death 
of  George  I.,  which  took  place  in  Hanover,  the  tidings 
were  brought  by  SirJRobert  AValpole  from  London  to 
Richmond  Lodge,  where  the  Court  was  residing. 

The  bluff,  heavUy-built  Prime  Minister  rode  post, 
haste  at  mid-day  through  the  June  heat  and  dust,  and 
sought  an  imme<Hate  private  interview  with  George. 
In  vain  the  Princess  and  her  ladies  represented  the 
impossibility  of  granting  his  request,  since  tlie  Prince 
was  at  that  moment  enjoying  his  after-dinner  nap. 
Sir  Robert,  knowing  the  importance  of  his  errand,  was 
not  to  be  denied.  He  took  it  upon  him  to  enter  the 
royal  bedroom,  and  knelt  down  stifHy  in  his  jack-boots 
by  the  bed.  The  Prince  started  up,  shouting  furiously 
who  dared  to  disturb  him.  "  I  am  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole,"  said  the  panting,  undaunted  intruder.  "  I  have 
the  honour  to  announce  to  your  Majesty  that  your 
royal  father,  George  I.,  died  at  (^snabriick  on  Satur- 
day last,  the  4th  instant." 

"  Dat's  one  big  lie !  "  was  the  first  exclamation  of 
the  son  and  heir. 

(Hutchinson.     342  pp.     12s.) 


Parish  Priests.  By  Rev.  E.  Cctts. 

The  ritualistic  quarrel  in  the  Church  of  England  is 
having  one  indubitably  good  result :  it  is  bringing  to  light 
a  large  amoimt  of  curious  lore  connected  with  the  English 
parish  church.  Among  books  bom  of  the  controversy, 
though  not  directly  concemetl  with  it,  maj-  be  numbered 
Mr.  Cutts's  book.  Parish  Priests  and  their  People  in  <A* 
Middle  Ages  in  England.  It  is  a  simple  exposition  of  its 
subject,  such  as  thousands  of  people  who  are  fond  of 
visiting  country  churches  undoubtedly  nee<l.  Mr.  Cutti 
imparts  useful  root  ideas.      Thus  many  a  reader  will  gasp 
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with  understanding  when  he  is  told  why  rectors  are 
usually  responsible  for  the  repair  of  the  chancel,  and  the 
people  for  the  repair  of  the  nave.  The  forerunner  of  the 
rector  placed  his  portable  altar  in  the  open  air,  and  there 
celebrated  mass  to  our  Saxon  ancestors. 

But  in  rainy  weather  this  was  inconvenient  and 
unseemly;  and  the  rector  of  the  parish  provided  a 
kind  of  little  chapel  for  the  protection  of  the  altar 
and  the  ministrant ;  indeed,  there  is  an  ancient  foreign 
canon  which  requires  rectors  to  do  so.  Then  the 
parishioners,  for  their  own  shelter  from  the  weather, 
built  a  nave  on  to  the  chancel,  communicating  with 
it  by  an  arch  through  which  the  congregation  could 
conveniently  see  and  hear  the  service. 

It  reminds  one  of  two  Quaker  ladies  telescoping  their 
bonnets  in  their  desire  to  speak  at  close  quarters.  Mr. 
Cutts  devotes  chapters  to  "  Vicarages,"  "  Parsonage 
Houses,"  "Clerical  Vestments,"  "Services,"  &c.,  and  his 
pages  are  quickened  by  photographic  reproductions  of 
illuminations,  and  drawings  of  churches  and  architectural 
features.  The  book  has  had  the  advantage  of  revision 
by  the  Bishop  of  Oxford.     (S.  P.  C.  K.     579  pp.     Ts.  6d.) 


New  Editions. 

Sense  and  Sensibility.  By  Jane  Austen. 

Of  the  making  of  many  editions  of  Jane  Austen's  novels 

there  is  no  end.     At  least  five  publishers  have  issued  the 

familiar  series  in  the  last  two  or  three  years  ;  and  now  Mr. 


Jane  Austen  at  Sixteen. 
J.  M.  Eent  is  reissuing  his  ten'pretty  volumes,  with  new 
embellishments  on  the  cover,  and  with  tinted  illustrations 
by  Messrs.  C.  E.  and  H.  M.  Brock.     The  result  will  be  a 


very  dainty  set  of  books.  The  value  of  Messrs.  Brock's 
illustrations  is  another  matter.  We  have  long  been  con- 
vinced that  Jane  Austen's  characters  refuse  to  fit  any 
artist's  mould.  But  the  delicately  tinted  symbols  for 
WiUoughby  and  the  Miss  Dashwoods  which  Messrs.  Brock 
have  provided  in  the  two  volumes  before  us  are  sure  to  be 
popular.  We  reproduce  the  pretty  portrait  of  Jane  Austen, 
which  forms  the  frontispiece  to  the  inaugural  volume.  It 
was  painted  at  Bath  by  Johann  Zoflany,  and  represents 
Jane  Austen  at  the  age  of  sixteen.  The  original  is  now  in 
the  possession  of  the  Eev.  J.  Morland  Eice,  rector  of 
Bramber,  Sussex,  and  grandson  of  Miss  Austen's  second 
brother,  Edward.     (Dent.     2  vols.     .58.  net.) 


Jane  Eyke.  By  Charlotte  Bronte. 

Mr.  Grant  Eiehards  should  feel  sincerely  flattered 
by  the  edition  of  the  novels  of  the  Bronte  Sisters  which 
a  neighbouring  firm  of  publishers  has  just  begun.  The 
editor  is  Mr.  Temple  Scott,  and  the  first  of  the  series  is 
Jane  Eyre,  and  had  not  Mr.  Grant  Eiehards' s  Winchester 
Edition  of  Jane  Austen  come  first  we  might  have  given  these 
volumes  more  praise.  However,  for  those  who  are  less 
fastidious,  and  who  want  Jane  Eyre  in  two  volumes  of 
nearly  eight  hundred  pages  in  all,  witli  a  Iteautiful 
portrait,  the  Thornton  Edition  is  the  one  to  hny. 
(Downey  &  Co.     405  pp.  and  372  pp.     10s.) 


Varia. 

Mrs.  Molesworth's  Christmas  book  for  1898  is  called 
The  Maoic  Nuts  (Macmillan.  194  pp.  4s.  6d.)  and  it  is 
the  story  of  Leonore  and  her  visit  to  Dorp,  and  her  friend 
the  little  Baroness  Hildegarde,  and  their  adventures  among 
fairies  —  all  done  in  Mrs.  Molesworth's  own  incom- 
municable manner.  The  illustrations,  by  Miss  Eosie  AI. 
Pitman,  though  pretty,  are  not  quite  worthy  of  the  book. 

Another  pleasing  Christmas   book  is    Stories  from 

HuMiiLE  Life  (Macmillan.  95  pp.  4s.  6d.)  by  C.  M.  Duppa, 
wherein  you  may  read  of  Jim,  the  terrier,  who  had  a 
chocolate  nose  and  a  friend  named  Brisk,  a  retriever ; 
and  of  Don,  a  gluttonous  pointer,  who  once  ate  two  feet 
of  rope  because  it  had  been  lying  near  fish  and  had  thus 
acquired  a  flavour ;  and  of  Dick,  the  bullfinch ;  and  of 
"  Melanthe,"  a  black  thoroughbred  mare ;  and  of  other 
agreeable  creatures.  These  little  biographies  are  very 
pleasantly  told,  and  there  are  pictures  by  Mr.  Louis  Wain. 

Other  animals  await  the  curious  reader  in  Fables  by 

Fal  (Duckworth  &  Co.  68  pp.  3s.  6d.),  among  them  being 
a  little  black  pig  named  Adam,  who  was  in  love  and  lived 
in  a  garden ;  and  a  dormouse  named  Lazarus,  who  said 
"  Dash  it  all !  this  is  a  bit  too  thick  "  ;  and  a  pug  named 
Elizabeth,  but  called  Aunt  Martha,  because  (such  is  liuman 
depravity)  to  call  it  so  annoj  ed  a  real  aunt  of  that  name. 
The  fables  are  somewhat  amusing,  but  not  always  in  the 
best  taste.  The  author  lacks  discipline,  especially  as  a  ; 
writer  for  children.  Sir  Philip  Burne-Jones's  illustrations  1 
are  only  fair. 
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Reviews. 


Lhassa    the    Desired. 

I.  The  I-'oiled  Explorer. 

In  the  tarhidden  land :  an  Account  of  a  Journey  in  Tibet, 
Capture  by  the  Tibetan  Authorities,  Imprisonment,  Torture, 
and  Ultimate  Release.  By  A.  Henry  Savage  Landor. 
With  Official  Documents  appended,  Maps,  and  250 
Illustrations,  (Heinemann.  2  vols.  700  pages.  328. 
not.) 

From  earliest  days  small  good  has  attended  those  who 
have  tried  to  feast  upon  forbidden  fruit.  A  perusal  of  Mr. 
Savage  Landor's  latest  nan-ative,  describing  his  attempt 
to  visit  the  sacred  city  of  Lhassa,  leaves  one,  while  afford- 
ing a  certain  measure  of  sensational  interest,  with  a 
profound  sense  of  the  author's  recklessness  in  disregarding 
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warnings  and  pushing  on  to  what  he  must  have  been 
aware  was  certain  and  absolute  disaster.  Mr.  Landor 
gives  us  to  understand  that  he  is  not  like  other  men.  He 
dwells  witli  some  satisfaction  on  his  powers  of  endurance, 
his  fearlessness,  his  conciliatory  manners,  and  his  obstinacy. 
He  had  himself  photographed  taking  an  ice-water  bath 
at  an  altitude  of  16,000  feet,  and  draws  particular  atten- 
tion to  tho  icicles  forming  all  over  him.  He  even  gives 
one  the  impression  that  he  is  gratified  at  having  been 
tortured,  and  from  the  amount  of  documentary  and 
testamentary  evidence  which  he  has  collected  upon  the 
subject  plainly  shows  that  he  considers  his  case  an 
extremely  interesting  one  both  to  the  Government  which 
he  put  to  the  trouble  of  inquiring  into  it,  and  to  the  world 
at  large.  One  may  be  excused  for  withholding  tlie  full 
tribute  of  admiration  that  Mr.  Landor  evidently  expects. 
That  he  is  a  plucky  and  hardy  explorer,  that  he  was 
actuated  by  scientific  motives  in  undertaking  his  journey, 
we  are  free  to  admit;    but  there  are  two  aides  to  the 


conduct  of  a  man  who  deliberately  forooM  hU  head  into 
a  lion's  mouth,  knowing  that  the  lion  does  not  want  him, 
and  if  he  gets  mauletl  in  the  procem  inort  people  would 
foel  that  he  had  mot  with  little  more  than  his  donorta. 

Mr.  Landor  approached  Tibet  by  the  way  of  Almora, 
and  after  a  sojourn  at  Qarbyang,  in  the  Shoka  district, 
long  enough  to  learn  that  every  precaution  wan  being 
taken  by  the  authorities  to  prevent  his  entering  the 
country,  made  a  bolt  over  tho  mountains  by  the  way  of 
the  Lumpia  Pass.  The  record  of  this  journey  is  one  of 
continued  hardship  and  danger,  culminating  in  the  narrow 
escape  of  the  explorer  himself  at  an  altitude  of  22,000 
feet.  The  passage  describing  how  he  and  his  companion 
were  overtaken  by  exhaustion  and  sleep  on  tho  sunimit  to 
which  they  had  attained  is  best  left  to  the  author's  own 
graphic  hand  : 

Falling  backwards  on  the  snow,  I  ma<lo  a  last 
desperate  effort  to  gaze  at  the  glittering  stars  .  ,  . 
ray  sight  became  dim  and  obscured.  .  .  .  For  how 
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long  this  semi-consciousness  lasted  I  do  not  know. 
"  God  I  how  ghastly  !  Doctor  !  Kachi !  "  I  tried  to 
articulate.  My  voice  seemed  choked  in  my  throat. 
...  I  tried  to  scream,  to  force  myself  through  the 
suffocating  weight  on  me.  I  gave  a  violent  plunge 
and  then  everything  had  vanished.  The  frozen 
Kachi,  the  doctor,  the  transparent  tomb '  Nothing- 
ness !  At  last  I  was  able  to  open  my  eyes,  which 
ached  as  if  needles  had  been  stuck  into  them.  It 
was  snowing  hard.  I  had  temporarily  lost  the  use 
of  my  legs  and  fingers.  They  were  frozen.  So 
violent  was  the  shock  of  realising  how  very  near 
death  I  had  really  been,  that  on  awaking  from  the 
ghastly  nightmare  I  became  acutely  alive  to  the 
importance  of  making  my  way  to  a  lower  level. 

It  is  worth  noticing  at  this  point  that  Mr,  Landor 
throughout  tho  narrative  is  generally  suffering  from  frost- 
bite, wounds,  or  the  temporary  loss  of  limbs  ;  he  is  often 
at  the  point  of  death,  and  by  the  time  he  reaches  the 
climax  of  his  stoiy  must  have  been  a  mere  wreck.     Yet  he 
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is  wonderfully  little  incommoded  or  discouraged  by  these 
trials ;  his  spirits  easi'y  rise  above  such  trifles,  and  after 
the  tortures  to  which  he  was  subjected  his  bodily  prowess 
was  such  that  lie  could  put  to  flight  a  large  armed  guard 
with  no  better  weapon  than  a  handful  of  stones.  In  this 
respect  he  must  certainly  have  beaten  all  the  world's 
records  for  endurance  ;  and  trying  to  realise  his  physical 
condition  we  no  longer  wonder  at  the  complacency  with 
which  he  records  his  undiminished  vigour. 

We  have  already  heard  all  about  Mr.  Lander's  capture, 
the  brutal  flogging  of  his  attendant,  his  imprisonment,  and 
the  torture  to  which  he  was  subjected  of  having  a  red-hot 
bar  of  iron  placed  close  to  his  eyes,  and  of  being  bound 
with  his  legs  stretched  apart  to  a  heavy  log,  while  his  arms 
were  handcuffed  behind  and  suspended  to  a  high  post. 
His  survival  of  this  treatment,  and  of  the  journey  on  a 
spiked  saddle  which  followed  it,  together  with  his  almost 
miraculous  recovery  on  reaching  civilisation,  have  led 
certain  Indian  papers  and  people  to  question  the  absolute 
accuracy  of  his  description.  It  is  fair  to  say  that  the 
inquiry  conducted  by  Mr.  Larkin  into  the  circumstances  of 
the  case,  and  his  report,  together  with  the  depositions  of 
Mr.  Lander's  two  companions,  fully  bear  out  in  substance 
the  account  he  gives  of  his  treatment,  among  the  witnesses 
examined  being  some  who  actually  took  part  in  the  pro- 
ceedings. 

So  far,  then,  we  may  congratulate  Mr.  Landor  on  his 
remarkable  escape,  without  inquiring  too  closely,  in  the 
sceptical  spirit  of  little  Peterkin,  whether  his  "glorious 
victory"  was  worth  the  price.  Mr.  Lander's  claims,  in 
regard  to  the  value  of  his  achievement,  may  be  briefly  set 
forth  in  his  own  words  : 

(I)  The  solution  of  the  uncertainty  regarding  the 
division  of  the  Mansarowar  and  Rakstal  Lakes; 
(2)  the  ascent  to  so  great  an  altitude  as  22,000  feet, 
and  the  pictures  of  some  of  the  great  Himalayan 
glaciers;  (3)  the  visit  to  and  the  fixing  the  position 
of  the  two  principal  sources  of  the  Brahmaputra, 
never  before  reached  by  a  European ;  (4)  the  fact 
that  with  only  two  men  he  was  able  to  travel  so  long 
in  the  most  populated  part  of  Tibet. 

In  addition  we  may  mention  that  he  has  compiled  a 
map  from  careful  surveys  of  the  region  he  was  in,  and  has 
made  a  large  number  of  notes,  as  well  as  sketches  and 
photographs,  of  ethnological  subjects,  which  are  of  dis- 
tinct importance  as  bearing  upon  a  country  which,  iede 
Mr.  Lander's  own  experience,  is  practically  inaccessible 
to  Europeans. 

Of  Mr.  Lander's  book,  it  is  enough  to  say  that  it  is  well 
and  fully  illustrated  with  process  blocks  made  from  draw- 
ings and  photographs  very  much  touched  up,  and  with 
coloured  plates  from  the  artist's  own  sketches.  An 
effective  cover  is  made  out  of  a  design  embodying  the 
gyves  worn  by  the  author  and  a  Buddhist  praying- 
wheel. 


II.     The    Successful    Missionaries. 
Traveh  in   Tartary,   Thibet,    and   China,    During    the    Team 
1844-5-6.      By  M.    Hue.      Translated   by  W.   Hazlitt. 
.      (Kegan  Paul  &  Co.     2  vols.     326  pp.  and  342  pp.     lOs.) 

FooLS,  it  is  known,  dash  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread, 
and  there  are  also  instances  of  missionaries  dashing  in 
where  intrepid  and  experienced  travellers  fail.  Such  was 
the  case  with  MM.  Hue  and  Gabet,  the  two  mild  and 
modest  French  priests  who,  fifty  years  ago,  without  fuss, 
steadily  made  their  untortured  way  from  China  across 
Thibet  and  entered  Lhassa  with  the  message  of  Christianity 
on  their  lips.  It  is  true  that  they  were  not  allowed  to  stay 
there  as  long  as  they  had  hoped ;  but  they  were  in  the 
Forbidden  Land  and  the  Sacred  City  for  a  sufiicient  time 
to  gather  enough  facts  to  make  an  interesting  and  very 
valuable  book,  which,  on  its  appearance  in  the  forties 
(both  in  France   and   England),   fascinated   cur  fathers 


MM.  Hue  AND  Gabet. 

much  in  the  way  that  the  writings  of  Nansen  and  Stanley 
have  fascinated  us.  M.  Hue,  to  whom  the  task  of  writing 
fell,  had  a  genius  for  minute  and  patient  description. 
Here  is  a  passage  from  the  account  of  Lhassa  itself  : 

The  Eegent  was  amazed  at  seeing  how  far  we  were 
from  our  native  land,  and  what  a  long  journey  we 
had  been  obliged  to  make  by  land  and  water  to  come 
and  pay  him  a  visit   in  the  capital  of  Thibet.     He 
regarded  us  with  astonishment,  and  then  raised  the 
thumb  of  his  right  hand,  saying,  "  You  are  men  like 
that,"  signifying  in  the  figurative   language  of   the 
Thibetans  :   "  You  are  men  of  a  superlative  stamp." 
To  all  readers  of  Mr.  Lander's  book  who  wish  to  supple- 
ment the  information    concerning    the   Forbidden    Land 
there    o-iven    wo   can   recommend  the  work  of    M.  Huo 
Time   cannot   mar  the    interest    of   his    and   M.    Gabet'i 
daring  and  successful  enterprise. 
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A  Quibble  in  Psychology. 
The  UncotisiioHs    Mind.     By  Alfred   F.    Sclioliol.l,   JI.D., 

M.R.C.S.     (Hodder  &  Stoughton.) 
Dit.  SoiioiiELi),  who  is  n  pLysician  in  West  End  practice, 
declares  the  ohject  of  his  book  to  be  : 

To  establish  the  fact  of  an  unconscious  mind  in 
man  ...  to  show  that  this  mind  is  the  seat  of 
chnractor,  of  conscience  and  the  spirit  life,  the  source 
of  conduct,  of  instinct,  of  tact,  and  the  thousand 
qualities  that  make  us  what  we  are,  the  home  of 
memory,  the  ultimate  governor  and  ruler  of  all 
actions  and  ftmctions  of  the  body,  and  in  every  way  a 
most  important  factor  in  our  psychical  and  physical 
life. 

This  is  a  most  comprehensive  claim,  and  if  Dr.  Sohofield 
made  it  good,  his  book  would  bo  the  greatest  metaphysical 
and    physiological    treatise    of    th(^    century.      But   after 
])lodding  through  his  400  odd  pages,  we  do  not  discover 
tliat  he  does  more  than  assort  that  what  other  men  from 
the  days  of  Dugald  Stewart  downwards  have  classed  as 
conscience,  instinct,  tact,  memory,  etc.,  ought  to  be  called 
the  "  unconscious  mind."   In  this  controversy  about  terms, 
we  confess  to  being  but  moderately  interested.     "  Mind  " 
is  a  word  of  such  peculiar  and  definite  associations  that 
one  has  some  compunction  in  giving  it  the  extension  that 
Dr.  Scliofiold  advocates.     Descartes,  Locke,  and,  generally 
speaking,  the  metaphysical  writers  of  the  seventeenth  and 
eighteenth  centuries,  treated  "  mind  "  as  synonymous  with 
"consciousness,"  and,  popularly  speaking,  that  definition 
still  holds  good,  although  everybody  who  has  studied  the 
subject   knows   that   a  vast   amount  of  brain  and  nerve 
function,    including  the  whole  of  the  vital  processes,  are 
caiTied  on  outside  the  sphere  of  consciousness.     Our  more 
obscure,  mental,  and  physical  acts  we  speak  of  as  "  in- 
tuitive "  or  "mechanical";  Dr.  Schofield  insists  that  they 
are  the  outcome  of  the  "unconscious  mind,"  but  the  whole 
thing  strikes  us  as  a  (luibble.     Certainly  there  is  nothing 
new  m  the  idea  that  mental  action  umy  bo  either  conscious 
or  unconscious.     It  is  as  old  as  Leibnitz,  who  established 
a  distinction  between    "perception,"    consciousness,    and 
"apperception,"  or  unconsciousness.     Kant  admitted  that 
unconscious  sensations   and  perceptions  formed  the  bulk 
of    our    mental    states,    and    it    would    be    difiicult     to 
name   a   metaphysical   writer   of    any  note  who  has   not 
'ither    directly    or    by    implication    admitted     all     that 
l>r.  Schofield   is    bent   upon    proving.      Taine   puts  the 
matter  very  clearly  when  he  compares  the  human   mind 
to    a    darkened    stage,    with    a    small    patch    of    light 
in    the  centre  of   it    called    "consciousness."     So  much 
"f  our  mental  action  as   falls  within  that  patch  of  light 
■ve  are  aware  of;    the  rest  passes  in  the  obscurity  and 
-lapes  our  notice  at  the  time,  though  its  effects  may  come 
within  the  sphere  of  consciousness  later.     Dr.  Schofield, 
in  sliort,  is  a  wonderful  enforceur  de  partes  ouvertes,  and  his 
luetliod  of  demonstration  reminds  us  of  that  of  the  old 
Scotch  lady  who,  being  asked  to  prove  that  the  devil  had 


horns  and  a  tail,  triumphantly  turned  to  a  picture  in  the 
family  Uible  showing  the  fiend  with  those  appendages. 

The   book  is  prefaced  with   a  diagram   of  tlie  brain, 
showing  "  conscious  "  and  "  unconscious  "  soctions,  which 
are  as  unwarranted,  according  to  the  present  state  of  our 
psycho-physiological  knowle<lge  as  are  the  "  bumps  "  on  a 
phrenological    head.      At    a   glance   one    »e<-8    that    lir. 
Schofield  is  a  very  rash  and  prejudiced  person,  ready  to 
sacrifice  truth  to  a  preconceived  notion.     The  whole  of  tlio 
cortex,  with  its  sensory  and  motor  area,  he  describes  as 
the    seat    of    consciousness;     all    our    unconscious    acts, 
including  presumably  memory,  he  assigns  (according  to 
the  diagram)  to    the  lower  ganglia  of   the   brain.     This 
is    grotesquely,    not    to   say  culjiably,    unscientific,    and 
robs  the  book  of  any   value    except    as  a   collection  of 
extracts  from    distinguished   writers.     As    for    memory, 
science  can  say  no  more  at  present  than  that  it  is  probably 
a  faint  re-excitation   of   the  original   group   of   sensory 
or  motor  cells  involved  in  a  given  act.     That  the  various 
sensory  and  motor  areas  have  by  experiment  on  monkeys' 
brains  and  by  observation  of  disease  and  accident  in  the 
human  subject  been  mapped  out  with  tolerable  accuracy 
is  very  true  ;  that  the  whole  of  the  functions  of  the  bodily 
and  spiritual  life  are  "energi8e<l"  and  governed  by  the 
brain  and  spinal  system  may  also  be  affirmed  ;    but  as  to 
the  nature  of  thought  and  consciousness,  and  cerebral  and 
nerve   action    generally,    we    are  still  in   the  dark— not 
absolutely  in  the  dark  perhaps,  but  relatively.     We  know 
at  least  enough  to   affirm  that  Dr.  Schofield's  wholesale 
relegation  of  "  consciousness "  to  the  outer  gTey  matter 
is  inaccurate.    Let  us  take  an  example.     The  act  of  writing 
depends  partly  upon  the  sensory   and  partly  upon   the 
motor  areas  of    the   cortex— sight    and  touch,   and  the 
movements  of  the  hand  and  arm.     At  first  the  operation 
is  wholly  "conscious";   it   is  indeed  a  laborious  effort. 
But  with  practice  the  writing  becomes  easy,  and  in  the 
end  is  carried  on  independently  of  consciousness,  or  as 
people  say,  mechanically.     The  present  writer  can  say  for 
himself  not  only  that  he  writes  whole  phrases  mechanically, 
but  that  his  pen.  influenced  by  habit  or  by  some  vague 
analogy  in  sounds,  sometimes  runs  away  with  him  and 
writes  a  word  he  did  not  intend.     In  the  third  sentence  of 
the  present  article  there  occurred  a  case  in  point.     Un- 
tliinkingly,  or  let  us  say  unconsciously,  he  wrote  "  picked" 
instead  of  "  pinned,"  and  only  discovered  the  mistake  on 
reading  the  sentence  over.     Yet  consider  the  very  com- 
plicated process  gone  through  in  the  writing  of  "  picked," 
of  which  nevertheless  the  ego  took  no  notice.      I'erhaps 
the  best    example  of    unconscious  writing  is   given  by 
shorthand,   in   which   an   expert  stenographer  will    take 
down  a  long  speech  without  giWng  the  smallest  thought 
to  the  8tenogTai)hic  forms. 

It  will  be  seen  that  "consciousness"  arises  from  the 
friction  caused  by  nerve  stimuli  passing  along  an 
unaccustomed  path,  and  that  as  soon  as  the  path  is  clear 
and  smooth,  as  soon  as  habit  becomes  established,  con-" 
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sciousness  in  that  connexion  ceases.  The  great  ireason 
why  our  vital  processes  arc  carried  on  without  conscious- 
ness is  probably  the  smoothness  of  the  operation  conducted 
from  our  earliest  years.  Wlien  disease  or  accident  throws 
the  physical  machine  out  of  gear,  a  malaise  or  jar  is  felt 
in  the  system  which  only  fails  to  be  "  conscious"  because 
we  are  not  accustomed  to  read  the  meaning  of  the 
symptoms.  Except  through  the  ordinary  channels  of  sense 
and  the  motor  areas  there  is  no  evidence  that  any  know- 
ledge of  the  outer  world  can  be  obtained  by  the  living 
creature. 

That  a  great  deal  of  this  knowledge  is  stored  unconsciously 
is  certainly  true,  and  the  importance  of  what  Dr.  Schofield 
insistsupon  callingthe  "  unconscious  mind  "  in  the  moulding 
of  character  no  psycho-physiologist  will  deny.  But  as  the 
raw  material  of  knowledge  is  unquestionably  stored  in  the 
cortex,  while  the  middle  and  basal  ganglia  of  the  brain, 
together  with  the  spinal  system,  conduct  all  the  vital 
processes  and  no  doubt  help  to  determine  character  and  tem- 
j)erament  as  well,  what  becomes  of  Dr.  Schofield's  diagram, 
which  exhibits  the  human  brain  conveniently  divided  into 
three  sections,  of  which  the  top  one  is  labelled  conscious- 
ness, the  middle  area  voluntary  actions,  and  the  lowest 
unconsciousness  ?  Whatever  may  be  the  mechanism  of 
mind,  it  is  not  assuredly  as  simple  as  that.  We  are  still 
without  the  smallest  notion  as  to  how  a  sensory  or  motor 
act  is  translated  into  thought ;  but  it  is  probable  that  in 
the  elaboration  of  ideas  or  feelings  many  parts  of  the 
brain  co-operate.  Nay,  there  is  a  recent  theory  of  which 
Dr.  Schofield  does  not  appear  to  have  heard,  that  emotion — 
a  very  important  element  in  mental  states — depends  largely 
upon  the  vascular  system  of  our  bodies ;  so  that,  after  all, 
"  bowels  of  compassion "  may  not  be  an  empty  ex- 
pression. 

Dr.  Schofield  can,  when  he  likes,  be  sweepingly  inaccu- 
rate, or,  at  least,  audacious  in  his  assertions,  as  when  re- 
echoing Buckle  he  declares  that  "  mountains  produce  uncon- 
sciously hardihood  and  bravery  ;  extensive  plains,  dulness 
and  slowness  of  temperament ;  woods  and  forests,  craft  and 
superstition  ;  and  the  seashore  frankness  and  restlessness." 
Also  that,  "despite  Weismannism,"  habits  formed  in  life 
tend  to  become  hereditary.  On  the  latter  point,  at  least, 
Mr.  Herbert  Spencer  and  the  opponents  of  the  "continuity 
of  the  germ-plasm"  theory  would  be  glad  to  hear  Dr. 
Schofield's  evidence,  which  they  are  very  much  in  want  of. 

The  "  unconscious  mind  "  seems  to  us  too  large  and  too 
vague  a  term  to  cover  all  the.  phenomena  that  the  author 
of  this  book,  with  mistaken  zeal,  would  have  it  do,  and  in 
any  case,  what  we  want  for  the  further  elucidation  of  the 
problem  of  mind  is  not  a  barren  wrangle  about  ter- 
minology, but  practical  demonstration,  as  far  as  jiossible, 
of  the  function  of  all  sections  of  the  brain  and  nervous 
system.  For  the  moment  investigators  seem  unable  to 
jsroceed  further  than  the  localisation  of  tlie  sensory  and 
motor  areas,  but  it  has  never  been  the  way  of  science  to 
sit  down  contentedly  in  front  of  a  blank  wall. 


Plain    Speaking   from    Truthful    James. 

Studies  on  the  Red  Book  of  the  Exchequer.     By  J.  H.  Round, 
,  M.A.     (Privately  Printed.) 

Mr.  Hound,  as  Prof.  Freeman  and  others  have  known, 
was  "  ever  a  tighter."  Now  he  has  gone  in,  heart  and 
soul,  and  with  evident  enjoyment,  for  "  one  fight  more." 
The  three  papers  printed  in  this  little  brochure  are  part  of 
a  campaign  against  the  edition  of  the  great  Exchequer 
record,  the  Liber  Rubetis,  "  second  only  in  honour  to 
Domesday  Book  itself,"  recently  published  in  the  Rolls 
Series  by  Mr.  Hubert  Hall,  of  the  Record  Office.  Mr. 
Round  complains  that  he  was  not  allowed  to  review  this 
work;  that  in  one  place  "a  successful  intrigue"  averted 
the  publication  of  his  criticism ;  and  that  it  was  excluded 
also  from  the  columns  of  the  English  Historical  Review 
because  of  the  avowed  objection  of  its  present  editor  to 
"  controversy."  Therefore,  Mr.  Round  has  been  obliged 
to  say  what  he  wanted  to  say,  as  he  could,  in  papers  in 
the  Genealogist  and  Genealogical  Magazine,  and  in  these 
"  privately  printed  "  studies.  What  Mr.  Round  wanted 
to  say  appears  to  be  this:  that  Mr.  Hall's  work,  "  instead 
of  increasing  our  knowledge,  has  increased  our  darkness  "  ;  j 
that  his  "vast  Preface  is  devoted,  not  only  to  assaults' 
upon  the  truth,  but  to  the  most  extraordinary  tissue  of 
guesses,  conjectures,  and  confusion  that  has  ever  appeared, 
to  my  knowledge,  in  any  official  work " ;  that  "  it  is  not 
possible  to  cure  that  looseness  and  confusion  of  thought 
which  lies  at  the  root  of  heresy  after  heresy  in  Mr.  Hall'sj 
inflated  Preface." 

There  is  no  mincing  of  words  here,  it  wiU  be  | 
perceived,  but  right  down  hammer-and-tongs  plain  speak- 
ing. Indeed,  though  we  by  no  means  share  the  dislike 
of  controversy  ascribed  to  the  editor  of  the  EnglishK 
Historical  Review,  we  cannot  but  feel  that  the  finer  graces ' 
of  polemic  are  lacking  to  Mr.  Round's  method.  He 
does  not,  as  honest  Izaak  Walton  advised,  put  on  his  frog 
"as  if  he  loved  it":  the  neat  rapier-thrust  of  polished 
satire  is  not  his,  rather  the  "  swashing  blow  "  of  a 
Salmasius  or  a  Milton.  Indeed,  he  reaches  his  finest 
point  on  the  title  -  page,  where  he  quotes  from  Sir 
Frederick  Pollock,  in  the  English  Historical  Review  already 
referred  to,  the  dictum  that,  "not  the  least  of  Mr.  Round's 
merits  is  that  the  next  generation  will  never  want  to  know 
how  much  rubbish  he  has  swept  or  helped  to  sweep 
away." 

Unfortunately  the  points  at  issue  are  highly  technical. 
So  much  as  this,  however,  is  clear,  that  Mr.  Round's 
attack  is  prima  facie  a  most  damagirg  one,  and  that 
it  behoves  Mr.  Hall,  more  especially  as  liis  edition  of 
the  Liber  Rubeus  was  an  official  one  in  the  Rolls  Series, 
to  meet  it  speedily  with  a  complete  and  well-considered 
defence. 

If  Mr.  Round  cannot  maintain  his  position,  he  will 
have  run  his  head  into  a  pretty  hornet's  nest.  But 
then  Mr.  Round  is  a  hornet's  nest  in  himself. 
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The  Newest  Fiction. 

A    Guide    for    Novel    Readers. 
Ska  riiciiixa.  By  W.  \V.  Jacobs. 

Fifteen  short  stories  of  tlio  sea,  by  the  diverting  author 
of  Many  Cargoen.  Some  of  the  titles  are  :  "  Smoked  Kip- 
per"; "Picklod  Herring";  "The  Grey  Parrot"; 
"The  Lost  Ship";  "The  Cabin  Passenger";  "Brother 
Hutchins."  Students  of  Mr.  Jacobs's  humour  (and  who 
is  not  ?)  will  know  what  to  expect.  (Lawrence  &  Bullen. 
243  pp.     38.  6d.) 

DoMiTiA.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 

The  inspiration  for  this  novel  came  to  Mr.  Baring 
Gould  while  engaged  in  accumulating  matorial  for  his 
Tragedy  of  the  Cceaara.  "  I  was  hold  irresistibly  by 
one  face  —  it  was  that  of  Domitia  Longina  ...  In 
the  Ghiaramente  Gallery  is  an  incomparably  lovely  bust 
of  her,  taken,  I  think,  just  when  she  was  married  to 
Lamia.  .  .  ."  Mr.  Gould  also  saw  two  other  busts  of 
Domitia.  "  That  face  has  haunted  me  for  seven  or  eight 
years,  and  in  this  story  I  have  endeavoured  to  tell  what  I 
thought  was  her  inner  life's  tale."  (Methuen.  376  pp.  68.) 

An  Antakctic  Mysteby.  By  Jui.E8  Veenk. 

Jules  Verne's  latest  story,  translated  by  Mrs.  Cashel 
Hoey,  is  by  way  of  sequel  to  Poe's  romance  of  Arthur  Gordon 
Pym,  the  Antarctic  explorer.  Pym  is  assumed  to  have 
been  a  real  personage,  and  his  fate  is  unravelled  in  an 
expedition  to  the  Antarctic  regions.  Here  the  explorers 
find  an  enormous  sphinx-like  magnet,  which  draws  the 
iron  and  steel  from  every  vessel  that  passes  within  range. 
Pym's  fate  is  discovered  to  be  connected  with  this 
monster  of  magnetism.  The  story  has  all  Jules  Verne's 
qualities.     (Sampson  Low.     327  pp.     6s.) 

Across  the  World  for  a  Wife.  By  Guy  Boothby. 

Mr.  Boothby  seems  to  know  not  rest.  His  contributions 
to  fiction  are  almost  torrential,  and  all  have  the  same 
quality  of  vigorous  and  breathless  sensationalism.  The 
narrator  of  this  story  is  Cuthbert  Brudenell,  and  on 
the  last  page  but  one  is  the  record  of  his  marriage. 
Hence  his  travels,  although  exciting,  were  not  vain.  "In 
a  flash  I  saw  Vargenal  pick  up  something  and  bring  it 
down  upon  the  traitor's  head  " — and  so  on.  The  book 
has  lurid  pictures.     (Ward,  Lock  &  Co.     379  pp.     5s.) 

A  Writer  of  Books.  By  George  Paston. 

Here     we    have     the     upward     literary    struggles    of 
Cosima  Chudleigh,  a  young  woman  who  begins  work  at 
,  the  British  Museum  Heading  Koom.      Cosima's   worldly 

Ij^fe  knowledge  comes  just  too  late  to  save  her  from  a 
I^H  loveless  marriage.  Her  Jianc^'s  jocosity  "was  his  most 
^^M  irritating  characteristic.  .  .  .  For  example,  when  a 
^^M  crowded  railway  carriage  or  tramcar  had  to  be  entered, 
^^H  he    invariably    observed  :  '  There's    room    for     a    little 


by  the  situation.  .  .  .  Cosima  found  hont(>lf  itwaitint;  the 
remark  upon  a  '  little  'un '  with  c!en('ho<l  hanrU  and  net 
teeth,  and  drawing  a  sigli  of  relief  iia  mxm  iia  it  was 
over."  A  clover  and  readable  Mtory.  (Chapman  ft  Hall. 
344  pp.     68.) 

God  is  Levi.  Bt  T.  Muluctt  Ellu. 

According  to  the  author's  preface  this  story  attempt* 
to  "  limn  "  with  "  absolute  truth  of  detail "  the  peasantry 
of  the  Ardennes.  If  thi.s  be  so,  the  peasantry  of  the 
Ardennes  are  a  most  abandoned  and  iniquitous  set  of 
people ;  for  drunkenness,  covetousnesM,  and  lust  confront 
one  on  every  page.  However,  a  tender  village  maiden, 
Marie  Boes,  and  a  spiritual  cure,  serve  as  foil,  and  tlie 
story  is  the  story  of  the  girl's  triumphant  virtue  in  a 
welter  of  temptation  and  sin.  (Burleigh.  '229  pp. 
38.  6d.) 

Prisoners  of  Hope.  By  Constaxck  Smitb. 

A  story  of  storm  and  stress  of  soul  by  the  author  uf 
Th«  Repentance  of  Paul  IVentworth.  A  modem  record  of 
modem  people.  This  is  one  of  the  characters :  "  She 
rode,  she  fished,  she  bicycled,  she  skirt-danced  and  sang 
Yvette  Guilbert's  songs ;  talked  agnosticism  in  the  week, 
and  went — '  for  the  satisfaction  of  her  (esthetic  side ' — 
to  a  ritualistic  church  on  Sunday ;  read  the  works  of 
Scandinavian  naturalistic  writers  (in  translations),  and 
discussed  the  Ethics  of  Art  over  a  cigarette."  (Innes 
328  pp.     6s.) 

Manuers.  By  Elwyn  Barkov. 

Manders,  the  author  states,  though  he  began  life  at  the 
age  of  eight,  "  was  bom  in  the  old,  illogical,  ridiculous, 
and  infantile  way."  Manders's  mother  became  an  artist's 
model,  and  he  grew  up  into  a  singer  and  sang  "  Sieg^ied  " 
at  Covent  Garden.  The  novel,  however,  is  not  conceme<l 
with  that,  but  with  Mr.  Blakemore's  relations  with 
Manders's  mother,  and  how  the  boy  proved  himself  a 
knight  of  chivalry.  The  story  is  really  the  story  of  a 
woman  and  temptation,  and  it  is  movingly  done. 
(Macqueen      329  pp.     6s.) 

Under  the  Cuban  Flag.  By  Fred  A.  Obeb. 

A  story  of  the  Cuban  revolt,  with  treasure  caves  thrown 
in.  There  is  no  end  of  fighting,  and  tliere  is  exciting 
work  with  Indians  and  bloodhounds.  Humour  is  lent  by 
an  orchid-hunting  professor  and  a  dentist,  who  get  mixed 
up  in  tlie  fighting.  The  story  ends  with  Maceo's  last 
battle.     (D.  Nutt.     316  pp.     6s.) 

HOLLINHORST.  By    FrAXCES   A.    CALDirOTT. 

The  Earl  of  HoUinhurst's  nephew  was  Captain  Eric 
Goodwood,  and  Gertrude  Corbett  became  his  wife. 
Gertrade  Corbett  had  views  on  rank  :  "I  fear  I  must  be 
very  democratic,"  she  once  said,  "  for  I  have  little  respect 
for  those  who  owe  their  greatness  to  the  mere  accident  of 
birth."  "  Then,"  said  her  cousin,  "  you  would  as  soon  go 
for  a  drive  with  the  butcher's  wife  as  with  the  countess  ?  " 
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"  Just  as  soon,  supposing  the  butcher's  wife  was  as  well 
educated  and  refined  as  the  countess."  A  novel  for 
romantic  girls.     (Chapman  &  Hall.     334  pp.     6s.) 

Bkuce  Eeynell,  M.A  By  J.  Duncan  CRAia. 

The  full  title  is  Bruce  Reijnell,  31. A.  {Locum  Tenem)  ; 
or,  The  Oxford  Man  in  Ireland,  and  Dr.  Craig  is  incumbent 
of  Trinity  Church,  Dublin.  The  book  is  a  spirited  and 
earnest  story  of  Irish  life  and  Irish  disaffection  to-day, 
and  is,  in  essence,  a  plea  for  better  religious  instruction. 
The  author  believes  that  no  real  peace  can  couie  to 
Ireland  until  the  Bible  is  restored  to  its  rightful  position 
there.  But  although  this  is  the  inner  meaning  of  the 
book,  it  is  for  the  most  part  entertaining,  brisk,  and, 
at  least  on  the  surface,  secular.     (Stock.     271pp.     6s.). 

Jane  Follett.  By  Geoege  "Wemyss. 

In  the  prologue  we  see  the  death  of  Mrs.  Strangway — 
at  least,  her  hat  and  shawl  and  a  volume  of  Browning  were 
found  on  the  bank  of  the  river.  In  the  story  proper  she 
reappears  as  Jane  Follett,  village  schoolmistress,  a  sad  and 
gloomy  woman.  And  then  her  friend  Haddie  Eeeve 
became  engaged  to  Strangway — who  was  a  "  wit  "—and 
said  such  smart  cynical  things  as  "  The  heart  of  society  is 
corrupt  and  always  has  been" — and  Jane  Follett  took 
poison  to  render  the  marriage  valid.  A  melancholy  work. 
(Macqueen.  308  pp.  6s.) 
Hestee  Mobley's  Pbomise.  By  Hesba  Siretxon. 

Another  story  by  the  author  of  Jessica's  First  Prayer. 
It  is  laid  in  Little  Aston,  where  every  family,  "  even  to 
the  lowest  classes,'  possesses  a  staid  respectability  and  de- 
cency, which  is  chiefly  the  heritage  of  those  who  lite  in 
isolated  places,  divided  from  the  busier,  and  perhaps  the 
more  wicked,  world  by  a  girdle  of  cornfields  and  meadows 
.  .  .  There  are  births,  deaths,  and  marriages ;  old 
men  retiring  from  business,  and  young  men  attempting 
small  innovations ;  but  the  town  of  Little  Aston  is  always 
very  orderly,  and  strictly  refspectable."  (Hodder  & 
Stoughton.  526  pp.  6s.) 
Heart  and  Swohd.  By  John  Strange  Winter. 

Love,    regimental    life,     and    the    stage.     Hardly    an 
exhilarating   story,  ending  with  divorce  proceedings  and 
death.     (F.  V.  White  &  Co.     302  pp.     6s.) 
The  Man  Stories  of  a  Black  Snake.         By  W.  A.  B. 

These  snake  stories  are  written  by  a  close  lover  of 
nature,  who  believes  that  "  all  intelligence  is  one,  whether 
in  man  or  beast,"  and  that  ".what  may  seem  inferior  or 
different  to  that  of  man  is  merely  intelligence  identical 
with  his,  but  temporarily  prisoned  in  a  material  frame  of 
less  adequate  development."  This  is  how  the  snake. 
Uncle  Stretcher,  describes  Man  to  Widow  Scaley's 
youngster.  Wriggle.  " '  My  dear  child,'  replied  the 
elder  snake,  when  he  had  turned  the  situation  this  way 
and  that,  '  a  man  is  an  animal  like  ourselves,  only 
extremely  cunning  and  dangerous.' "  (Whittaker. 
225  pp.  6s.) 


Reviews. 


The  Ban's    Work.     By  Eudyard  Kipling. 
(Macmillan.     381  pp.     6s.) 

In  this  collection  of  thirteen  stories  Mr.  Kipling  does  not 
flash  another  facet  of  his  genius  upon  us  as  he  did  in 
Captains  Courageous.  With  sure  instinct  he  labels  the 
volume  The  Bay's  Work.  That  is  just  what  these  tales 
are — the  day's  work  of  a  great  imaginative  and  observant 
writer,  of  a  master  craftsman  who,  when  he  has  no 
magnum  opus  on  liand,  rummages  in  drawers,  peers  into 
cupboards,  for  notions  noted  and  not  forgotten,  for  begin- 
nings laid  aside  to  bo  finished  in  their  proper  season. 
Everything  Mr.  Kipling  does  has  its  particular  interest, 
even  when  he  writes  of  talking  ponies,  chattering  ships, 
and  garru'ous  locomotives.  We  may  prefer  such  stories 
as  "Puran  Bhagat,"  "Love  o'  Women,"  "The  Man 
who  woidd  be  King,"  and  "William  the  Conqueror  ";  but 
these  other  things  also  are  part  of  him,  his  day's  work, 
and  we  are  glad  of  them. 

There  are  many  !Mr.  Kiplings.  In  this  book  the  various 
sides  of  his  mind  are  well  represented — the  Kipling  of 
later  days,  who  takes  an  expert's  delight  in  technicalities, 
as  in  "The  Ship  that  Found  Herself  "  and  "  007,"  romantic 
text-books  on  ship  sailing  and  engine  driving ;  the  Kipling 
who  endows  animals  with  the  feelings  and  speech  of  man, 
as  in  "The  Bridge  BuQders  "  and  "The  Maltese  Cat," 
that  delightful  polo  story  (every  polo  player  should 
know  it  by  heart),  where  the  animals  give  us  their  version 
of  the  game  ;  the  Kipling  of  mordant,  yet  genial,  humour 
who  loves  to  tilt  the  "insular"  American  against  British 
prejudices,  as  in  "An  Error  in  the  Fourth  Dimension,"  and 
"  My  Sunday  at  Home." 

Finally,  there  is  the  real  bed-rock  Kipling,  whose 
text  is  the  word  "  grit " ;  the  Kipling  who  tells 
of  clean-limbed,  healthy-minded,  straightforward  pioneer 
men — exiled  men — men  who  do  things,  not  for  the  sake 
of  reward,  but  because  it  happens  to  be  their  duty  to 
do  them.  He  is  doing  a  fine  work  for  our  race  with 
these  portraits  of  strenuous  Englishmen.  They  stalk 
through  all  his  books.  The  gallery  is  well  filled.  In  this 
volume  more  are  added  to  it — Georgie,  in  "The  Brush- 
wood Boy  ";  Findlayson  and  Hitchcock,  in  "  The  Bridge 
Builders  ";  and  Scott,  in  "  William  the  Conqueror."  A 
woman,  too,  is  added  to  the  gallery  in  the  latter  story, 
who 

answered  indifferently  to  the  name  of  WUliam  or 
Bill ;  whose  speech  was  heavy  with  the  flowers  of  the 
vernacular ;  who  could  act  in  amateur  theatricals, 
play  on  the  banjo,  rule  eight  servants  and  two  horses, 
their  accounts  and  their  diseases,  and  look  men 
slowly  and  deliberately  between  the  eyes — yea,  after 
they  had  proposed  to  her  and  been  rejected, 

If  ever  there  was  a  story  to  tell  to  boys,  this  "  William 
the  Conqueror  "   is  that  story.       It   is  the   real  Kipling, 
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with  a  new  note — the  note  of  pity  and  kiudlineao — a 
sign  of  his  growth — tho  proraiBe  of  fine  things  to 
OHIO.  The  episode  of  Scott,  tlio  babies,  and  the 
goats  is  profoundly  moving.  TJie  story  tells  how  a 
handful  of  I'lnglishiiien,  being  so  ordered,  went  six  days 
into  tho  famine  districts  of  India  to  organise  relief  aftd  to 
save  life.  Martyn's  sister  accompanied  thorn.  Her  name 
was  WilUam :  the  rest  was  added,  because,  like  the  other 
William,  she  con(iuercd.  When  they  had  done  their  work 
— when  the  famine  was  overcome — she  and  Scott  found 
they  loved  each  other.  It  is  a  fine  piece  of  work,  and  if  it 
contains  certain  vivid  passages  that  <lo  not  seem  necessary — 
well !  the  .story  is  by  Mr.  Kipling.  As  thus  William  had 
"  stayed  down  three  hot  weathers  "  : 

Therefore  her  face  was  white  as  bone,  and  in  the 
centre  of  her  forehead  was  a  big  silvery  scar  about 
the  size  of  a  shilling — the  mark  of  a  Delhi  sore,  which 
is  the  same  as  a  "  Bagdad  date.  "  This  comes  from 
drinking  bad  water,  and  slowly  oats  into  the  flesh  till 
it  is  ripe  enough  to  be  burned  out  with  acids. 

This  is  a  picture  of  what  the  relief  party  saw  when  they 
reached  the  famine  districts  : 

At  last,  in  a  dry,  hot  dawn,  in  a  land  of  death,  lit 
by  long  red  fires  of  railway  sleepers,  where  they  were 
burning  tho  dead,  they  came  to  their  destination, 
and  were  met  by  Jim  Hawkins,  the  Head  of  the 
Famine,  unshaven,  unwashed,  but  cheery,  and  entirely 
in  command  of  affairs. 

Here,  finidly,  is  a  pastoral  extract  from    "  My  Sunday 
at  Home  "  : 

It  was  the  very  point  of  perfection  in  the  heart  of 
an  English  May  day.  The  unseen  tides  of  the  air 
had  turned,  and  all  nature  was  setting  its  face  with 
the  shadows  of  the  liorse-chestnuts  towards  tlie  peace 
of  the  coming  night.  But  there  were  hours  yet,  I 
knew — long,  long  hours  of  the  eternal  English 
twilight — to  the  ending  of  the  day.  I  was  well  con- 
tent to  be  alive — to  abandon  myself  to  tlie  drift  of 
Time  and  Fate ;  to  absorb  great  peace  through  my 
skin,  and  to  love  my  country  with  the  devotion  that 
three  thousand  miles  of  intervening  sea  bring  to 
fullest  fl(nver.  And  what  a  garden  of  Eden  it  was, 
this  fatted,  clipped,  and  washen  land. 

The  Bay's  Wvrk  is  a  tonic  for  all  who,  by  reason  of  the 
flesh's  frailty,  sometimes  need  a  tonic  to  get  through  their 
ay's  work. 


I'ony    Brum.      By     Edwin    Pugh. 
(Heinemann.     220  pp.     6s.) 

Ih.  Puon's  book  is  less  a  story  than  a  fragment  of  bio- 

[graphy.     There  is  no  dramatic  movement,  no  interplay  of 

passions,  nothing  but  a  series  of  episodes  in  the  life  of  a 

little  London  humpbacked  boy.   These  episodes  are  not  par- 

Iticularly  interesting,  nor  is  Tony  particularly  interesting ; 

fct  mott  points  of  tho  narrative  it  would  be  possible  for  many 

eaders  to  lay  the  book  down  and  not  pick  it  up  again ;  yet 


few,  we  think,  would  altugotbor  forget  what  tbey  had  read. 
Therein  is  proof  of  Toni/  l>ram'i  value,  Nuch  «a  it  i« :  it 
has  a  note  of  sincerity  wliich  makes  for  dunblenoM ;  it 
strikes  one  aa  being  true,  genuine.  Tony  was  Hk«  that. 
Tony's  friends  in  tho  streets  were  like  that.  Tony's  auter 
Honor  was  like  that.  Mr.  I'ugh  has  added  another  to 
authentic  reconls  of  human  nature. 

At  the  same  time  we  do  not  think  that  Mr.  Pugh  has 
quite  justified  his  book.  It  seems  to  us  a  little  under- 
written. We  could  have  done  with  more  omphaniH,  more 
irony,  more  poignancy — more  I'ugh.  Iti  s  not  enough  to 
set  down  in  black  and  white  tho  thoughts  and  tribulatioua 
of  a  sensitive  child  with  a  mind  above  the  back  street  he 
dwelt  in.     We  want  more  than  this :  we  want  to  see  him 


Tony's  FiAVcfcK. 

(From  a  Pielan  kf  Of  Btgiantajr  BrvUttn.) 

impinging  on  other  people ;  we  want  a  story  round  him 
and  himself  a  part  of  it.  Life  is  not  long  enough  for 
character  sketches  of  not  particularly  striking  boys  to  have 
six-shilling  volumes  to  themselves. 

This  is  part  of  a  singularly  good  passage.  Tony  (aged 
eleven)  has  found  a  sweetheart,  but  she  is  a  little  doubtful 
on  account  of  his  deformity : 

Tony's  face  had  grown  white  and  stern. 

"You're  ashamed  o'  me,"  he  said. 

"  I  ain't.     Oh,  Tony  :  "  cried  she. 

"  You  are,"  he  said  bitterly. 

"  But  I  like  you  ever  so,"  she  faltered. 

"  You  ought  to  be  proud  o'  me  then,  not  ashamed 
o'  me,"  he  said. 

"Well,   you   see,   Tony,"   she   said,    "there  ain't 
nothink  about  you  to  be  proud  of." 
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"  Ain't  there  !  "  he  cried  indignantly.  "  That's  all 
you  know.  Why,  look  here!  In  the  first  place,  I 
ain't  common.  I  ain't  an  ordinary  boy.  There's 
millions  o'  ordinary  boys  knocking  about,  but  there 
ain't  another  boy  like  me — not  in  the  Eow.  I  wouldn't 
give  a  farden,  I  woiddn't,  to  have  no  ordinary  boy  if 
I  was  a  gal.  I'd  look  out  for  a  humpy  boy,  or  some- 
think,  I  would.  And,  besides,  I'm  eleven,  I  am. 
You  ought  to  hear  the  stories  I  can  make  up  out  o' 
my  own  head,  all  myself.  I  writ  a  book  once,  I  did. 
An'  I  was  a  regular  marvel  at  school.  Eveiybody 
said  so ! " 

"  I  know  you  was,"  said  Carrie  humbly. 
"Well  then,"  he  cried,  "why  ain't  you  proud  o' 
me?" 

"  I  don't  know  why  it  is,"  she  said  miserably,  "  but 
I  ain't." 
It  seems  to  us  that  Tony  and  Carrie  would  have  talked — 
are  talking  to-day— just  Uke  that.  And  in  many  other 
places  one  is  persuaded  that  the  author  knows  his  subject 
and  is  faithfully  presenting  it,  even  if  we  are  not  certain 
of  the  necessity  or  importance  of  the  presentation. 

Ten  coloured  lithographs  by  the  Beggarstaff  Brothers 
"  illustrate  "   the  book.     Some  are  strikingly  good  ;  others 
are    nothing.       We    reproduce    "  Tony's    Fyanky,"    or 
fiancee. 


for  those  who  are  not  the  author's  countrymen — written 
more  to  show  what  Hungary  is  like  than  to  tell  a  tale. 


At  Home  and  Abroad. 

An  Hungarian  Nabob.     By  Maurus  Jokai.     Translated  by 
E.  Nisbet  Bain.     (Jarrold.     6s.) 

Rodman    the    Boatdeerer,   and   Other   Stories.      By    Louis 

Becke.     (Fisher  Unwin.     63.) 
TuE  ends   of   the    earth   are    ransacked    for   the    enter- 
tainment of   the  British  reader  of  novels.     Witness  the 
two  books  before  us,  taken  as  they  stood  on  the  shelf, 
including  a  translated  Hungarian  romance,  and  a  sheaf  of 
South  Sea  island  tales.     Maurus  Jokai  is  a  writer  who 
appears  to  impress  his  translators,   and,  not  least  of  all, 
Mr.    Nisbet   Bain,    very   considerably.     We    cannot    say 
that  An  Hungarian  Nabob,  although  a  "national  classic," 
helps  us  very  much  to  understand  this  fascination.  Regarded 
merely  as  a  series  of  scenes  of  Hungarian  country   life, 
it  is  exceedingly  interesting.      The  writing   is  vigorous, 
picturesque,  and  full  of  humour.     But  we  cannot  bring 
ourselves  to  take  it  seriously  as  a  great  work  of  art,  or 
to  class  it,  as  we  observe  from  the  publisher's  advertise- 
ments that  other  novels  of  his  have  been  classed  by  other 
reviewers,     with    the     masterpieces    of    Fielding,    Scott, 
Dickons,    Thackeray,  Molicre,  and  the  older  Dumas.     In 
the  first  jjlace,   there  is  a  great  deal  too  much  padding. 
Mr.  Nisbet  Bain  tells  us  that  he  has  "taken  the  liberty 
to  cut  out  a  good  third  of  the  original  work,"  as  he  is 
strongly  of  opinion  that  the  tale  "  suffered  from  an  excess 
of  episode."     Well,    it  was  a  liberty   on  the   part  of   a 
translator,  and,  moreover,  the  tale  sufEers  from  an  excess 
of  episode  still.     It  gives  one  the  effect  of  a  book  written 


Maueus  Jokai. 

And,  secondly,  we  cannot  bring  ourselves  to  regard  either 
of  the  two  principal  characters — the  Nabob,  John  Karpathy 
himseK,  and  his  good-for-nothing  nephew,  AbeUino 
Kariiathy — as  in  the  least  convincing.  The  sudden 
conversion  to  respectability  of  the  riotous  old  debauchee  is 
untrue  to  life,  and  his  marriage  with  the  girl  Fanny 
Meyer,  to  save  her  from  Abellino  and  spite  his  hopes  of 
inheritance,  does  not  please  us  as  a  denouement.  There 
is  any  amoimt  of  native  power  in  An  Hungarian  Nabob, 
but  the  art  of  it  is  childish  and  barbaric. 

The  case  of  Mr.  Louis  Becke  is  otherwise.  Here  the 
barbarism  is  in  the  subject :  the  art  is  quite  trained  and 
self-conscious.  Mr.  Becke  knows  his  Western  Pacific 
well,  and  the  curious  hybrid  life  of  natives  and  half-castes, 
and  traders  and  derelict  whites,  that  haunts  the  shores  of  its 
fringed  islands.  And  he  tells  his  stories  simply  and 
incisively,  with  an  eye  to  the  occasional  touches  of 
humanity  and  pathos  which  may  serve  to  lighten  up  his 
rather  sanguinary  material.  Tlie  fault  of  the  book  is,  no 
doubt,  that  it  wears  a  little  thin.  The  types  of  character 
used,  and  probablj',  for  that  matter,  available,  are  limited 
in  number,  and  the  sort  of  things  which  happen  to  them, 
mostly  murders,  are  somewhat  limited  also.  The  result  is 
that  some  of  the  motives  are  repeated,  and  some  of  the 
stories  have  to  do  without  motives.  If  they  were  all  as 
good   as    "The   Escapee"  we  sliould  not  grumble. 
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The  Contributors'   Playground. 


[Contributions  for  TlWE  Contributors' Plaiokound  mvil  J* 
signed,  and  should  not  exceed  800  toords.'] 


Wag^ner  and  Vegetables. 

A  Lirri.E  while  ago  wo  were  fortunate  enough  to  slip 
into  inaccuracy  with  regard  to  a  forthcoming  book  by 
Mr.  Bernard  Shaw.  The  mistake  has  brought  us  the 
following  diverting  chapter  of  autobiography  : 

"I  see  you  have  been  announcing  a  book  by  me  entitled 
The  Complete  Wagnerite.  This  is  an  error ;  you  are 
thinking  of  an  author  named  Izaak  Walton.  The  book, 
which  is  a  work  of  great  merit,  oven  for  me,  is  called 
The  Perfect  Wat/iierite,  and  is  an  exposition  of  the 
philosophy  of  '  Dor  King  dos  Nibolungen.'  It  is  a 
G.  B.  eSenco  of  modern  Anarchism,  or  Neo-Protes- 
tantism.  Tlxis  lucid  descriiition  speaks  for  itself.  As  it 
has  been  written  on  what  the  whole  modical  faculty  and 
all  the  bystanders  declare  to  be  my  deathbed,  it  is 
naturally  rather  a  book  of  devotion  than  one  of  those 
vain  brilliancies  which  I  was  wont  to  give  off  in  the  days 
of  my  health  and  strength. 

"  My  situation  is  a  solemn  one.  Life  is  offered  to  me  on 
condition  of  eating  beefsteaks.  My  weeping  family  crowd 
about  me  with  Bovril  and  Brand's  Essence.  But  death 
is  better  than  cannibalism  (not  to  mention  that  I 
would  not  change  my  hat,  much 
less  my  diet,  on  the  evi- 
dence). I  know  now  that  I  am 
mortal,  which,  in  my  Saturday 
Jiecieic-mg  days,  I  had  come  to 
doubt.  My  will  contains  directions 
for  my  funeral,  which  will  bo 
followed,  not  by  mourning  coaches, 
but  by  herds  of  oxen,  sheep, 
swine,  tlocks  of  poultry,  and  a  small 
travelling  aquarium  of  live  fish,  all 
wearing  white  scarves  in  honour 
to  the  man  who  perished  rather  than 
eat  his  fellow-creatures.  It  will 
be,  with  the  single  exception  of 
Noah's  Ark,  the  most  remarkable 
thing  of  the  kind  yet  seen. 

"  I  send  you  a  snapshot  of  myself 
as  an  invalid,  taking  a  little  arti- 
choke soup  in  the  intervals  of 
composing  The  Perfect  Wagnerite. 
You  will  see  the  seriousness  of 
the  dying  vegetarian's  conversation 
reflected  in  the  sympathetic  com), 
tenance  of  his  nurse. 


"  Should  we  never  meet  again,  my  denr  Editor,  farawoD ; 
and  forswear  sack  and  sausageii. 

"  O.  Bkrxarii  Shaw. 

"PS. — I  liave  just  Hprainod  my  unklo  in  trying  to 
master  the  art  of  bicycling  on  one  foot.  This,  with  two 
operations  and  a  fail  d(jwn8tiiirB,  inv<ilving  a  ))roken  arm, 
is  my  season's  record  so  far,  leaving  nie  in  exoUant 
general  condition.  And  yet  they  tell  me  a  vegeterimn 
can't  recuperate  I " 


Mad  Macbeth. 

A  UBNTLEMAN-  who  describes  himself,  too  modestly 
as  "a  humble  student  of  contemporary  acting,' 
rebukes,  in  your  columns,  Mr.  Forbes  Kobertson's 
delivery  of  the  tine  "  She  should  have  died  here- 
after .  .  ."  But  does  he  not  a  little  evade  the  con- 
sideration of  this  as  a  part  of  the  actor's  entire  conception? 
There  is,  presumably,  no  doubt  that  Shakespeare's  thane, 
in  the  last  acts,  is  mad.  His  feverish  blooilthirstiness,  his 
passionate  avowal  that  nothing  must  stand  in  his  way,  mark 
the  advent  of  acute  mania,  and  lea<l  up  naturally  to  the 
vehement  rant  with  which  he  rushes  to  death.  His 
disease  is  what  .specialists  call  megalomania,  "  a  vaulting 
ambition  that  o'erlcaps  itself  and  falls  "  into  the  gulf  of 
utter  insanity.  'Hx.  Ilobortson,  aware  that  madness  is 
a  progressive  disease,  allows  you  to  witness  its  prog^ress 
It  has  already  begun  when  Lady  Macbeth  receives  and 
leads  him  into  the  red  glow  from  the  fireplace,  suffusing 
his  figure  with  the  same  "total  gules"  that,  a  moment 
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before,  as  she  mused  on  tho  sanguinary  purpose  already 
mooted  between  them,  she  had  tillowed  to  bathe  her  own 
hands  blood-red,  a  daring  piece  of  acted  symbolism. 
Macbeth's  restless  glance,  'lere,  his  iU-co-ordinated  move- 
ments (the  "  staggering  "  complained  of  by  Mr.  Hankin), 
and  his  hesitanting  enunciation,  all  mark  the  actor's  intent, 
amply  justified  in  the  "  book."  Already  Lady  Macbeth 
fears  for  his  reason  (see  the  text ) :  already  the  sleepless- 
ness, denounced  in  his  hallucination  at  the  time  of  the 
regicide,  has  commenced ;  of  course  this  is  often  an  early 
sym2)tom.  But  he  is  not  mad  yet :  he  can  nerve  himself 
to  an  occasion  which  prostrates  his  wife,  as  when  the  crowd 
has  to  be  faced  on  the  discovery  of  the  murder.  But  later, 
■when  she  is  dead,  it  is  the  strength  of  mania  that  supports 
him  ;  he  is  too  mad  now  to  be  shaken  by  even  that  supreme 
agony.  This  is  what  Mr.  Eobertson's  performance 
suggests  to  an  onlooker  who  brought  awaj'  no  perplexity 
except  that  of  determining  whether  this,  or  Mrs.  Campbell's 
truly  original  conception  of  a  Lady  Macbeth  who  rules 
her  husband   by   sheer  scorn,    was   the   finer    and   more 

imaginative. 

T.  Baron  Eussell. 


The   Minor  Poet. 

(With  acknowledgments  to  Mr.  Kipling.) 

I  WENT  into  a  publisher's  as  woeful  as  a  hearse, 

The  publisher  he  ups  and  says,  "  Why  irill  you  chaps  write 

verse  '■!  " 
The  girl  behind  the  Remington  she  tittered  fit  to  die, 
I  outs  into  tbe  street  again  and  to  myself  says  I : 

O  it's  vers<'s  this,  and  verses  that,  and  writing  'em  is  wrong  ; 

But  it's  "  special  type  and  vellum  "  when  you  hit  on  some- 
thing strong, 

You  hit  on  something  strong,  my  boys,  you  hit  on  something 
strong, 

O  it's  "  signed  large  paper  copies,"  when  you  hit  on  some- 
thing strong. 

I  calls  upon  an  editor — a  very  nice  young  man — 
Says  he,  "  Send  in  your  stanzas  and  we'll  use  'em  if  we  can"  : 
Of  course  I  sends  'em  to  him  in  the  usual  bloomiu'  way, 
Of  course  he  keeps  and  keeps  'em,  and  he's  got  'em  to  this 
day! 

And  it's  verses  this,  and  verses  that,  and  verses  for  to  burn ; 
But  they  set  'em  up  in  pica  when  the  tide  begins  to  turn, 
The  tide  begins  to  turn,  my  boys,  the  tide  begins  to  turn, 
O  it's  "Two-twelve-six  a  sonnet"  when  the  tide  begins  to 
turn. 

I  prints  a  little  book  and  puts  it  round  like,  for  review, 
Which — when  you  come  to  think  of  it — 's  the  proper  thing 

to  do : 
"  We  have  upon  our  table  Mr.  Blanky's  Leares  that  Full," 
And  "Another  httle  ship   of   song!     Wants  ballast," — that 
was  all. 
And  it's  verses  this,  and  verses  that,  and  a  par  to  say  you've 

sinned  ; 
But  it's  fiue  fat  full-page  notice  when  you  hit  'em  in  the 

wind, 
You  hit  'em  in  the  wiud,  my  boys,  you  hit  'em  in  the  wind, 
You're  a  'owliu',  'eavenly  Milton,  when  you  hit  'em  in  the 
wiud. 


We  aint  no  'eavenly  Miltous,  nor  we  aint  no  idiots  too, 

But  plodding  men  with  "famblies,"  and  a  pile  to  make,  like 

you; 
And  all  the  time  you  see  us  down-at-heel  and  looking  weak 
We're  a-casting  of  our  bread  upon  the  waters,  so  to  speak  : 

For  it's  verses  this,  and  verses  that,  and  things  run  pretty 

rough. 
But  there's  bullion  in  verses  if  you  only  write  the  stuff, 
If  you  only  write  the  stuff,  my  boys,  if  you  only  write  the 

stuff, 
O  it's  yachts  and  rows  of  houses  if  you  only  write  the  stuff. 

T.  W.  H.  CuosLAXii. 


Theophile  Gautier. 

TiiEOPHiLE  Gautier  was  a  wonderful  prose  writer  and  a 
second-rate  poet :  stiU  he  has  rhymed  things  that  deserve 
to  live,  as,  for  instance,  his  Comedie  de  la  Mort,  as  genuine  in 
conception  as  it  is  clever  in  execution.  Among  his  minor 
lyrics,  permit  me  to  bring  under  your  notice  the  following 
graceful  stanzas : 

La  lune  de  ses  mains  distraites 
A  laisse  choir,  du  haut  de  I'air, 
Son  grand  eventail  a  paillettes 
Sur  le  bleu  tapis  de  la  mer. 

Pour  le  ravoir  elle  se  penche 
Et  tend  son  beau  bras  argente, 
Mais  I'eventail  fuit  sa  main  blanche 
Par  le  flot  mouvant  emporle. 

Au  gouffre  amer  pour  te  le  rendre, 
Lune,  j'irais  bien  me  jeter. 
Si  tu  voulais  du  cicl  descendre, 
Au  ciel  si  je  pouvais  monter  I 

It  is  hardly  fair  to  judge  Gautier  by  his  Emaux  et 
Camces  (see  Academy,  October  1),  a  product  of  his 
declining  talent  and  spoiled  bj'  subsequent  insertions 
of  worthless  pieces.  Whoever  wishes  to  enjoy  "  Thoo  " 
at  his  best  should  read  his  little  dramatic  "Mystery" 
called  Une  Zarvie  du  Diahle,  which  reminds  one  of  the 
opening  scene  in  "Faust,"  and  yet  is  no  imitation  but 
thoroughly  original  in  purpose. 

Thojias  Delta. 


Things  Seen. 

Home. 

The  Grenadiers  were  to  march  down  the  sloping  carriage- 
way that  leads  from  Waterloo  Station  into  the  York-road. 
The  crowd  was  a  dinner-hour  crowd  breaking  its  leave. 
Two  men  drove  up  in  a  coal-cart,  their  eyes  alight  with 
sudden  hope,  and  it  was  "  a  tanner  for  the  grand  stand." 
Men  clambered  up  the  wheels.  Two  women  were  hoisted 
up  like  bales,  and  laughed  incontinently  when  the  thing 
was  done.  A  eostermonger  was  piling  patriots  on  his 
barrow  at  sixpence  apiece.  A  rash  f oUow  pierced  the  crowd 
with  a  school-bench,  and  when  it  stopped  a  dozen  men  rose 
on  it,  swaying  above  the  angry  heads.  A  woman  staggered 
by,  clasping  a  broken  orange-box  that  had  failed  as  a  plat- 
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form,  but  must  be  saved  aa  firewood.  Up  above,  on  the 
irrn  liridge,  the  railway  men  waited,  their  handa  and  faces 
pre firg  through  the  network  of  croaa-treea.  Suddenly  the 
music  crnclied  out,  and  the  crowd  leapt  forward  like  steel 
to  the  magnet.  Bayonets,  helmets,  faces,  bayonets,  flags — 
they  parsed  ;  .nnd  a  roar  answered  the  (cir,  rote,  row  of  the 
drums.  The  air  (jui>ered.  Thon  a  grey  man  emerged, 
lighting  his  pipe,  and  f aid,  "  Khaki  costume  be  blowed, 
they're  in  red,  and  I'm  blest  if  the  orficers'  clothes  aren't 
seedier  than  the  men's.     Wot's  the  time  ?  " 


Desolation. 

Little  coils  of  blue  smoke  rose  from  the  burning  rubbish 
and  thinned  as  they  went.  Away  to  the  left  I  could  pick 
out  the  semaphores  of  the  Great  Eastern  Railway,  and 
soni(>  tall  chimneys  rising  into  the  clearer  air  led  the  eye 
to  factories  and  engineering  works.  The  ground  was  a 
shameless  litter  of  old  boots,  old  hats,  old  bottles,  old  meat 
tins,  old  pails  and  scuttles,  old  utensils  of  many  kinds. 
Some  of  the  rubbish  had  been  sorted,  so  that  in  one  place 
rusty  tins  lay  together,  and  in  another  the  green  refuse 
from  Stratford  Market  had  been  dumped.  I  was  on 
London's  rubbish  lieap  ;  and  if  irony  were  needed  to  bite 
the  scene  into  my  memory,  it  was  there.  For,  lo!  a  white 
patch  of  children's  exercise  books,  brought  thither,  as  I 
guessed,  from  some  near  Board  School.  The  children's 
names  were  yet  upon  them ;  and  one  little  book,  whose 
leaves  were  being  turned  by  the  tainted  breeze,  showed 
mo,  in  a  child's  large  hand,  again  and  again,  and  always, 
the  sentence  :   "  Consider  the  lilies." 


The  Old  Girl. 

WiLLi'M  the  gamekeeper  is  vast.  His  form  has  generous 
curves,  the  pockets  of  his  velveteen  coat  bulge  roundly, 
his  hands  are  thick  and  broad,  his  red-spotted  hand- 
kerchief measures  a  square  yard,  his  fat  cheeks  fade  away 
iuto  white  whiskers,  the  white  whiskers  are  absorbed  into 
the  atmosphere.  The  whole  man  is  huge,  rotund, 
elemental,  like  the  swelling  grass  downs  under  which  he 
dwells. 

So  familiar  is  he  with  sun  and  dew,  rain  and  wind,  so 
intimate  with  birds  and  boasts  and  woodland  and  meadow 
life,  so  near  to  the  heart  of  things,  that  he  has  come  to 
think  of  the  agglomeration  of  natural  phenomena  as  a 
conscious  breathing  entity.  "  Good  morning,"  I  cry,  as, 
swinging  along  the  road  when  the  day  is  still  young,  I 
pass  Willum  at  his  door-post  puffing  his  clay  pipe. 
"  Mornin',"  he  replies,  and  then  with  a  wave  of  the  stem 
which  takes  in  sun  and  fields,  clouds  and  trees,  the  fowls 
pecking  under  the  hedge,  the  pigs  in  the  sty,  the  long  switch- 
back line  of  green  hills,  the  rooks  tumbling  in  the  breeze 
above  the  rookery,  he  adds,  "  The  old  girl's  in  rare  fettle 
to-day." 


At  another  time  I  may,  blundering  through  the 
drizzle,  chance  on  Willum  setting  a  jay  trap  in  one  of  hia 
preserves  (for  I  aui  a  chartered  treapaaaer).  And  then, 
jerking  his  thumb  testily  and  comprehenaiTely  at  every- 
thing, he  may  remark,  "  Dang  the  old  frump !  Got  the 
tantrums,  I  reckon." 

I  remember  in  particular  a  November  morning.  A  mist 
clung  to  the  earth  and  there  was  not  a  whiHi>er  of  wind : 
growth  and  decay  were  alike  auapended.  Willum  Kt<io<l 
by  his  door  awaiting  a  shooting  party.  "  Ijo«k  at  her 
to-day,"  he  said,  "holdmg  her  breath  and  plotting 
devilry."     That  night  we  had  a  hurricane. 


The    Golden    Age. 

"  Talking  of  bathing,"  said  the  Captain,  "  I  remember, 
years  and  years  ago,  when  I  waa  apprentice,  we  wa« 
lying  at  Sarawak.  Every  morning  me  and  Fre<l  Wynn — 
he  was  the  other  apprentice — we  had  to  go  a  matter  of  a 
mile  or  so  tlirough  the  woods  to  fet(;h  water.  We  carried 
the  beaker  Chinese  fashion,  slung  to  a  pole  acroet  our 
shoulders.  Well,  the  first  morning  as  we  drew  up  to  the 
spring — just  a  little  basin  of  rock  with  the  water  running 
into  it ;  beautiful  water  it  was,  clear  aa  crystal,  and  cold, 
cold  as  ice — as  we  drew  up  to  the  spring,  there  was  a  lot 
of  Malay  girls  standing  round.  Girls  maybe  of  fifteen  or 
so — that's  to  say  about  our  own  age — and  fifteen's  a 
woman  in  those  hot  parts.  They'd  been  batliing,  and  cue 
was  in  the  water  when  we  hove  in  sight,  and  as  naked 
as  my  hand,  all  of  'em,  except  for  a  little  cheroie  thing. 
Fred  was  for  stopping,  but  I  said,  '  Come  along,  I  mean 
to  have  a  bathe.'  Well,  the  girls  atood  by  laughing 
among  themselves,  and  just  aa  I  waa — in  a  pair  of 
trousers  and  a  singlet — I  jumped  in,  splash  !  liord, 
it  nearly  cut  me  in  two,  it  waa  that  cold.  You 
wouldn't  believe  how  cold  it  was  I  But  we  always 
went  in  everj-  morning,  naked  if  we  were  alone,  or  just 
aa  we  were  if  the  g^rls  were  there.  But,  bless  you,  they 
wouldn't  have  minded  any  way. 

"  After  a  time  we  got  quite  chummy :  used  to  run  races 
with  them.  I  thought  I  could  run  in  those  days  :  I  was 
reckoned  pretty  fast.  But,  bless  you,  those  girls  'Id  gather 
up  their  little  chemie  things  round  their  waists  with  one 
hand  and  run  like  a  good-fellow.  Me  and  Fred  wasn't 
nowhere. 

"  And  afterwards  we'd  sling  their  water  jugs  on  the  pole 
along  with  our  beaker,  and  two  or  three  girls  would  hang 
on  each  end,  and  we'd  carry  'em  along  to  just  outside  the 
village,  kiss  'em  good-bye  all  round,  and  then  make  all 
sail  for  the  ship. 

"  Ah !  "  added  the  Captain,  "  they  were  good  times." 


"Spontaneity,  the  most  attractive  of  all  the  charms  of 
human  speech,  is  usually  the  first  to  resent  the  imprison- 
ment of  print." — Mr.  Birrell,  in  hi*  Memoir  of  Sir  fVank 
Lockwood. 
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XXXIX.— Mr.  Joseph  Conrad. 

The  sun  rises  and  sets  through  all  the  wonderful  ages  on  a 
prosaic  and  a  commonplace  spectacle :  the  every-day  world. 
To  men  busied  in  their  little  crowd's  concerns,  struggling 
to  best  others,  the  daily  life  is  seen  in  the  morning  light 
as  a  succession  of  hard  facts  to  be  squared,  suffered,  or 
ameliorated,  a  life  of  well-known  surfaces  and  confused 
depths,  with  odd  varieties  of  sensation  stringing  it,  and 
the  necessity  for  action  always  hurrying  the  crowd  past 
self-realisation  and  deep  perception.  And  in  the  midst  of 
this  light- of -day,  solid  world  of  matter-of-fact  appearances 
and  startling  confusions  occasionally  comes  a  glimpse  of  a 


Mr. 


ll{uitsdl  i('  SonSf  ['hotogrfiphfrs, 

Joseph  Conkad. 


mysterious  world  behind  the  apparent,  a  shattering  of  the 
human  surfaces  that  death  or  love  perchance  brings 
us ;  but  the  revelation  passes,  and  the  tide  of  events, 
people,  circumstances,  rolls  on  again  mechanically,  and  as 
shockingly  natural  as  faces  crowd  upon  us  in  the  streets 
of  our  inevitable  and  ridiculous  civilisation. 

And  so  with  life  everywhere.  A  generation  passes 
away,  to  the  last  man  ;  and  to  the  immense  new  concourse 
of  people  that  throngs  the  old  streets,  the  old  fields,  the 
daily  trivial  round  appears  to  have  always  been  cast  for 
them,  to  be  always  going  to  be  theirs.  But  each  genera- 
tion, because  it  lives  on  surfaces  and  is  so  duU  in  its  imag- 
ination, so  harassed  by  work,  so  desperate  or  so  contented 
in  its  environment,  has  always  a  baffled  feeling  that  if  it 
could  but  get  a  connected  view  of  itself  life  would  be 
illumined.     And  alwaj's  the  generation  looks  round  for 


the  men  who  are  articulate,  and  passing  by  the  orators, 
preachers,  politicians,  recognises  that  in  so  far  as  the 
past  generations  have  been  illumined  it  is  through  the 
work  of  the  artists. 

Whenever  the  artists  are  absent  —  in  enormous 
tracts  of  life,  that  is  —  human  nature  appears  to 
the  imagination  absolutely  uncanny  and  ghost-like.  But 
wherever  the  artist  has  been  there  the  life  of  man  appears 
suddenly  natural  and  comprehensible.  When  we  think 
of  Romanised  Britain  our  imagination  becomes  as  a  blank 
wall  with  a  few  historical  facts  staring  at  us  from  it. 
But  in  Eome  under  the  Ceesars  human  life  is  as  fresh 
and  actual  to  us  as  in  London  to-day ;  we  see  and  hear  the 
people  going  down  the  street,  the  world  of  Horace, 
Juvenal,  CatuUus.  The  appearance  of  the  artist  makes  an 
astonishing  difference.  Was  it  not  yesterday  that  one 
of  them  appeared,  and  Anglo-Indian  life  started  up 
coherent  out  of  the  huge  mass  of  historical  facts,  statistics, 
and  home  letters  that  had  stood  for  India  in  the  British 
imagination  ?  Individual  life  in  general  is  an  ego  asserting 
itself  in  a  chaos  of  experiences,  and  the  man  of  the  world 
who  (touching  spectacle!)  fails  to  grasp  the  nature  of  his 
wife  and  misunderstands  his  own  children,  is  seen  holding 
fast  by  his  Thackeray  and  his  Dickens,  creators  who 
have  resolved  his  world  and  made  it  less  imcanny  to 
him.  To  mention  these  two  names  is  forthwith  to 
see  two  lamps  shining  in  the  strange  darkness  of  the 
unexplored  oceans  of  humanity.  The  darkness  of  human 
nature  is  really  everywhere,  the  commonplace  darkness, 
and  the  lights  are  very  few  ;  and  so  the  least  unintelligent 
of  us  cluster  round  the  artists'  lamps. 

In  the  unillumined  tracts  of  swarming  life  the  artist 
suddenly  appears,  unexpected,  and  never  to  be  foreseen. 
Tliey  come,  the  artists,  and  they  are  always  welcome  (the 
impostors  are  always  welcomed  by  humanity,  but  they  can 
never  stay) ;  they  come  to  us,  and  each  brings  along 
with  him  new  worlds,  spiritual,  powerful,  or  complex, 
brutal  or  subtle,  the  worlds  that  have  come  to  them  through 
contact  with  the  old  prosaic  spectacle  of  the  everyda}' 
world  They  come,  and  at  the  first  word  from  them  we 
know  that  that  strange  new  world  lives  and  dies  with  that 
individual  artist.  And  always  we  realise  how  unillumined 
that  particular  tract  of  life,  stretching  before  us,  was 
before  we  heard  coming  from  it  the  artist's  voice. 

So  with  the  work  of  all  true  artists,  and  so  with  the 
work  of  Joseph  Conrad.  The  unexpected  has  happened, 
and  the  artist  has  appeared  where  he  was  least  looked  for. 
From  the  far  away,  material,  jumbled  world  of  seamen, 
from  the  strange  places  of  the  earth  where  the  emphatic, 
hardfisted,  cautious  men  of  action  "  civili.se  "  and  subjugate 
alien  races,  from  the  forecastle  and  the  Eastern  ports  and 
the  high  seas,  suddenly  springs  this  artist's  living  world  of 
men  and  shadows,  of  passions,  shapes,  and  colours,  swiftly 
arranging  itself  in  meaning  outline.  The  artist  has 
spoken  :  a  new  world  finds  a  voice ;  and  we  understand. 
The  blank  solid  wall  of  the  familiar,  the  strange  world  of 
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new  and  old  that  fronts  the  puzzled  sensations  of  those 
peojile  far  away,  has  melted  away  before  this  artist, 
and  he  has  seen  in  everything  the  significant  fact,  he  ha« 
f  oen  and  sliown  us  the  way  that  that  man  spoko  or  this  wave 
curled  before  breaking.  It  is  always  what  the  artist  ttti 
that  defines  his  (quality ;  and  whether  he  can  connect  this 
tangible  world  with  the  vast  unseen  ocean  of  life  around 
him,  tliat  detennines  whether  ho  is  a  poet.  Mr. 
Conra<l  has  seen  the  life  that  lias  been  given  to  few  poets 
to  behold,  and  to  no  other  artist  to  recreate.  Of  necessity, 
tlie  civilisations  that  rear  and  nurture  the  artist  keep  him 
bound  close  to  them,  and  rarely  send  him  into  the  great 
world  waiting  outside ;  but  Mr.  Conrad's  fortune  it  has 
been  early  to  leave  his  country  and  his  civilisation,  and  to 
sail  in  English  ships  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  There  are 
illimitable  worlds,  all  the  inarticulate  oceans  of  life,  waiting 
for  the  poet,  but  the  poet  rarely  comes.  Mr.  Conrad  has 
lived  intimately,  familiarly  the  sailor's  life  ho  describes, 
and  hebrings  us  from  its  monotony,  its  routine,  its  hardships, 
and  its  vast  strangeness,  a  world  of  beauty  intensely  real, 
intensely  delicate.     He  has  seen. 

What   is   the   quality    of    his    art  ?      Tlie    quality    of 

Mr.      Conrad's      art      is      seen       in      his       faculty     of 

making  us  perceive  men's  lives  in  their  natural  rolation 

to  tlio  seen  universe  around  thorn ;  his  men  are  a  part  of 

the  great  world  of  Nature,  and  the   sea,    land   and   sky 

around  thom   are   not   drawn  as  a  more  background,  or 

as  something  inferior  and  secondary  to  the  human  will,  as  we 

have  in  most  artists'  work.     This  faculty  of  seeing  man's 

life  in  relation  to  the  seen  and  unseen  forces  of  Nature 

it  is  tliat  gives  Mr.  Conrad's  art  its  fxtreme  delicacy  and 

its  great  breadth  of  vision.     It  is  pre-eminently  the  poet's 

g^ft,  and  is  very  rarely  conjoined  with  insight  into  human 

nature  and  a  power  of  conceiving  character.     When  the 

two  gifts  come  together  we  have  the  poetic  realism  of  the 

great  Eussian  novels.     Mr.  Conrad's  art  is  truly  realism 

of   that   high   order.     The   Nigger  of  the    "  Narcissus "   is 

a  masterpiece — not  merely  because  the  whole  illusion  of  the 

sailor's  life  is  rejiroduced  before  our  eyes,  with  the  crew's 

individual  and  collective  attitude  towards  one  another  and 

their  officers,  with  the  daily  round  of  hardship,  peril,  love 

for  tlieir  ship ;  but  because  the  ship  is  seen  as  a  separate 

thing  of  life,  with  a  past  and  a  destiny,  floating  in  the 

midst  of  tlie  immense  mysterious  universe  around  it ;  and 

the  whole  shifting  atmosphere  of  the  sea,  the  horizon,  the 

heavens,  is  felt  by  the  senses  as  mysteriously  near  us,  yet 

mysteriously  aloof  from  the  human  life  battling  against  it. 

To  reproduce  life  naturally,  in  its  close  fidelity  to  breathing 

nature,  yet  to  interpret  its  significance,  and  to  make  us  see 

the  great  universe  around — art  cannot   go   beyond   this, 

except  to  introduce  the  illusion  of  inevitability. 

We  find  life's  daily  neces.sity  in  Mr.  Conrad's  art,  we  find 
actuality,  charm,  magic ;  and  to  demand  inevitability  from 
it  is  perhaps  like  asking  for  inevitability  from  Chopin's 
music.  For  Mr.  Conrad's  art,  in  its  essence,  reminds  us  much 
of  his  coiiipatriot's^t  is  a  very  delicate,  not  a  powerfid 
instrument.     There  is  a  story,  "  The  Lagoon  "  in  the  Tales 


of  Unrtit,  which  flows  out  of  ititelf  in  aubtle  cadenos,  in 
rise  and  flow  and  fall  of  emotion,  juat  aa  you  may  ha*r 
Kmafa  delicate  muaic  rise  and  aweep  and  flow  from  the 
violin.  For  occaHionally  the  author'a  intenae  fidelity  to  the 
life  he  haa  observed  seema  to  melt  and  fade  away  in  a 
lyrical  impulse,  tlie  hard  thinga  of  actual  life  die  and  are 
lost  in  a  song  of  beauty,  just  aa  the  night  comes  to  over- 
whelm the  hard  edges  of  the  day. 

Ho  much  goes  to  make  up  the  world  of  the  Outratt  of  thf 
Islands,  the  TaU*  of  Unrest,  and  The  Nigger  of  the  "Narcium," 
that  wo  have  no  time  for  dwelling  on  the  author'a  gifts 
of  irony,  as  shown  in  An  Outpost  of  ProgrtM  ; 
characterisation,  as  in  "Babalatchi"  and  "  Ma<lame 
Levaille";  humour,  as  in  the  crow  of  the  "NarciHsus"; 
feminine  insight,  as  in  "Aissa"  and  "The  Return";  and  hia 
particular  g^ft  of  flashing  a  scene  or  episode  upim  us  in  a 
dozen  lines.  His  power  of  making  us  ue  a  constant 
succession  of  changing  pictures  is  what  dominates  the 
reader  and  leaves  him  no  possible  way  of  escaping  from 
the  author's  subtle  and  vivid  world.  He  throws  a  mirage 
magically  before  you ;  he  enmeshes  your  senses,  you 
are  in  his  universe,  you  accept  it  all. 

Some  talents  in  their  character  seem  to  come  to  us 
from  the  North,  others  are  of  the  South ;  but  Mr. 
Conrad's  art  seems  to  be  on  the  line  that  divides  East 
and  West,  to  spring  naturally  from  the  country 
that  mingles  some  Eastern  blood  in  the  Slav's  veins — the 
Ukraine.  His  technique  is  modem  in  the  sense  that 
Flaubert  and  Turgenev  are  modem,  but  he  develops  at 
times  a  luxuriance,  and  to  English  people  an  extravagance, 
of  phrase  which  leads  us  towards  the  P^ast.  He  has  seen  ! 
The  artist  pur  sang  always  reveals  himself  by  his  in- 
corrigible love  of  beauty,  and  this  is  the  secret  of 
humanity's  love  for  the  artist  it  secretly  distrasts;  he 
always  shatters  the  hard  prosaic  surface  of  life,  he  always 
throws  the  light  of  beauty  into  the  commonplace  spectacle 
of  the  matter-of-fact  world. 

They  are  incorrigible,  these  artists;  they  juggle  with 
reality  till  they  make  life  yield  up  all  its  beauty  to 
them ;  they  are  impostors,  humanity  angrily  feels,  for 
why  should  they  have  deep  in  them  these  organic 
worlds  of  beauty  while  the  daily  life  stares  stonily, 
prosaically,  at  you  and  me?  Yes,  they  are  impostors, 
these  artists,  even  as  old  Nature,  the  only  thing  they 
love  in  their  hearts,  is  the  greatest  artist  and  impostor 
of  them  all.  For  she,  as  they,  deals  in  perpetual  illusions, 
perpetual  appearances,  dreams  and  shifting  phantasies, 
the  hope  and  vision  of  beauty;  she,  as  they,  creates 
dissolving  worlds,  fading  mirages  out  of  the  stuff  men  call 
reality,  out  of  the  earth  which  mothers  everything-  the 
good  and  the  bad.  Mr.  Conrad  is  an  artist  of  artists, 
his  love  is  for  Nature,  his  sure  instinct  is  for  beauty.  He 
has  brought  the  seen  universe  before  u.s,  he  has  interpreted 
it  through  tlie  vast  unseen  ocean  of  life  flowing  around 
us.  And  that  is  the  gift  of  only  those  who  are  bom  to 
sing  to  mankind — it  is  the  gift  of  only  the  true  poets. 
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The  Jug-gler  of  Notre  Dame. 

By  Anatole  France. 

I. 

Ix  the  days  of  King  Louis  there  lived  in  France  n  poor 
juggler,  a  native  of  Compiegne,  called  Barnaby,  who 
went  from  town  to  town  accomplishing  feats  of  strength 
and  skill. 

A.t  fair  time  he  spread  an  old,  worn-out  carpet  in  some 
public  place,  and  having  attracted  all  the  children  and 
saunterers  by  performing  the  agreeable  feats  he  had  learnt 
from  an  aged  juggler,  which  he  never  altered,  he  fel'^ 
into  attitudes  that  were  not  natural,  and  balanced  a  tin 
plate  on  his  nose. 

At  first  the  crowd  stared  at  him  with  indifference. 
But  whenever,  standing  on  his  hands,  with  his  head 
below,  he  flung  into  the  air  and  caught  again  with  his 
feet  six  copper  balls  that  gleamed  in  the  sunshine,  or 
whenever,  throwing  himself  back  tiU  the  nape  of  liis  neck 
touched  his  heels,  his  body  took  the  shape  of  a  perfect 
wheel,  and  he  juggled  in  this  posture  with  twelve  knives, 
a  murmur  of  admiration  rose  from  the  audience,  and 
pieces  of  money  rained  upon  the  carpet. 

Nevertheless,  like  most  who  exist  by  their  talents 
Barnaby  of  Compiegne  had  much  ado  to  live.  Earning 
his  bread  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow,  he  bore  more  than 
his  share  of  the  fault  of  our  father  Adam. 

He  was  not  able  to  work  as  often  as  he 
desired.  To  exhibit  his  finer  knowledge,  like  the  trees  to 
produce  flower  and  fruit,  he  needed  the  heat  of  the  sun 
and  the  light  of  day.  In  winter,  he  was  no  more  than  a 
tree  despoiled  of  its  foliage  and  half  dead.  The  frozen 
ground  was  hard  for  the  juggler.  And  like  the  grass- 
hopper that  Marie  of  France  speaks  of,  he  suffered  from 
cold  and  hunger  in  harsh  weather.  But  as  his  heart  was 
simple  he  took  misfortune  in  patient  part. 

He  had  never  reflected  upon  the  origin  of  wealth, 
or  the  inequality  of  human  conditions.  He  counted 
upon  this  :  that  if  this  world  be  evil,  the  other  could 
not  fall  to  be  good  ;  and  this  hope  sustained  him.  He  did 
not  imitate  the  thieving  and  miscreant  Merry  Andrews 
who  had  sold  their  souls  to  the  devil.  He  never  blasphemed 
the  name  of  God  ;  he  lived  honestly,  and  though  he  had 
no  wife  of  his  own,  he  did  not  covet  his  neighbour's,  because 
woman  is  the  strong  man's  enemy,  shown  in  the  story  of 
Samson,  which  is  related  in  Holy  Writ. 

In  truth,  his  mind  was  not  cast  upon  carnal  desires,  and 

he  found  it  harder  to  renounce  the  can  than  the  ladies. 

'      For  without  sinning  against   sobriety,   he  liked  to   drink 

when  the  weather  was  hot.      He  was  an  upright  man, 

fearing  God  and  most  devoted  to  the  Holy  Virgin. 

He  never  failed,  when  entering  a  church,  to  kneel  down 
before  the  image  of  the  Mother  of  God,  and  to  address 
her  this  prayer  :  "  Madam,  take  my  life  in  your  care  till 
it  pleases  God  that  I  should  die,  and  when  I  am  dead, 
iibtain  for  me  the  joys  of  Paradise," 


Now  it  befel  on  a  certain  evening,  after  a  day  of  rain, 
whilst  he  went  along,  sad  and  bent,  carrying  under  his 
arm  his  balls  and  knives  hidden  in  the  old  carjiet,  and 
looking  out  for  a  bam  in  which  to  lie  down  supperless,  he 
saw  upon  the  road  a  monk,  who  was  following  the  same 
path,  and  saluted  him  politely.  As  they  walked  together, 
they  fell  to  exchanging  remarks. 

"Comrade,"  said  the  monk,  "  how  comes  it  that  you 
are  apparelled  all  in  green  ?  Might  it  be  to  represent  the 
character  of  a  jester  in  some  Mystery  ?  " 

"  Not  so,  good  father,"  replied  Barnaby.  "  Such  as  you 
behold  me,  I  am.  They  call  me  Barnaby,  and  I  am  a  juggler 
by  trade.  It  would  be  the  finest  trade  in  the  world  if  one 
might  eat  by  it  every  day." 

"Friend  Barnaby,"  resumed  the  monk,  "have  a  heed 
of  what  you  say.  There  is  no  finer  state  than  the  monastic 
state.  In  it  you  celebrate  the  praises  of  God,  of  the  Virgin, 
and  the  saints,  and  the  life  of  a  monk  is  a  perpetual 
canticle  to  the  Lord." 

Barnaby  replied : 

"My  father,  I  confess  that  I  spoke  like  an  ignorant 
feUow.  Your  state  should  not  be  compared  with  mine,  and 
though  there  is  merit  in  dancing  and  holding  on  the  tip  of 
the  nose  a  farthing  balanced  on  a  stick,  such  a  merit  does 
not  approach  yours.  I  would  like,  my  father,  as  you  do, 
to  chant  the  office  every  day,  and  especially  the  office  of 
the  most  Holy  Virgin,  to  whom  I  have  vowed  a  particular 
devotion.  I  would  willingly  renounce  the  art  by  which  I 
am  known  from  Soissons  to  Beauvais,  in  more  than  six 
hundred  towns  and  villages,  to  embrace  the  monastic  life." 

The  monk  was  touched  by  the  juggler's  simplicity,  and 
as  he  was  not  wanting  in  discernment,  he  recognised  in 
Barnaby  one  of  those  men  of  goodwill  of  whom  our  Lord 
has  said  :  "  Let  peace  be  with  them  on  earth."  That  was 
why  he  thus  replied  : 

"  Friend  Barnaby,  come  with  me,  and  I  will  obtain  your 
admittance  into  the  convent  whose  prior  I  am.  He  who 
led  Mary  of  Egypt  into  the  desert  placed  me  on  your  road 
to  lead  you  to  the  path  of  salvation." 

It  was  thus  that  Barnaby  became  a  monk.  In  the 
convent  where  he  was  received  the  monks  celebrated 
emulously  the  worship  of  the  Holy  Virgin,  and  each  one 
used  in  her  service  all  the  knowledge  and  skilfulness  that 
God  had  endowed  him  with. 

The  prior,  for  his  part,  composed  books  that  treated, 
according  to  scholastical  rules,  of  the  virtues  of  the 
Mother  of  God. 

Brother  Maurice  copied  out  with  deft  hand  these 
treatises  on  leaves  of  vellum. 

Brother  Alexander  painted  them  round  with  dainty 
miniatures.  There  you  saw  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  seated 
on  the  throne  of  Solomon,  at  the  foot  of  which  watched 
four  lions ;  round  her  haloed  head  flew  seven  doves,  which 
are  the  seven  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost :  the  gifts  of  fear, 
piety,  science,  strength,  counsel,  intelligence,  and  wisdom. 
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Iler  companions  were  six  virgins  with  golden  hair : 
ITTumility,  Prudence,  Restraint,  Eespect,  Chastitj*,  and 
POhedifnoo. 

At  her  feet  were  ttro  little  white  naked  figures  in  an 
Ittitude  of  supplication.     These  were  the  souls  that  im- 
plored— and   of   a   surety   not   in  vain — her  all-powerful 
atercession  for  tlioir  salvation. 

On  another  page  Brother  Alexander  represented  Eve 
ondor  the  glance  of  Mary,  so  that  at  the  same  time  uian 
liould  observe  the  fault  and  its  redemption,  tlie  humiliated 
roman  and  the  exalted  virgin.  There  was  still  to  admire 
this  book  the  well  of  living  water,  the  fountain,  the 
Ely,  the  moon,  the  sun,  and  the  sealed  garden,  which  are 
poken  of  in  th<>  Canticle — the  Gate  of  Heaven  and  the 
Sty  of  God,  and  all  these  were  images  of  the  Virgin. 

Brother  Marbode  was  likewise  one  of  the  most  loving 
children  of  Mary.  I'nceasingly  he  carved  stone  images,  so 
that  his  board,  eyebrows,  and  hair  were  white  with  powder, 
and  his  eyes  wore  perpetually  swollen  and  tearful ;  but 
he  was  full  of  force  and  joy,  at  an  advanced  age,  and, 
visiblj-,  the  Queen  of  Paradise  protected  the  old  days 
of  her  child.  Marbode  represented  her  seated  in  a  chair, 
brow-bound  with  a  lialo  shaped  like  a  pearled  orb.  And 
he  was  cai-eful  tliat  the  folds  of  her  garment  shoidd  cover 
the  feet  of  her  of  whom  the  prophet  has  said :  "  My 
beloved  is  like  a  sealed  garden." 

At  times,  also,  he  represented  her  under  the  features  of 
a  child  full  of  g^ace,  and  she  seemed  to  say :  "  Lord,  thou 
art  ray  Lord  !  " — Di,n  de  ventra  mairis  meae  :  Beits  mens  es 
til"  (Psalm  x.xi.  11). 

There  were  also  in  the  convent  poets  who  composed 
hj'ums  in  Latin  in  honour  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 
and  mention  must  also  be  made  of  a  native  of  Picardy 
who  transposed  the  miracles  of  Notre  Dame  into  the 
vulgar  tongue  and  into  rhymed  verse. 

III. 

Seeixo  such  a  competition  of  praises  and  such  a  splendid 
harvest  of  work,  Bariiaby  lamented  his  ignorance  and  his 
simplicity. 

"Alas!  "  he  .sighed,  walking  alone  in  the  little  shadow- 
le.ss  convent  garden,  "lam  indeed  imfortunate  not  to  be 
able,  like  my  brothers,  to  jiraise  worthily  the  Holy  Mother 
of  God,  to  whom  I  have  vowed  all  the  tenderness  of  my 
heart.  Alas !  alas !  I  am  a  rough  and  artless  troature, 
and  I  have  at  your  service.  Madam  the  Virgin,  neither 
edifying  sermons,  nor  treatises  properly  divided,  according 
to  the  rules,  nor  dainty  paintings,  nor  statues  bcautifidly 
wrought,  nor  verses  measured  by  feet,  and  walking  in 
metre.     I  have  nothing,  alas !  " 

And  thus  he  moaned  and  abandoned  him.self  to  sorrow. 
One  evening,  wlien  the  monks  were  conversing  at  recrea- 
tion time,  he  heard  one  of  them  tell  the  tale  of  a  monk  who 
could  only  recite  the  Ave  Maria.  This  monk  was  despised 
for  his  ignorance ;  but  when  dead  there  sprang  from  his 
mouth  five  roses  in  honour  of  the  five  letters  of  the  name 
of  Mary,  and  in  this  way  his  sanctity  was  made  manifest. 


In  listening  to  tbia  story,  Bamaby  adniiml  again  the 
goodness  of  Mary ;  but  he  was  not  coniwilod  by  the 
i'xam])lo  of  this  happy  death,  for  his  heart  was  full  of  seal, 
and  h((  yearned  to  servo  his  lady  in  heaven. 

He  sought  the  means,  but  could  not  find  them,  and  each 
(lay  he  soiTowed  more  and  more. 

One  morning  ho  awoke  quite  joyous,  and  lushed  off  to 
tlie  chapel,  where  he  romainetl  alone  more  tlian  an  hour. 
Ho  returned  in  the  afternoon. 

From  tliat  moment  he  went  every  day  to  tlie  chapel  at 
tlie  hour  it  was  deserted,  and  there  he  passed  the  greater 
part  of  the  time  devoted  by  the  other  monks  to  the  liberal 
and  mechanical  arts.  Ho  was  no  longer  sad,  and  he  no 
longer  groaned. 

Such  singular  conduct  aroused  curiosity  in  the  monks. 
They  wondered  in  the  community  why  Brotlier  Bamaby 
made  such  frequent  retreats. 

The  prior,  whose  duty  it  was  to  be  aware  of  everj-- 
tliing  concerning  the  conduct  of  his  monks,  decided  to 
observe  Bamaby  in  his  solitude.  So  one  daj-,  when  the 
latter  was  shut  up,  as  usual,  in  the  chapel,  the  prior  came, 
accompanied  by  two  veterans  of  the  monastery,  to  observe, 
through  the  chinks  of  the  door,  what  was  going  on  inside. 
They  saw  Barnaby  in  front  of  the  altar  of  the  Holy 
Virgin,  his  head  below,  his  feet  in  the  air,  juggling  with 
six  copper  balls  and  twelve  knives.  In  honour  of  the 
Holy  Mother  of  God,  he  was  performing  the  tricks  that 
had  won  him  the  greatest  praise.  Net  understanding  that 
this  simple  creature  was  thus  placing  his  talent  and  liis 
knowledge  at  the  service  of  the  Holy  Virgin,  the  veterans 
cried  out  sacrilege. 

The  prior  knew  Bamaby  for  an  innocent  soul,  but  he 
believed  he  had  gone  mad.  They  were  all  three  preparing 
to  seize  him  and  drag  him  from  the  chapel,  when  they  saw 
the  Holy  Virgin  step  down  from  the  altar  and  wipe  away 
with  the  comer  of  her  blue  mantle  the  sweat  that  rolle<l 
from  the  juggler's  brow. 

Then  the  prior,  prostrating  himself,  with  his  face  upon 
the  flags,  said  these  words  : 

"  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall  see  (Jod  I  " 
"  Amen"  responded  the  veterans,  kissing  the  ground. 


Shelley  {a/ler  Moore). 

The  stars  may  dissolve,  and  the  fountain  of  light 
Alay  sink  into  ne'er  ending  chaos  and  night. 
Our  mansions  must  fall,  and  earti  vanish  away, 
But  thy  courage,  O  Erin !  may  never  decay. 

O  O  Q  O  • 

Ah  I  dead  is  the  harp  which  was  wont  to  give  pleasure. 
Ah  I  sunk  is  our  sweet  country's  rapturous  measure ; 
But  the  war  note  is  waked,  and  the  clangor  of  spears. 
The  dread  yell  of  Sloghan  yet  sounds  in  oiu-  ears. 

From  "  Oriijiiial  Poetry  of  Victor  and  Cazire." 


The  earnest  wayfarer  along  the  paths  of  life  does  but 
become  the  more  deeply  convinced,  as  his  travels  extend, 
of  the  beauty,  the  wisdom,  and  truth  of  the  simplest  and 
humblest  laws  of  existence.  —  Maurice  Matierlinck  m 
"  Wisdom  and  DeHiny." 
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Curiosities  of  Indexing. 

I  HAVE  before  me  a  newly  publislied  work,  an  interesting 
and  a  useful  work,  by  three  ladies.  Work  and  Play  in 
Girls'  Schools  [reviewed  in  The  Academy,  August  27], 
the  value  of  which  as  a  book  of  reference  is  almost  nil 
imtil  you  have  mastered  the  contents  for  yourself.  The 
index  is  practically  useless.  Instead  of  references  to 
concrete  facts,  such  as  the  names  of  authors  recommended 
for  study,  abundant  attention  is  given  to  abstract  ideas. 
Green,  Scott,  Henty,  and  other  writers  are  absent  from  the 
index,  while  such  items  as  these  occupy  their  room  : 

Intellectual  ambition,  fostering,  40. 
Intellectual  sympathy  with  iiupil,  necessity  for,  38. 
Intellectual  work,  number  of  hours  to  be  devoted 
to,  412. 

Interest,  awakening,  in  pupils,  37. 

One  is  reminded  of  the  humorous  indexes  found  some- 
times in  the  old  political  pamphlets.  See,  for  example, 
T/ie  Beauties  of  Fox,  North,  and  Burhe  (London,  1784)  : 

Impotence,  Lord  North  accused  of  it. 

Impeachment,  Mr.  Burke  talks  of  it  to  Lord  North. 

Insolent,  Mr.  Burke  pronounces  Lord  North. 

Insolence  and  Temeritj-,  Mr.  Fox  charges  Lord 
North  with  both. 

Indecency  and  Impropriety,  Mr.  Burke  accuses 
Lord  North  of  both. 

Indig-nity  and  Vileness,  Lord  North  charged  with 
both. 

Inquiry  into  it,  threatened  by  Mr.  Fox. 

Insulting  .  and  Imjjertinent,  Lord  North  accused  of 
being  so. 

These  things  illustrate  several  faults  of  the  ordinary 
indexer,  but  especially  that  one  of  indexing  adjectives. 
One  of  my  own  works  was  so  disiigured  in  this  way 
that  I  marked,  in  pencil,  against  the  index  in  every  copy  I 
could  come  across,  not  hy  E.  S.    Here  are  some  specimens  : 

Extended  representation,  7 1 . 
General  fast  and  humiliation,  10.5. 
Royal  proclamation,  3 1 . 
Unauthorised  meetrngs,  175. 

The  index  to  the  recently  published  biography  of 
Francis  Place  is  utterly  unworthy  of  such  a  valuable 
addition  to  modem  historical  literature — e.g.  : 

Personal  appearance  of  Place,  16 

Father,  Place's,  3. 

Eegent  unpopular,  121. 

Regent's  proclamation    .    .    .    140,  142. 

Eegent  Park  meeting   .    .    .  306. 

Register,  Cobbett's    .    .   .    See  Political  Register. 

Register,  Extraordinary  (Hone's),  123. 

This  is  unmitigated  slipshoddery.  Again,  in  the  Auto- 
hiographj  and  Letters  of  J.  A.  Roehic];,  there  are  some 
"decided  curiosities.  I  look  in  tlie  index  for  items  of 
Canadian  history.  Under  the  name  Simcoe  I  find  one 
reference:  "Simcoe,  Governor- General  of  Canada,  4." 
There  is   no  allusion   to   that   officer  on    p.  4 ;   so  I  am 


driven  to  the  necessity  of  a  search.  On  p.  11  is  this 
sentence  :  "  My  mother's  brother  had  been  secretary  to 
General  Simcoe  when  he  was  Governor-General  of 
(Canada."     This,  however,  is  not  quite  so  bad  as 

Expenditure,  extravagant,  123. 
War  establishments,  123. 
Com  laws,  123. 

The  items  thus  catalogued  occur  in  this  sentence: 
"  Finality  .  .  .  means  continuance  of  all  abuses ;  and 
among  the  other  things  it  means  perpetual  corn  laws, 
it  means  extravagant  expenditure,  war  establishments 
during  peace."  Then,  on  referring  to  "Woollen  trade, 
p.  128,"  one  finds  au  allusion  to  some  new  process  in 
the  manufacture  by  a  sort  of  felting,  which  is  itself  not 
indexed. 

I  could  take  many  curious  illustrations  of  this  topic 
from  the  books  on  my  own  modest  shelves,  although  most 
of  these  have  been  acquired  with  due  regard  to  the 
quality  of  their  indexes.  One  exception  lies  in  the 
latest  "  revised"  edition  of  Stanley's  History  oj  Birds,  the 
index  to  which  is  deplorably  bad — e.g. : 

Pheasant  attacks  a  lady,  277  ;  directions  for  rearing 
them,  280.  [It  would  have  been  interesting  to  learn 
the  result  of  all  this,  but  p.  280  says  nothing  about 
the  lady.] 

Age  of  Goldfinches,  216  [although  there  is  a  head- 
ing Goldfinches,  with  five  references,  one  of  which  is 
wrong]. 

Birdcatchers  employ  owls,  154. 

Feats  of  Birdcatchers,  412. 

Desperate  leap  of  a  Birdcatcher,  415. 

Fatal  event  to  a  family  of  sea-fowlers,  416. 

Bird-catching  in  Shetland  and  St.  Kilda,  409. 

St.  Kilda  410  [no  cross-reference  to  Shetland]. 

True  it  is,  that  one  may  sometimes  learn  how  to  do  a 
thing  by  seeing  how  it  is  not  done.  A  little  reflection 
over  these  oddities  shows  how  completely  the  indexer  has 
spoilt  his  work  by  bolting  along  without  regard  to  first 
principles.  He  has  not  looked  at  the  proportions  of  his 
task  as  he  went  forward.  He  has  not  been  heedful  of 
passing  effects  upon  the  minds  of  ordinary  people.  He 
has  forgotten  that  an  index  which  does  not  appeal  to  the 
least  intelligent  reader  is  no  index  at  all. 

The  want  of  a  subject-index  at  the  British  Museum 
Library  is  constantly  before  the  literary  world.  The 
thing  would  not  be  so  imperative  but  for  the  working  of 
one  of  the  rules,  to  the  effect  that  anonymous  works 
are  to  be  indexed  by  the  first  noun  substantive  that 
occurs  in  the  title.  An  excellent  rule  from  some  points 
of  view  ;  but  productive  of  comical  results,  as 

State — The  true  state  of  the  business  of  glasse  of 
all  kindes.    .    .    . 

Kind — Dein  Kind  lebet.     Ein  Biichlein.    .    .    . 
A  Kind  of  a  Dialogue  in  Hudibrastics. 

Kinds — How  to  make  several  kinds  of  miniature 
pumps  and  a  fire-engine. 
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One  might  say  much  about  rules,  and  taste,  and  plan, 
and  scope,  and  perspective.  But  that  is  not  our  present 
business.  My  case  is  the  want  of  common  intelligence, 
and  the  lack  of  humour,  exhibited  in  the  above  con- 
temporary specimens  of  book-indexing ;  samples  of  work 
done  by  persons  who  imagine  that  indexing  is  an  affair 
demanding  no  literary  or  artistic  effect. 

It  must  be  granted  that  there  is  no  lack  of  excellent 
indexes.      One    of    the  best  known   is   that  in  the  con- 
cluding volume  of  the  popular  edition  of  Carlyle's  works. 
It  contains,   perhaps,    twenty -three    thousand  items,    all 
of  them   to    the    point,    and,    in    many   cases,    actually 
helping  to  elucidate  the  text.     Another  very  learned  and 
ingenious  index   is  that  compiled  for  Francis  Bacon,  by 
•Dr.    Edwin  Abbott.      It   is   full    and   accurate,    though 
not  over-loaded ;    and  it   includes   a   concordance  of  the 
words  to  which  any  use  or  illustration  by  Bacon  has  been 
given  or  quoted   in    the    book.       Some  of    the  modem 
manuals   and    students'   books  are  well   furnished  with 
indexes,  as  Minto's  JSnglish  Proxe  Literature,  and  Geikie's 
Class  Book  of  Geology.     This  last  is  raised  to  the  dignity 
•of  a  cyclopaedia,   besides  being  a  very  readable   volume. 
After  the  table  of  contents   of  the  chapters,  and  a  list 
■of    the    illustrations,     the     index     contains    some    three 
thousand  items,  fully  defined,  without  waste  of  words,  and 
bearing  an  asterisk  (*)  whenever  a  figure  of  the  subject 
•will  be  found  on  tlie  page  indicated.      Oliver's  Elementary 
Botany  has  a  careful  index  and  glossary  combined  in  the 
same  aljihabet,  thus: 

P  Scape,  81. 

Scarious,  dry  and  rather  stiffly  membranous. 
Subulate,  74. 
Succulent,  fleshy. 

'This  is  a  very  excellent  and,  indeed,   indispensable  plan 
it  text-books.  E.  S. 


Paris    Letter. 


(From  our  French   Correspondent.) 
le  Passant    contributes  to  yesterday's  Figaro   one  of  his 
sprightly  and  humorous  articles  on  the  newly  discovered 
Russian  village.     He  recounts  a  little  anecdote  of  the  late 

President  Camot,  who  once  met  a  perfectly  happy  man, 
"Whose   fortune   consisted   in  the    possession    of    nothing 

Said  this  fortunate  being  to  the  President : 

Sir,  this  department  is  the  poorest  of  France  ;  this 
district  is  the  poorest  of  the  department ;  this  canton 
is  the  poorest  of  the  district;  this  parish  is  the 
poorest  of  the  canton,  and  I  am  the  poorest  of 
the  parish. 

The  President  was  so  struck  with  this  original  address, 
that  he  offered  the  poor  devil  an  annual  assistance,  to  obtain 
which  the  philosopher  had  to  leave  his  village  and  make  an 
excursion  to  the  town.  The  instant  this  Biblical  character 
held  in  his  hand  his  first  golden  louis  he  phlegmatically 
proceeded  to  drink  himself  dead  drunk.     It  was  an  ill- 


day  for  himself  and  for  the  tranquil  village  when  President 
Camot  undertook  to  assist  him.  80  arguoH  the  Pa$tant  it 
will  prove  an  ill-day  for  that  liidden  village  when  it  falla 
upon  the  Bo-callod  benefits  of  civilisation. 

They  can  no  longer  be  born,  married,  divoroed  at 
their  own  sweet  will.  For  each  of  these  extremely 
simple  acts  they  must  render  an  account  to  some 
functionary  or  other,  they  must  go  and  inscribe  all 
these  things  in  an  office,  in  a  register,  through  a  wire 
lattice  ;  and  at  the  next  lattice-work  they  must  go  and 
be  engaged  for  military  service,  and  at  a  lattice-work 
further  on  they  must  pay  their  taxes :  and  all  their 
life  will  it  be  thus,  from  lattice  to  lattice,  liko  animals 
in  a  cage. 

Let  me  recommend  a  very  wise,  sober,  and  noble  little 
article  in  a  recent  Revue  Bleue,  by  M.  Henri  Berenger, 
"Un  Nationaliste  et  un  Patriote."     It  is  a  fair  and  truthfiJ 
analysis  of  the  attitude  of  both  camps  on  the  "  Affaire  " 
which  has  nearly  wrecked  France's  honour.      For  even  at 
Sedan  did  France  reach  so  black  an  hour  as  now.     The  two 
Frenchmen  M.  Berenger  studies  are  the  editor  of  Le  Petit 
Journal— M.  Judet — and  M.  Buisson,  one  of  the  professors 
of  the   Sorbonne.     The   one   restrained,  enlightened,  and 
wishful,  in  the  spirit  of  passionate  patriotism,  that  France 
may  be  spared  the  dishonour  of  refusing  to  repair  a  mon- 
strous error,  should  there  be  error,  the  shame  of  iniijuity 
and  scandal  in  the  very  centre  of  military  government :  the 
other  vulgar,  virulent,  mediocre,  breathing  religious  and 
race  hatreds  in  everj'  envenomed  and  insane  paragraph  he 
writes;    shouting  to   the    mob    in    every    possible    tone, 
in    a  string  of    disgraceful    epithets,     that    if    Dreyfus 
be    innocent,    so    much    the   worse   for    him,    but    once 
judged,    for    France   he    is    ever    a    traitor.     Yet    such 
is    the    poisoned    air    we   breathe   in    latter-day    Paris 
that  a  wise  and  noble  voice  like  M.  Buisson's,  entreating 
without  violence  or  wrath,  that  justice  shall  be  observed, 
excites  to  the  very  madness  of  animosity  and  fury,  and  the 
hateful  bowlings  of  the  Petit  Journal,  La  Pairie,  and  the 
Libre  Parole  carry  the  general  votes  of  approbation. 

But,   unhappily,   all  the  partisans  of  the  Revision  are 
not  as  wise  and  dignified  and  logical  as  men  like  MM. 
Buisson  and  Berenger.     One  regrets  to  see  such  a  dis- 
tinguished fig^ire  as  M.  Francis  de  Pressense  constitute 
himself  into  a  mob-orator,  and  defy  the  authorities.     Yet 
the  picture  outside  the  Hall  of  the  Avenue  Wagram  was 
exceedingly  comic  and  essentially  French.      While  poor 
Dreyfus  is  suffering  far  off  on  his  broiling  rock  he  little 
knows  that  France,  for  him,  is  on  the  verg^  of  civil  war, 
and  that  his  friends  and  enemies  alike  are  offering  them- 
selves as  a  spectacle  to  add  to  the  gaiety  of  the  world. 
What  could  be  funnier  than  the  scenes  on  that  Sunday  ? 
A  recalcitrant  proprietor  who  won't  open  his  door ;  M.  de 
Pressenso  borne   upon  the    shoulders    of    his  followers, 
protesting  violently:    "We  are  a   Republic,"  and  pro- 
ducing   the    receipt    for  the  hall  hire;    the   impassable 
city    guardians,    with    their    steadfast    reply,    "Nobody 
can  enter  the  hall."      And  then,  in  the  midst  of  shouts 
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and  blows  and  general  tumult,  down  from  tlie  Arch 
of  Triumph  soars  the  enemy,  M.  Paul  Deroulcde, 
to  rout  and  confuse  the  friends  of  the  traitor.  He,  too, 
is  borne  upon  the  shoulders  of  his  followers  ;  but  when  he 
reaches  the  seat  of  war,  behold  the  enemy  at  the  police- 
station.  Do  you  imagine  M.  Paul  Deroulede  expresses 
satisfaction  at  the  arrest  of  his  opponents?  That's  the 
way  cf  your  common  Anglo-Saxon.  But  he  is  French,  he 
remembers  the  Middle  Ages.  Instantly  he  hies  him  off 
to  the  police-station  to  entreat  for  the  release  of  the  enemy, 
offering  himself  as  guarantee  of  their  pacific  behaviour. 
He  came  in  glory  to  fight  them ;  possibly,  in  the  heat  of 
argument,  to  fling  a  chair  or  two  at  their  ignoble  heads. 
Lo,  he  remains  to  plead  for  them  in  sorrow.  But  the 
enemy  haughtily  reject  his  intercession.  They  empty 
their  pockets,  and  M.  de  Pressense  sends  for  beer.  In  an 
hour  the  champions  of  both  causes  return  tranquilly  to 
their  homes,  without  having  exchanged  a  word  or  a  blow. 
Only  in  these  delightful  democratic  times  may  such 
humorous  scenes  occur.  Meanwhile  the  Etat-Major  are 
the  happiest  of  the  three.  They  have  Picquart  safe  in 
their  dungeon-cell. 

After  Signora  Duse,  and  her  triumphs  in  Paris,  it  was 
but  natural  that  Maria  Guerrero,  the  most  popular  actress 
of  Spain,  should  tempt  her  fortune  here  too.  Senor 
Echegaray  maintains  that  Senora  Guerrero  has  not  her 
equal  on  the  French  or  English  stage  ;  but,  then,  in  the 
matter  of  art  it  is  not  safe  to  take  a  Spaniard's  judgment 
upon  anything  or  anyone  Spanish.  They  have  a  hopeless 
attachment  for  the  mediocre.  Wo  have  yet  to  see  what 
Paris  thinks  of  this  Spanish  troup  of  actors.  Guerrero 
lately  married  her  leading  actor,  Diaz  do  Mendoza,  the  son 
of  a  duke,  who  resigned  his  title  and  social  position  to 
become  an  actor,  and  is,  oddly  enough,  a  very  good  actor 
too.  They  have  chosen  a  very  bad  play  of  Echegaray  to 
begin  with:  "  Mancha  que  Limpia " — a  mixture  of 
twaddle,  gossip,  and  cheap  melodrama  of  the  flattest  kind. 
I  wonder  what  the  French  critics  will  make  of  it,  for  it's 
barely  fit  for  the  schoolroom.  It  will  be  curious,  indeed,  to 
read  M.  Sarcey's  account  of  it ;  but,  then,  I  suspect 
M.  Sarcey  does  not  understand  a  word  of  Spanish. 
The  Spanish  company  has  wisely  chosen  its  hour  to  visit 
Paris.  The  Commission  of  Peace  is  sitting,  and  the  six 
Spanish  hidalgos  are  here  to  support  and  applaud  their 
compatriots.  H.  L. 


The    Latest    Version. 

A  took,  a  fla%k  of  wine,  a  crust  of  bread, 

To  e>  ery  care  and  worldly  sorrow  dead, 

I  covet  not  when  thou,  O  Love,  art  near, 
The  jewelled  turban  on  the  sultan's  head. 

from  "  The  Stanzas  of  Omar  Khayyam,"  translaieil  hy 
Jdhn  Leslie  Garner. 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

GE^"EE.\L  John  McNeil  Walter  died  at  Folkestone  the 
other  day  at  the  age  of  eighty.  Of  his  campaigning  in 
India  before  he  was  placed  on  the  retired  list  in  1881  the 
daily  papers  make  the  record.  They  do  not  speak,  how- 
ever, of  a  singular  form  of  persecution  to  which  he  had 
been  exposed  during  all  his  later  years.  Nearly  everybody 
who  has  lost  a  prized  possession,  and  has  advertised  his 
loss,  is  familiar  with  General  McNeil  Walter's  name.  For 
a  letter,  purporting  to  be  of  his  writing,  would  come  to 
the  advertiser  and  would  contain  an  offer  to  restore  the 
jewel  or  the  watch-chain,  or  whatever  was  missing,  on  the 
offer  of  a  higher  reward.  The  loser  would  at  once  tele- 
graph or  write,  or  run  down,  or  despatch  a  detective,  to 
the  old  General  to  arrange  for  the  much-desired  restora- 
tion ;  but  always  with  the  same  result.  The  General 
had  not  heard  of  the  missing  property,  and  the  letter 
written  in  his  name  was  a  hoax. 


The  theory  of  the  harried  warrior  was  that  a  brother 
officer  of  old  days,  with  whom  he  had  had  a  disagreement 
almost  to  the  death,  devised  all  this  persecution,  regardless 
of  the  far  greater  injury  he  inflicted  on  the  loser  of  the 
property.  Scotland  Yard  has  a  stack  of  documents  relating 
to  these  cases,  but  the  real  writer  was  never  traced.  The 
thing  was  a  mystery  even  to  the  General  himself,  and  now 
that  he  is  dead  it  is  not  likely  to  be  solved. 


The  Pamell  biography  by  a  competent  hand  is  on  the 
brink  of  publication.  If  frankly  written  it  will  make  in 
its  sober  truth  a  far  more  romantic  story  than  any  which 
can  be  patched  together — half  fact,  half  fiction — by  Miss 
Annie  Swan,  for  instance,  who  is  reported  to  have  him  for 
the  hero  or  something  of  her  next  novel.  There  is  one 
authentic  anecdote,  however,  which  has  probably  never 
reached  the  biographer's  ear,  and  wliich  is  now  put  into 
print  for  the  first  time.  It  relates  to  the  days  before 
Pamell  went  into  Parliament,  and  when,  as  a  very  smart 
young  man,  caring  much  more  for  dress  than  he  after- 
wards did,  he  paid  a  longish  visit  to  America  and  made  him- 
self very  popular  in  society.  In  one  city  he  encountered  a 
girl  whom  he  thought  delightful.  Othei'S  already  had  the 
same  opinion ;  for  she  had  beauty,  brains,  and  money — • 
a  not  universal  combination.  In  the  running  for  her 
Pamell  came  in  easily  first;  and  the  engagement  was 
formallj'  announced. 


Oxe  night,  however,  at  a  dance,  PameU  came  up  to  the 
lady  as  she  was  sitting  out  with  one  of  his  former  rivals. 
"Oh,  you  are  here,"  he  said;  "but  you  promised  the 
last  two  dances  to  me."  "Oh,  no,"  said  she;  and  "  Oh,- 
yes,"  said  he ;  and  with  that  he  appealed  to  the  third 
person  present  in  confirmation.  That  authority,  wavering, 
was  angrily  told  by  Parnell  to  "  speak  the  truth."  A  scene- 
followed,  also  a  challenge.     But  the  duel  was  never  fought. 
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Tlie  friends  of  nil  parties  intervened ;  the  engagement  was 
broken  off;  Parnell  returned  to  Ireland  and  took  to 
politics ;  and  tlio  lady,  who  is  still  alive,  the  happy  wife 
•of  the  bystander  at  the  «juarrel,  must  sometimes  think  of 
this  might-have-been  in  the  amazing  career  of  Ireland's 
uncrowned  king,  who  lost  his  cause  and  his  life  at  last  for 
his  luckless  love  of  a  woman. 


Too  ingenious  was  the  journalist  who  suggested  that 
America,  proud  of  its  Pennsylvania,  had  sent  a  body- 
snatcher  to  the  quiet  grave  of  William  Penn  in  the  little 
Buckinghamshire  burial-ground  at  Jordans.  As  with  the 
journalists,  so  with  the  jjolice.  The  poor  man  who  raked 
the  surface  of  the  grave  in  the  moonlight,  and  ran  away 
at  tho  baying  of  a  dog,  was  regarded  as  a  sinister  criminal, 
although  he  gave  his  address  as  "  The  Eotreat,  York."  That 
placid  name  is  naturally  not  everywhere  recognised  for  the 
thing  it  is — a  lunatic  asylum.  Yet  it  has  its  claim  to  fame 
as  the  first  madhouse  in  this  coimtry  conducted  on  humane 
principles.  The  urbanity  of  its  title  extended  to  its 
treatment.  Chains  were  abolished  in  favour  of  the  padded 
room  ;  and  the  whims  of  the  inmates  were  treated  as 
illnesses  rather  than  as  crimes.  To  the  Tukes  of  York 
belong  the  credit  of  having  first  stumped  the  county 
against  the  old  system  of  madhouses,  and  then,  failing  a 
reform,  of  themselves  establishing  a  model  institution,  to 
prove  to  an  incredulous  generation  that  even  the  madman 
is  rarely  outside  the  reach  of  merely  moral  compulsion. 


Like  all  other  experts,  the  experts  in  Eoman  Catholic 
manners  and  moods  are  at  loggerheads.  Helbeck  of  Bannis- 
dale  is  the  bone  of  contention.  One  Father  Clarke,  a 
Jesuit,  denounces  Mrs.  Humphry  Ward's  whole  picture 
as  an  unrecognisable  daub,  and  says  that  the  portrait  of 
the  hero  is  a  caricature.  Father  Bernard  Vaughan, 
another  Jesuit,  and  the  brother  of  a  Cardinal  to  boot, 
thinks,  on  the  contrary,  that  Helbeck  is  "  every  inch  a 
gentleman,"  and  a  splendid  Christian.  Dr.  St.  George 
Mivart  says  ditto,  and  implores  the  readers  of  the  Mm- 
teenth  Century  not  to  take  Father  Clarke  seriously.  Finally, 
while  Father  Clarke,  who  ought  to  know,  says  that,  bad 
at  everything,  Mrs.  Ward  is  worst  of  all  about  the  sons 
of  St.  Ignatius.  Mr.  Wilfrid  Ward,  the  biographer  of 
I  Wiseman,  declares,  on  the  contrary,  that,  good  at  every- 
iing,  Mrs.  Ward  most  of  all  excels  in  her  presentment  of 
Tesuits. 


LoBD  AND  Lady  Russell  will  get  into  their  new  home 
Cromwell   Houses   in   a  few  days.     It  is  one  of  the 
reations  of  the  late  Sir  Charles  Freake,  who  made  his 
fortune  out  of  bricks— or  stucco.     Naturally,  therefore,  it 
too  new  to  have  very  many   traditions   or   memories 
Attached  to  it.     These  will  be  for  Lord  and  Lady  Russell 
'  create.     But  the  drawing-room  has  this  to  say  for  itself 
-that  when  the  late  Lord  Denbigh  occupied  the  house, 
Ir.  Browning  was  occasionally  to  be  found  there  for  after- 
noon tea. 


The  Duke  of  Connaught  is  beginning  to  feel  the  proMure 
of  parental  anxieties.  For  his  son,  Prince  Arthur,  is  going 
up  for  his  examination  at  Sandhurst.  Probably  there  i* 
not  the  slightest  fear  that  he  will  be  plucked ;  still  the  fond 
father  always  has  his  sensitiveness  about  tho  way  the 
attainments  of  bis  sons  will  strike  other  people.  A  little 
relaxation  of  tho  very  strictest  rules,  even  in  a  demo*  ratic 
age,  may  be  requisite  for  Prince  Arthur's  admission  to  tlie 
Army,  owing  to  the  accident  he  met  with  in  his  infancy. 
He  rides,  however,  perfectly,  and,  on  that  account,  will 
join  the  cavalry,  and  not  the  infantry. 


Lord  Minto  will  have  a  great  reception  when  ho  gets 
to  Canada,  whore  his  appropriate  fame  as  a  skater  has 
preceded  him.  Exemi)lary  as  Lord  Aberdeen  is,  and,  of 
course,  adored  by  the  majority  of  tho  po]iulation  who  went 
to  the  polls  the  other  day  for  Prohibition,  there  is  just 
a  little  sigh  of  relief  among  tho  minority.  When  a  man 
is  so  very  good,  the  contrast  between  him  and  you  is 
not  always  exhilarating.  In  point  of  fact,  official  Canada 
has  found  it  a  little  depressing.  Lord  Minto  in  Ottawa, 
like  Lord  Curzon  in  Simla,  will  probably  entertain  a  good 
deal  more  than  any  of  his  pre<lecos80r8,  and  will  have 
continuous  house  parties  from  England.  Indeed,  in  I»rd 
Curzon's  case  the  guests  will  be  from  two  hemispheres. 
Lady  Curzon  has  already  got  a  promise  from  her  sister, 
Miss  Leiter,  to  go  out  with  her — the  original  of  the  delightful 
"  Portrait  of  a  Lady  "  contributed  by  Mr.  Sargent  to  the 
last  oxliibition  at  the  Academy.  Mr.  Sargent,  by  the  way, 
has  been  devoting  himself  lately  not  to  portraits,  but  to 
decorative  compositions. 


People  like  to  gossip  about  the  earnings  of  authors; 
and  there  was  quite  an  excited  discussion  at  a  certain 
gathering  the  other  day  as  to  the  sum  paid  to  Mr.  Kipling 
for  his  latest  poem  on  the  Russian  Bear.  Somebody  said 
he  got  nothing.  The  statement  was  received  with  indignant 
incredulity.  But  the  gossip  stuck  to  his  allegation. 
When  Mr.  Kipling,  he  said,  sent  to  the  7*W»the  "  Reces- 
sional" verses,  which  made  so  g^eat  a  hit  with  people  who 
fell  short  in  their  appreciation  of  the  real  Kipling,  the 
Tunes  wrote  and  asked  what  sort  of  a  cheque  they  should 
send  him.  "I  take  nothing  for  my  patriotism,"  replied 
Mr.  Kipling  in  effect — the  narrator  had  read  the  letter — 
"  but  on  the  next  occasion  I  will  bleed  you."  Was  the 
publication  of  this  last  poem  which  the  Timet  handed  over 
to  LUerature  such  an  occasion  ?  Or  was  that  poem  also 
patriotism  ? 


Ada  Negri,  the  young  North  Italian  poetess  of  the 
people,  has  just  presented  her  husband  with  a  son  and 
heir,  who  is  to  be  called  Garlanda.  "Mother,"  Ada 
Negri  once  sang,  and  sang,  despite  the  sentiment,  with  all 
her  art,  "  would  I  could  forget  I  am  a  poet  and  be  again  a 
baby."  Half  her  wish  may  be  fultille<l ;  for  the  poet  will 
be  for  the  present  forgotten  in  the  mother. 
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Mr.  Anthony   Hope  as  a  Dramatist. 

"The  Adventure  of  Lady  Ursula,"  given  at  the  Duke  of 
York's  Theatre,   is  Mr.  Anthony  Hope's  first  unassisted 
effort    at   playwriting,    and,    naturally   enough,    it  hears 
traces  at  almost  every  turn  of  the  hand  of  the  novelist 
who   is  prone   to  drop  into  narrative,   and  who  fails  to 
realise  that  an  effective  stage  story  must  he  lived  under 
the  eye  of  the  house.     Much  of  the  dialogue  of  the  piece 
is  taken  up  with  the  recital  of  events  which  one  fails  to 
follow  ;  occasionally  one  of  the  characters  is  betrayed  into 
telling  us  over   again   at   some  length   what  we  already 
know.     This  is  bad  craftsmanship.     Indeed,  there  is  little 
evidence    in   this   piece    that    the    author   of    T/ie   Dolly 
Dialogues    possesses    the    instinct    of    the    hoards.      He 
remains  a  narrator  first  and  foremost.     So  much  of  Lady 
LTi-sula's  adventure   as   is   actively   enacted   before   us   is 
interesting  and  dramatic  enough,  suggesting  a  modern- 
isation  of  the  relations  of    Eosalind  and   Orlando.      A 
boorish    baronet   has  foresworn  female   society,  but  this 
only  piques  the   mischievous   zeal  of   the  harum-scarum 
heroine,  who  is  resolved  to  see  the  inside  of  his  ancestral 
hall,    and   who   adopts  to  that  end  a  mannish  disguise. 
Almost  from  the  first  Sir  George  suspects  the  identity  of  his 
strangely  bashful  visitor,  but  a  few  pretty  skirmishes  take 
place  between  them  before  the  fact  is  established  to  his 
satisfaction  and,  as  it  proves,  he  is  just  as  inflammable  as 
she  is  ready  to  surrender  her  heart.     So  long  as  he  is  on 
DoUy  Dialogue  ground,  the  author  is  charming ;  but  he 
has  not  yet  acquired  the  art  of  imbedding  a  rather  slender 
love  episode  in  a  moving  story.     The  blustering  scenes 
with  the  young  bloods,  the  duelling  incidents,   and  the 
curiously  prolonged  introduction  to  the  heroine's  intended 
adventure,    are    transpai-ent    padding.       The    only    vital 
characters  in  the  piece  are  the  Sir  George  of  Mr.  Herbert 
"Waring  and   the  Lady  Ursula  of  Miss  Evelyn  Millard, 
and  here  Mr.  Anthony  Hope  suffers  some  of  the  ill-luck 
that  dogs  the  dramatist's  footsteps.     Mr.   Waring  knows 
how  to  breathe  the  freer  air  of  romance,  but  Miss  Millard 
is  handicapped  in  what  might  be  the  delightfid  part  of 
Lady  Ursula  by  a  somewhat  heavy  manner,  and  a  rather 
harsh  voice.     It  is  not  intelligence  that  fails  the  actress, 
but  charm.     The  effect,  nevertheless,  is  not  helpful  to  the 
piece.     Nor  is  much  benefit  derived  from  the  generally 
strong   cast,    which    only   exposes   the    emptiness   of    the 

incidental  characters. 

J.  F.  N. 


A  Battleship's   Library. 

When  the  Guardship  squadron  lay  in  the  Mersey  a  few 
iveeks  ago  a  representative  of  the  Academy  went  on  board 
one  of  Her  Majesty's  battleships.     He  writes  : 

On  the  lower  deck,  close  to  the   lieutenants'  quarters, 
and  close  to  the  iron  lids  of  the  coal  bunkers,  I  found  a 
little  Tottenham  -  court  -  road  bookcase.      "Is  this  your 
library?  "  I  asked  my  guide. 
"  Yes,  sir  ;  that's  our  library." 
"  How  many  books  have  you  ?  " 

"  Over  a  thousand,  being  a  big  ship.  Every  ship  draws 
its  books  from  the  victuaUing  yard  according  to  the  number 
of  its  crew." 

"  I  see.  And  are  the  books  often  renewed  ?  " 
"Not  often,  sir.  These  have  not  been  renewed  since 
the  year  Nought.  Of  course,  if  this  ship  was  paid  off  we 
should  return  the  books  to  store,  and  draw  new  ones  on 
refitting.  Y^ou  notice  that  each  book  is  stamped  with  the 
broad  arrow  and  '  Ship  Stores,  Royal  Navy.'  " 

"Out  of  your  thousand  or  twelve  hundred  books  how 
many  are  in  use  now  ?  " 

"  Very  few,  as  you  see,  and  they're  mostly  in  ofiicers' 
hands.  You  see,  a  port  guardship  Uke  this  hardly  wants  a 
library— the  men  get  ashore  so  often,  and  many  of  them 
have  their  homes  so  near." 

"  Now    what    kind    of    books    do    you    fellows    like 

best  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sea-stories.  Yes,  really.  But  we  like  adventure 
books  of  any  sort,  and  travel  books,  and — oh,  well — a  bit 
of  history  ain't  far  out." 

I  thanked  my  gallant  friend,  and  noted  down  a  few  of 
the  titles  of  the  books  as  they  stood  behind  the  glass  of  the 
bookcase.     I  found : 


A  LEADING  London  bookseller  declared  the  other  day  that 
the  number  of  new  books  this  autumn  season  will  exceed 
by  25  per  cent,  those  of  any  season  he  can  recall.  Book- 
sellers are  now  impatient  to  receive  books  and  arrange 
stock.  The  discount  controversy,  which  generally  reaches 
a  crisis  about  this  time  of  the  year,  and  is  as  regularly 
laid  to  sleep  until  after  Christmas,  is  no  longer  discussed. 


Toilers  of  the  Sea. 
The  Lamplighter. 
The  Diary  of  a  Physician. 
Dibdin's  Songs. 
Kingsley's  Glaucus. 
Baron  Munchausen. 
FrisweU's  Gentle  Life. 
Steam  and  its  Uses. 
Barchester  Towers. 
Sketches  hy  Boz.    ■ 
Jane  Eyre. 


The  Children  of  the  New  Forest. 

Our  Mutual  Friend. 

Jack  Brag. 

Northanger  Alley. 

Evenings  at  Home. 

Kenilworth. 

Shakespeare's  Plays. 

Essays  (12  vols.). 

Life  of  Sir  John  Franklin. 

The  Pathfinder. 

Ivanhoe. 


A  queer  lot  of  books  they  were.  Does  Jack  at  sea  read 
Northanger  Alley  ?  And  what  were  the  contents  of  a 
dozen  volumes  marked  Essays  ?  Is  there  a  renaissance  of 
the  Essay  at  sea  ?  The  bookcase  was  locked,  and  the 
key  on  shore.  Twelve  volumes  of  Essays  on  a  battle- 
ship's lower  deck  I  I  wondered  what  they  were  all  about. 
And  next  morning,  when  the  squadron  weighed  anchor 
and  rode  past  the  landing-stage  in  the  golden  weather,  I 
still  wondered. 


15  October,  1898. 


The   Academy. 


91 


Publishing      Notes. 

In  the  memoir  of  James  Hain  Friswell  isKUod  last  week 
by  Mr.  Eodway  there  is  a  chapter  of  peculiar  interest  to 
the  publishing  world.  In  1870  Mr.  Friswell  issued 
through  Messrs.  Hodder  &  Stoughton  a  volume  of  essays : 
Modern  Men  of  Letters  Honestly  Criticised.  In  that 
book  Mr.  George  Augustus  Sala  was  somewhat  severely 
handled,  and  in  1871  a  libel  action  was  brought  by  him 
against  Messrs.  Hodder  &  Stoughton.  The  action  was  of 
a  frivolous  character,  as  anyone  can  see  for  himself 
by  reading  Chapter  LI.  of  Sola's  Lift  and  Adventures, 
but  the  jury  awarded  tlio  plaintiff  £500  damages.  The 
acoount  of  the  trial  given  in  Mrs.  Myall's  memoir  is  an 
interesting  piece  of  publishing  historj'. 

Truth  has  been  drawing  attention  to  the  way  in  which 
reviews  of  books  are  sometimos  garbled  in  publishers' 
advertisements.  The  example  given  is  certainly  a  bad 
one,  as  the  drift  of  the  notice  had  been  quite  altered  by 
the  ouiission  of  a  few  words,  but  Truth  was  hardly  justified 
in  the  hard  expressions  it  made  use  of.  The  advertisement 
was  evidently  drawn  up  by  some  clerk,  and  if  the  attention 
of  the  publisher  had  been  called  to  the  matter  it  would 
have  been  quite  sufficient. 

An  Association  of  Magazine  Proprietors  is  much  needed. 
There  are  a  number  of  questions  relating  to  the  publishing 
and  distribution  of  magazines  and  periodicals  which  could 
easily  be  settled  by  some  such  society,  whereas  at  present 
the  newsagent  can  only  refer  disputes  and  make  complaints 
to  the  Publishers'  Association,  many  of  whose  members 
have  little  knowledge  of  the  magazine  trade.  We  would 
iiiggest  that  at  the  next  meeting  of  the  Publishers' 
Association  Mr.  Murray  propose  the  formation  of 
an  Association  of  Magazine  Proprietors  as  an  offshoot 
from  the  parent  society.  If  he  doubt  the  advisability  of 
such  a  step,  the  present  writer  will  be  pleased  to  forward 
liim  a  list  of  questions  in  urgent  need  of  settlement  by 
«ucb  an  Association. 

Though  the  number  of  high-priced  books  to  be  published 
this  season  is  altogether  phenomenal,  it  will  be  noticed  that 
one  class  of  expensive  books  is  hardly  represented.  A 
few  years  ago  editions  d«  luxe  of  popular  novels  by  writers 
of  the  day  were  mucb  in  evidence.  But  the  demand  for 
snch  publications  declined  very  rapidly,  and  has  now,  to 
all  intents  and  purposes,  ceased  altogether.  Expensive 
illustrated  editions  of  standard  works  are  always  sure  of 
a  good  reception,  but  only  a  very  few  enthusiasts  care 
\  to  paj'  more  than  4s.  6d.  for  a  copy  of  the  modem 
■^B  novel. 

1^1  Messrs.  Macmillan's'experiment  in  issuing  the  illustrated 
I^Bedition  of  QTeen's^IIistori/  of  England,  on  the  new  instal- 
I^Bment  system  is  proving  a  success.  But  booksellers  find 
^^B  that  their  customers  will  not  sign  the  form  of  application 
^^"  provided.    They  "  cannot  be  bothered,"  and,  contrary  to 

intention,  the  orders  are  usually" verbal. 
:   I  ■  P. 


Correspondence. 


John    Ruskin. 

Sir, — Your  eloquent  tribute  to  the  writings  of  John 
Huskin  in  No.  1  of  your  new  issue  ought  to  appeal  to  tlie 
thoughtful  writers  and  readers  of  the  present  generation. 
In  a  decade  abounding  in  inartistic  and  careless  (»)mpo8i- 
tion,  the  resonant  periods,  the  exquisite  word-painting,  the 
subtly  chosen  epithets,  an<l,  above  all,  the  rj-tlimical, 
melodious  flow  of  his  happy  sentences,  ought  to  teach  the 
novitiate  and  the  student  how  to  write.  The  outpour  of 
cheap,  commonplace  compositions,  which  bear  the  same 
relation  to  literature  as  a  modem  musical  burlesque  does 
to  a  symphony  by  Gounod,  wants  a  corrective.  And,  ia 
my  opinion,  a  study  of  John  Euskin's  works  would  be  one 
of  the  best  antidotes  to  the  poison  of  the  wearisome 
crudities  and  glaring  commonplaces  of  the  period. 

To  all  those  readers  who  may  not  have  time,  or  lack  the 
effort  to  study  all  the  works  of  John  Ituskin,  I  would 
recommend  a  selection  from  his  writings  published  by 
Smith  &  Elder  in  the  year  1861.  I  daresay  the  book  now 
is  out  of  print ;  if  so,  i)erhaps  the  time  is  ripe  for  a  new 
and  popidar  edition  of  it. — I  am,  &c., 

Isidore  O.  Ascuer. 

7,  Bullingham  Mansions,  Kensington,  W : 
Oct.  12,   1898. 


"Of,"    not    "For." 
Sir, — Permit  me,  with  aU  deference,  and  with  regard 
to  your  notice  in  the  current  Academy,  to  point  out  that 
tlie  title  of  my  book  is  not  "  An  Alphabet  for,"  but  "  Au 
Alphabet  of  Animals." 

I  esteem  your  notice,  but  hope  that  you  hold  too  cheap 
the  possibilities  of  infantile  artistic  appreciation. — I  am, 
&c..  Carton  Moorb  Park. 

Studio,  101,  Saint  Vincent-street,  Glasgow  : 
Oct.  12,  1898. 
*,*  Several  letters  are  held  over  owing  to  laek  of  spare. 


Book  Reviews  Reviewed. 

The  Standard  critic  thinks  "  Mr.  Kipling    is 

Work."  '  undeniable  when  he  confines  himself  to  gods, 

Kipling,     beasts,  and  men  "  ;  but  when  he  throws  him- 

*^°"    °    self  into  smaller  things  he  runs  too  much  to 

slang  and  technicalities.     For  the  rest, 

The  Bay's  Work  proves  that  Mr.  Kipling  is  still 
master  of  the  word  and  phrase.  Take,  he  says, 
the  fly-fishing  bit  in  The  Brushwood  Boy:  "The 
aged  and  astute  between  sunk  roots,  with  the 
large  and  fat  that  lay  in  the  frothy  scum  below  some 
strong  rush  of  water,  sucking  lazily  as  cari>,  came  to^ 
trouble  in  their  turn,  at  the  hand  that  imitated  so 
delicately  tlie  flicker  and  wimple  of  an  egg-dropping 
fly."     "  Flicker  and  wimple  "  is  onomatopoetic,  and^ 
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in  its  degree,  like  Keats'a  "silver,  snarling  trumpets  "  ; 
indeed,  this  word-choosing  of  Mr.  Kipling's  is  a  gift 
to  genius  only,  and  an  infallible  token  of  it  to  the 
discerning  eye.  By  taking  thought  Pater  got  near 
it,  and  Louis  Stevenson  sometimes  approached. 

The  Daily  Chronicle's  critic,  not  being  an  engine-fitter, 
writes  : 

If  the  fault  of  the  book  is  to  be  put  into  a  sentence 
(and  it  seems  a  strange  fault  to  iind  with  Mr.  Kipling), 
we  should  say  that  these  tales  are  not  human  enough. 
There  are  too  many  talking  beasts,  talking  locomotives, 
talking  bits  of  mechanism  by  land  and  sea.  One 
story,  "The  Ship  that  Found  Herself,"  is  a  perfect 
manual  of  technique  in  the  construction  of  a  steamer. 
The  captain  talks  to  the  deck-beams,  and  the  port  and 
starboard  upper  deck  stringers  have  a  word  to  say,  and 
the  screw  is  eloquent,  and  so  are  the  thrust-block,  and 
the  garboard  strake,  the  cylinder,  the  steam,  and  the 
forward  collision-bulkhead.  Another  story,  called 
"  007,"  shows  that  Mr.  Kipling  has  mastered  all  there 
is  to  be  learned  about  the  locomotive,  especially  the 
American  locomotive ;  bvit  unless  the  reader  is  an 
engine-fitter  he  wUl  not  find  much  pleasure  in  this 
bewildering  maze  of  technical  terms. 
And  again : 

It  is  all  amazingly  clever,  and  bears  in  every  line 
the  stamp  of  prodigious  application,  but  why  should 
a  romancer  who  has  made  his  fame  by  writing  about 
men  and  women  lavish  this  disproportionate  energy 
upon  adaptations  of  iEsop,  and  the  fantastic  loquacity 
of  machinery? 

The    Sun   distinguishes   'twixt    Mr.    Kipling   and  Mr. 
Kipling : 

We  know  the  particular  Kipling  of  this  book.  We 
have  met  him  before.  He  has  come  out  from  the 
colossal  pantechnicon  of  detail  in  which  he  lost  his 
artistic  sense  (such  as  it  was)  in  Captains  Courageous, 
but  he  stiU  can  dump  down  sufficient  detail  for  quite 
three  story-builders.  It  is  material  detail :  forceful, 
stunning,  jawy  detail — in  fact,  a  big  deal  of  this  book 
is  simply  materialism  made  articulate. 

The  Daihj  Telegriq^k  is  cautious.     It  says  : 

If  A  Dai/'s  Work  will  not  add  to  the  author's 
reputation  in  this  kind  of  work,  wldch,  indeed,  might 
be  difiicult,  it  at  aU  events  will  not  detract  from  it. 
There  is  no  lack  of  spirit  and  power ;  the  same  easy 
mastery  of  technical  details ;  the  same  broad  sj'm- 
pathy  with  the  English-speaking  race,  wherever  their 
life  tasks  may  lie.  The  style  is  throughout  Kipling's 
own — tense,  nervous,  often  rugged,  always  direct  and 
■workmanlike,  the  true  reflection  of  Mr.  Kipling's 
own  genius. 
The  Bailij  News  criticises  the  stories  individually  : 

"  My  Sunday  at  Home  "  is  a  hash  of  fantastic  effects, 
partially  redeemed  from  extravagance  by  the  excel- 
lence of  the  character  drawing.  The  crude  strength 
of  it  all  is  still  as  exhilarating  as  ever,  but  it  seems 
to  want  other  qualities  to  make  it  literature.  There 
is  little  sense  of  proportion,  no  finesse,  and  a  disposition 
to  repeat  well-approved  effects,  wliich  is  a  temptation 
that  the   artist   should    carefully   shun   in    his   own 


interest.  The  manner  otherwise  may  degenerate  into 
sheer  mannerism,  a  Kiplingism  of  Kipling,  which  it 
is  hardly  worth  while  to  add  to  the  patent  decoctions 
of  the  day.  There  is  no  suggestion  of  progress,  either 
sought  or  attained,  in  this  latest  work. 

The   Pall  Mall   Gazette  says  Jlr.  Kipling  has   sobered 
down  : 

The  essential  Kipling  charm  is  always  the  same — 
that  undescribable  impression  of  forcefulness  and 
muscle,  alike  of  moaning  and  of  word,  left  even  by 
his  weakest  story.  But  the  mould  in  which  he  casts 
himself  counts  for  something,  after  all  ;  and  old 
Kiplingites  will,  as  we  say,  miss  something  here. 
There  is  little  of  that  tender,  searching  sympathy 
which  made  his  Three  Musketeers  and  his  Punch  and 
Winkie  so  real  and  dear  to  us  ;  nothing  that  makes 
any  attempt  to  bring  tears  to  the  eyes,  as  "  The 
Drums  of  the  Fore  and  Aft "  did.  .  .  .  Mr.  Kipling 
has  sobered  down;  his  tales  no  longer  "smell  of 
blood  and  tobacco,"  and  are  quite  possible  for  the 
youngest  and  most  persony  young  person.  But  all 
this  is  as  far  as  can  be  from  implying  that  he  is 
written  out.  There  are  the  same  masterful  grip  and 
.  .  .  the  same  buoyant  joy  in  men  who  "  do  "  things. 

The  St.  James's  Gazette  critic  reviews  the  reviews  of  his 
brothers,  and  says  reprovingly  : 

What  are  the  hasty  critics  about,  who,  in  their 
anxiety  to  publish  reviews  of  Mr.  Kipling's  new 
volume,  after  having  had  only  some  twenty-four 
hours  to  consider  it,  have  dismissed  it  as  compara- 
tively poor  stuff  ?  One  of  them  says  that  Mr. 
Kipling  is  "played  out."  Another  selects  one  of  the 
second-best  tales  for  praise  and  sniffs  at  the  rest.  A 
third  preaches  on  the  text  of  the  writer's  alleged 
materialism.  And  nearly  all  have  carped  in  some 
form  or  other.  Is  this  merely  the  result  of  skijiping  a 
volume,  whose  author  uses  words  with  a  real  sense  of 
their  individual  value  ?  Or  is  it  sheer  brain-fag  on 
the  part  of  reviewers  already  overwrought  by  the 
pressure  of  the  new  season's  publishing  ?  Why, 
this  new  batch  of  Mr.  Kipling's  short  stories  is 
splendid  work.  .  .  .  Speaking  for  ourselves,  we 
have  read  The  Baifs  Work  with  more  pleasure 
than  we  have  derived  from  anything  of  Mr. 
Kipling's  since  the  Jungle  Book. 


L'  Envoi. 

Fly  forward,  O  my  heart,  from  the  Foreland  to  the  Start — 

We're  steaming  ail-too  slow, 
And  it's  twenty  thousand  mile  to  our  little  lazy  isle 
Where  the  trumpet-orchids  blow  I 

You  have  heard  the  call  of  the  off-shore  wind 

And  the  voice  of  the  deep-sea  rain  ; 

You  have  heard  the  song — how  long  ?  how  long 't 

Pull  out  on  the  trail  again  '. 

The  Lord  knows  what  we  may  find,  dear  lass, 

And  The  Deuce  knows  what  we  may  do — 

But  we're  back  once  more  on  the  old  trail,  our  own  trail, 

the  out  trail. 
We're  down,  hull  down  on  the  Long  Trail — the  trail  that  \ 
is  always  new. 
{^From  Biiflyunl  Klplinifs  "  J>arrach-Room  Ballads.") 
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A   Literary  Competition. 

Result  of  No.   I. 

iKTEEN  correct  answers  were  given  to  last  week's  paper 
questions,  nnd  copies  of  Mr.  Kipling's  now  book,   Tlie 
'ay\    Worl;,   aro  now    on    their  way  to   the  succossful 
anpetitors.     The  paper  consisted  of  the  following  open- 
ing sentences  of  English  words : 

1.  "  Time  icM  no  posiihility  of  taking  a  walk  that  day." 
("Jane  Eyre.") 

2.  "  Remains  of  our  good  yeomanry  blood  mil  he  found  in 

I  Tent,  develnping  stiff,  solid,  unobtrusive  men,  and  very  person- 
hie  women."  ("  Ehoda  Fleming.") 
3.  "  The  schoolmaster  was  leaving  the  village,  and  everybody 
temed  sorry."  ("  Jude  the  Obscure.") 
4.  "  '  Yes,  indeed,''  remarked  one  of  the  guests  at  the 
English  table.  '  Yes,  indeed,  we  start  life  thinking  that  toe 
shall  build  a  great  cathedral,  a  crowning  glory  to  architecture, 
and  tve  end  by  contriving  a  mud  hut.'"  ("  Ships  tliat  Pass 
in  the  Night.") 

5.  "7(!  is  a  truth  universally  acknowledged,   that  a  single 
man  in  possession  of  a  good  fortune  must  he  in  need  of  a  wife.'' 
("Pride  and  Prejudice.") 
C.  " '  Now,  what  I  want  is,  Facts.'  "     ("  Hard  Times.") 

In  addition  to  the  thirteen  accurate  replies,  wo  received 

iven   inaccurate  ones.      Of  these,    three   named   all  but 

'ude  the  Obscure ;  two  gave  rightly  only  three  of  the  novels ; 

hile  one  attributed  quotation  6  to  Captains  Courageous,  and 

e  to  In  Kedar's  Tents. 

Competition  No.  2. 
This  week  we  give  six  more   opening   sentences  from 
andard  or  excellent  English  novels  : 

1.  "My  father  had  a  small  estate  in  Nottinghamshire ;  1 
tas  the  third  of  five  sons." 

2.  "  You  have  requested  me,  my  dear  friend,  to  bestow  some 
'  that  leisure  with  which  Providence  has  blessed  the  decline  ot 
ly  life,  in  registering  the  hazards  and  difficulties  which  attended 

commencement." 

3.  "  '  Broj)   it,   yer  white-faced  monkey,  or  I'll  give  yer 
ething  to  snivel  for.'  " 

4.  "  The  full  truth  of  this  odd  matter  is  what  the  world  has 
mg  been  looking  for,  and  public  curiosity  is  sure  to  welcome." 

5.  "  The  20th  April,  i8i4,  an  almost  cloudless,  perfectly 
I^Bttnny  day,  saw  all  London  astir." 

1^1  6.  "  The  heroic  deeds  of  highlanders,  both  in  these  islands 
I^B»(/  elsewhere,  have  been  told  in  verse  and  prose,  and  not  more 
WKpften,  nor  more  loudly,  than  they  deserve." 

To  all  of  our  readers  who  name  correctly  the  six  novels 
of  which  the  above  sentences  are  the  beginning  will  be 
sent  a  copy  of  Mr.  Theodore  Watts-Dunton's  romanco, 
Aylwin,  published  to-day  (Saturday).  Answers, 
aldressed  "  Literary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43, 
Chancery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the 
first  post  of  Tuesday,  October  18,     Each  answer  must  be 


accompanied  hy  the  text  of  Compntition  1,  cut  from  thin 
column,  and  we  rely,  of  countn,  on  our  roaden'  mum  of 
what  is  fair  not  to  communicate  thn  solution  to  nthera. 
All  answers  must  be  the  result  of  inilependont  research. 


The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An    Offer    to    Authors. 

Notwithstanding  the  rise  and  the  progrcM  of  Agencies 
designed  to  facilitate  the  dealings  of  authors  with  pub- 
lishers, many  a  writer  having  a  M8.  book  to  dispose  of  is 
still  at  a  lose  as  to  what  steps  be  should  take  in  order  to 
have  it  adjudged.  Requests  for  advice  as  to  MSS.  and 
what  should  be  done  with  them  reach  us  constantly.  We 
have,  therefore,  resolved  to  establish,  in  connexion  with 
the  AcADKMY,  a  Bureau,  in  which  all  MSS.  sent  to  us 
shall  receive  expert  criticism.  We  invite  MS.  books 
for  consideration.  Although,  no  doubt,  the  bidk  of 
the  MSS.  sent  in  may  be  expected  to  belong  to  the 
domain  of  Belles  Lettres,  tlie  conductors  of  the  Bureau 
will  welcome  work  in  other  departments  of  literature — 
theological,  philosophical,  historical,  biographical,  scien- 
tific, artistic,  and  technical. 

All  MSS.  sent  to  the  Academy  Bureau  will  be  con- 
sidered without  delay  by  competent  readers.  In  each 
case  an  opinion  will  bo  written.  That  opinion  will  be 
published  in  the  Bureau  department  of  the  Academy. 
We  have  also  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal 
for  publication  will  be  made  by  a  first-class  house  for 
every  MS.  which  is  considered  suitable  for  publication  by 
the  conductors  of  the  Bureau.  If  his  book  seems  unlikely 
to  succeed,  the  author  will  bo  told  why ;  and,  in  most 
cases,  the  reasons  will  save  him  from  the  pain  of  hope 
indefinitely  deferred,  and  sometimes  enable  him  to  improve 
his  book  sufficiently  to  justify  its  reconsideration. 

Each  MS.  should  be  accompanied  by  a  notn-de-plume 
or  initials,  under  which  our  criticism  will  be  printed, 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper  "  Academy  Bureau,"  and 
accompanied  by  postage  stam]>s  for  return  if  not  accepted. 

It  must  be  distinctly  understood  that  each  MS.  must 
contain  enough  to  fiU  a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  of 
the  Academy  applies  only  to  books  that  have  not  been 
published  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors  of  the 
Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSS.  submitted  to  them, 
but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss. 


The  Triumph  of  Rachel.  By  "Fl-vxkub." 

This  is  less  a  novel  than  a  series  of^  social  sketches.  We  are 
half  through  the  MS.  before  it  becomes  manifest  what  the  story 
is  about ;  and  we  have  not  been  well  entertained  on  the  way. 
All  the  characters  are  vague  and  uninteresting ;  the  dialogue  is 
dreary.  "Flaneur"  does  not  understand  the  art  of  story- 
telling. She  writes  page  after  page,  chapter  after  chapter, 
without  exciting  any  interest  in  her  characters,  and  without 
lessening  the  todionsness  of  her  narrative.  "  Flaneur  "  has  the 
merit  of  writing  fluently  and  grammatically ;  but  that  is  not 
enough. 
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By  "  Manning tox. 


Two  Dramatic  Idylls  ; 
A  Dramai'ic  Sketch  ;  Rome  Veeses. 

"  Mannington,"  apparently,  has  not  read  the  rules  of  the 
A.iidemy  Bureau.  It  is  with  MSS.  sufficient,  each  of  them,  to 
make  a  volume  that  we  propose  to  deal.  There  is  talent  and 
good  taste  in  the  pieces  before  us ;  but  obviously  they  were 
written  for  publication  one  by  one,  and  they  a-e  not  such  as 
could  be  suitably  x'ublished  together. 

*,*  We  have  received  four  other  manuscrip's  too  late  for 
notice  in  this  iuus ;  they  shall  receive  attention  next  week. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  October  13. 
theologicaij  and  biblical. 

neoBon  (H.  H.),  Apostolic  CdtirtUnity (Methueu)    6/0 

Elias(Col.  K),  TheTendeacyof  Kaligion (Chapman)    3/6 

Bamtora  (A.  J.),  Things  that  are  Made (Aleicander  &  Shepheard)    2/0 

Moas  (R.  W.),  The  Range  ol  Christian  Experience   (Kelly) 

Price  (Rev.  E.  D  ).  The  Story  of  Religions  (Newnes)    1/0 

Hiriis  (J.  R.),  The  Homeric  Centonea  and  the  Acts  of  Pilate   (Clay) 

Beubf  (C.  E.),  Creed  and  L'fe  (Second  Editija) ...(Simpkin) 

Present  Day  Tracts,  Vol  XIV (Religious  Tract  Society) 

niSIOEY   AND   BIOGRAPHY. 

Parkin  (G.  E.),  Edward  Thring  (2  vols  ) (Macmillan)  17/,) 

Btuun  (D.),  The  Cave  Dwellers  of  Southern  Asia     (Thacker;  12/0 

Bymons  (J.  A.),  Sketches  and  Studies  in  Italy  and  Greece  (N'ew  Edition) 

(Smith  &  Elder)    7/G 

Bell  (M.),  Sir  Edward  Burre-Jones      (Bell)    7/8 

Brooks  (N.),  The  Story  of  Marco  Polo   (Murray)    8/0 

Thompson  (A.  H.),  Cambridae  and  Its  Colleges  (Methueo)    3/0 

Holme  (L.  E.),  The  Extinction  of  the  Christian  Churches  in  North  Africa 

(Clay) 
Stillman  (W.  .7.),  The  Union  of  Italy,  1815-1895  (Cambridge  University  Press) 
Seldon  (C),  Heinrich  Heine's  Last  Days  (translated)   .(Unwin) 

POETRY,    CEITICISM,  BELLES  LETTRES. 

Eeioh  (E),  Hungari«n  Literature (Jarrold)    6/0 

Shakespeare.  "Whitehall  Edition,  Vol.  X (Constable)    6/0 

Seddon  (.J.  P.),  King  Elbe's  Honeymoon  Cabinet (Batsford)    5/0 

Gamett  (Dr.  E.),  Original  Poetry  by  Victor  and  Cazire  [Percy  Bysshe  Shelley 

and  Elizabeth  Shelley] (Lane)    6/0 

Shelley  (P.  B.),  Prose  and  Poetical  Works  (6  vols.)  (Chatlo)  each    3/6 

Hurll  (E.  M.),  The  Madonna  in  Ai-t (Nutt)    3/B 

Gamer  (J.  L.),  The  Stanzas  of  Omar  Khajyam (Bell)    3/6 

Bridgett  (Rev.  T.  E.),  Sonnets  and  Epigrams  on  Sacred  Subjects 

(Bums  &  Gates)    3/6 

Lang  (A.),  Selections  from  Coleridge (Longmans)    .S/e 

Keats  (J).  Sonnets  (Bell)    2/8 

Laidlay  (W.  .J.),  The  Royal  Academy :  Its  U«es  and  Abuses  ...  „ ..  (Simpkin)    1/0 

Watson  (E.  W.  S.).  S.'otland  for  Ever (Douglas) 

Bowles  (G.  8.),  A  Guo-Hoom  Ditty  Box (Cassell) 

Evans  (Q.  E  ),  Loraine (Robertson) 

Caird  (J.),  University  Addresses (Madehose) 

SCIENCE  AND   PHILOSOPHY. 

Beddard  (F.  E.),  The  Structure  and  Classification  of  Birds  (Longmans)  21/0 

Meyer  (Ernst  von),  A  History  of  Chemistry (Macmillan)  15/0 

Maitland  (F.  W.),  Roman  Canon  Law  in  theChurch  of  England  ...(Methuen)    7/6 

Jones  (C),  Qualitative  Chemical  Analysis (Macmillan)    6/0 

Clodd  (E  ),  Tom  Tit  Tot  (Duckworth)    6/0 

Wetts  (S.  H.),  Practical  Mechanics (Methuen)    3/6 

Burke  (Mrs.  W.  A.),  The  Structure  of  Life (Art  and  Book  Co.)    2/0 

Kidd  (B.),  The  Control  of  the  Tropics ...(Ths  Macmillan  Co.) 

NEW   EDITIONS  OF  FICTION. 

Austen  (J.),  Sease  and  Sensibility  (2  vols.) (Dent)    6/0 

Munchausen's  Travels  and  Adventures  (Wells,  Gardner)    3/6 

Eeide  (C),  Hard  Cash r (Chatto)     -/O 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Lnbovius  (L.),  Progressiva  German  ('omposition (Blackwood)  15/0 

Verity  (A.  W.),  Comus  and  Lycidas  (Cambridge  University  Press  ) 

■Wright  (W. ),  A  Grammjr  of  Arabic  (Third  Edition,  Vol.  n. ) 

(Cambridga  University  Press) 

JL^ENILE. 

Oomme  (G.  L  ),  The  Quean's  Story  Book (Constable)  6/0 

CoUingwood  (H.),  APirateof  theCiribbees (Griffith)  5/0 

Whishaw(F.),  Cluttorbuck's  Treasure (Griffith)  5/0 

CoUingwood  (H.),  An  Ocean  Chase (Griflth)  5/0 

Meado  (L.  T.),  The  Girls  of  St.  Wode's „ (Chambers)  5/0 

I'irth  (H.),  In  the  Yellow  Sea    ,. (GrifHth)  3/6 

Whishaw  (F.),  A  Eace  for  Life    .....(Griffith)  3/6 


Henty  (S.  A.),  The  Young  Franc  Tireura (Griffl'li)  8/« 

Swete(M.),  Day  Dreams (Griffith)  2/8 

Richardson  (E.),  Sun,  Moon,  and  Stars (Lane)  ?/6 

Ellis  (E.  8.),  Astray  in  the  Forest (Cassell)  1/6 

Ellis  (K.  a. ),  Captured  by  Indians (Cassell)  1/0 

Crane  (W),  Walter  Cranes  Picture  Books,  Forty  Thieves,  Bed  Riding  Hood 

(Lane)  1/0 

El.is  (E.  S  ),  Scouts  and  Cjmrades (CasKli) 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Burne-Jonei  (P  ),  Fables  by  Fal (Duckworth)    ^ji 

Quigley  (D.),  Tne  Way  to  Keep  Young (Sands)    1|^ 

(luigley(D),  Success  is  for  You (Sands)    1/8 

Atchison  (C.  C).  Sprightly  Fancies (Simpkin)    1/0 

Long  (I  ),  The  Story  of  tlie  Farm       (Rural  World  Publishing  Co.)    I/O 

Grand  (8.),  The  Modern  Man  and  Maid  (New  Edition) (Marshall)    1/0 

Bibliographical  Society,  Transactions,  Vol.  IV (Blades) 

Ford  (H.),  The  Artof  Extempore  Speaking (Stock) 

Thompson  (Rev.  Canon),  History  and  Antiquities  of  Church  of  St.  Saviour, 

Southwark (Ash) 

Pease  (A.  E.,  M.P.),  The  Badger (Lawrence  &  Bullon) 

Dalton  (C),  English  Army  last*  :  1681—1714 

*„*  New  NoveU  arc  catalogued  in  our  Guide  to  Novel  Seadert, 


The  Academy  is  puhlished  every  Friday 
morning.  Advertisements  should  reach  the 
office  not  later  than  4  2^  m.  on  Thursday. 

The  Ediior  tvill  make  every  effort  to  return  rejected 
con  ti  ibutions,  provided  a  stamped  and  addressed 
envelope  is  enclosed. 

Occasional  contributors  are  recommended  to  have 
their  MSS.  type-written. 

All  business  letters  regarding    the  supply  of  the 
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Office :  43,  Chancery  Lane,  W.  C. 
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Annual  Subscriber  in  the  United  Kingdom. 
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OUR    NEW    SERIES. 


SOME  PRESS  OPINIONS. 


THE  DAILY  NEWS. 
"  Thv  Acndmiy  appears  in  new  form  this 
woek — still  without  any  change  in  it<  price 
of  Ikl.  BrightnoKH  is  its  aim,  but  it  still 
maintains  the  quality  of  its  criti"isui,  whi(Oi 
is  serious  without  being  in  the  least  heavy. 
The  arrangement  makes  the  perodical 
'look'  worth  reading  before  it  ii  found  to 
be  so.  Everything  is  touched  into  attrac- 
tiveness of  treatment,  if  sometimes  it  is 
only  by  a  headline.  .  .  .  All  this  is 
the  criticism  of  letters  in  a  sugar-coated 
pill — which  implies,  not  that  the  dose  is 
tasteless,  but  only  that  it  is  free  from  '  bad' 
taste." 

THE  DAILY  CHRONICLE. 
"  The  Ariidemi/  is  radiant  in  a  now  dress. 
Everything  is  well  done,  and  readers,  old 
and  n(iw,  are  likely  to  appreciate  the  itn- 
provements  that  the  conductors  of  this 
popular  weekly  have  introduced." 

B   THE  ST.  JAMES'S  GAZETTE. 

^  "The  first  number  of  the  new  series  of 
The  Ariilemy  gives  every  promise  of  interest 
for  tli(!  future  of  this  literary  weekly.  A 
resolute  endeavour  to  be  bright  and  at  the 
mme  time  well-informed  stamps  each  page. 
The  Arademi/  tince  it  renewed  its  youth, 
lias  been  very  alert  and  lively,  and  has 
added  appreciably  to  the  gaiety  of  the 
literary  life." 

THE  DAILY  MAIL. 
"  The   Academy  is  certainly  one  of    the 
most  alive    and    enterprising   of  all    our 
literary  weeklies." 

I  THE  WESTMINSTER  GAZETTE. 
I* This  week  The  Academy  appears  in  a 
w  and  much-improved  guise,  in  which 
its  old  friends  will  hardly  recognise  it. 
The  number  consists  of  fifty-si.x  pages,  is 
printed  in  leaded  type  on  excellent  paper, 
and  is  still  i>ublished  at  the  old  price." 

I    THE  PALL  MALL  GAZETTE. 

"  Thr  Academy  appears  in  a  now  dross; 
illustrations,  bettT  paper,  and  a  cover 
heariug  a  design  in  the  tail-eud-of-the- 
century  art.  New  life  has  been  put  into 
the  paper,  and  it  is  infinitely  brighter  and 
a  little  more  amusing  than  it  was." 

THE  ECHO. 
"  Congratulations  to  The  Academy.  In 
its  new  form  it  is  a  surprising  threepenny- 
worth  for  quantity  and  variety.  It  is 
nearly  all  piquant  and  buoyant ;  the  type 
is  good  ;  the  illustrations  excellent."  I 


THE  BRITISH  WEEKLY. 
"There  is  no  such  tbreepennyworth  on 
the  market  at  present  as  The  Academy,  ood 
it  may  bo  confidently  expected  that  it  will 
obtain  a  very  large  curculatiou." 


THE  MORNINCl  LEADER. 
"  The  Academy  is  to  bo  congrat  dated  on 
the  many  attractive  features  apparent  iu 
the  current  issue— the  firat  of  a  new  series. 
But  heaven  help  the  academician  who  is  to 
run  the  new  tasting  department  to  which 
amateur  authors  are  invited  to  send  their 
iiiaiiuscripts.". 

THE  IRISH  INDEPENDENT. 
"  The  changes  amount  to  a  revolution  in 
literary    journalism,   and    without    doubt 
some  of  the  rivals  of  this  paper  will  find 
it  needful  to  follow  its  lead  before  long." 

THE  NEWCASTLE  MORNING  MAIL. 

"la  its  old  form  it  was  a  splendid 
literary  journal — always  bright  and  up-to- 
date,  and,  in  the  opinion  of  many  literary 
men,  a  long  way  ahead  of  those  magazines 
which  are  twiue  its  price.  But  it  is  now 
a  monster  tbreepennyworth.  The  mat'er 
in  The  Academy  U  always  of  uniform  excel- 
lence, but  one  wonders  how  this  bigger 
journal  can  be  produ<!ed  at  the  price." 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO/S  LIST. 

POPULAR  NEW  SIX-SHILLING  NOVELS. 

At  all  Libraries,  Booksellers',  and  Baokstalls. 


NEW    NOVEL    BV    THK    AUTHOR    OP 
'•BOOTI.ES'   BABY." 

HEART      AND     SWORD 
HEART      AND      SWORD 


By  JOHN  STRANGK  WINTER. 
**  Thooph  not  a  novel  with  a  irjrpose,  *  Heart  and 
Svpord '  inoidentftlly  conveys  an  interestinsr  annwe.*  to 
the  much-diecussed  question,  *  Should  Wives  Work?'  ** 

-Voir  reaJy.  the  THIRD  EDTTIO.V  of 
MR.  WILLIAM    LE  QUEUX'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

IF    SINNERS    ENTICE     THEE: 

A  Romance  of  thi'  Uiviera. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "SCRIBES  and  PHARISEES." 

With  Frontispiece  by  H.  Piffabd. 

MR.S.  ALEXANDERS  NKW  NOVEL. 

THE    COST    OF   HER   PRIDE. 

liy  tho  AUTHOR  iif   "HAHHARA,  LADt'S   MAID 
end  PEKRKSS."  "  A  GOLUE.S  AUTUMN,"  Jtc. 

FLORBN'CE   MARRYAT'S   NEW   NOVEL 

WHY    DID    SHE    LOVE    HIM? 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "MY  SI8Ti5R  tho  ACTRESS." 


MISS    RAYBURN'S   DIAMONDS 

By  the   Hon.  Mrs.  JOCELYN, 

Inthor  of  "  The  M.  F.  H.'e  Dauchter,"  "  Lady  Mary's 

Kx[)0tiencc«,"  Sic. 


MB.  CUMBERLAND  BRNTLEY'S  NEW  SPORTING 

NOVEL. 

In  paper  cover,  price  It". 

A     NEAR     THING 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "A  DREAM'S  FULFILMENT." 
F.  V.  WHITE  k  CO..  M,  Bedford  Street,  Strand 


THE  LEADENHALL  PRESS,  Lto. 

FIRST    RDITION    I!»    tSfiLtHH    rROM   THE 
TENTH   KKK.NL'II  EDITIO.N. 

ANQLO  SAXON    SUPERIORITY: 

U>  Wliat  Ii  U  Due.  ("A  .|'i..i  ti.!i;t  I*  Hiii»  uorlt* 
d-n  An«io.8»xont.")  lly  KliMn.VD  DKM'iLIKH, 
Kdil^r  or  La  IMtncx  SiiriaU.  Tr«n>l«i<>d  \<f 
LUUI8  BERT  LAVICNR.  LO.SDO.V  :  Tb« 
LimdenhaU  PraM,  Lbl.,  Ki.  Ua<laah«ll  HtrMt, 
>i-U.  iTbre»«ad-81ipcuoo. 

PAQE3     and     PICTURES    from 

KORi;<)TrEN  rHILI)RKS'.S  U0UK8.  llruuKhi 
to.;piher  and  intrtMliiccd  to  p.«  Reailcr  l.v 
ANOHEW  W.  TUKR,  F  8.A.  Poor  hundml 
lilnairutions;  Ave  handrad  i«kwi,  haiuUotniiy 
h"und,  top  edge  (filr,  •  Ik  iKwkmarker. 
LO.SDON:  Tho  («fuleiihall  I'rens,  Ltd.,  6<>, 
L.:adeaball  Sueel,  E.G.  ^Hlx  ShillinK*. 

One  hundred  largo-paper  cople«  at  a  Gainoa.  net. 

THE  PRINCESS  ILSE :  a  Legend 

of  t>-e  llarz  Mnunlainn.  Written  by  M\RIK 
PETER8KN.  Traoniated  from  Itin  Garman  bv 
A.  M.  DKANK.  LONDON:  The  Le*-lenball 
Press,  L'd.,  JO,  Loadeahall  Htroet,  E  C. 

ITwo-aod-SUpfnce. 

THE     VAGARIES    of    TO-DAY. 

By  MARK  MUNDY.  LONDON  .  Tbo  Leadenhall 
Press,  Ltd.,  So,  Leadenball  Sireet,  B.C. 

[Tbrea-asd-Sixpence. 


A  QVXIKT    OLD    TnASrCT    Or    DICOIATITI    OtAWiaSI 

rOa    f.tADIO    ni.A98. 
(loo  FUI.I..FAOI  IM.l-6TaATI0!r».  AVU  DISCaiPTlVB  TKXT.) 

A    BOOKS    of     SVNDRY 

DRAVCHTES,  Principal^,  'eriiniifor  (llafitrt  : 
And  not  Impertin..nt  for  Plalrerers  and  Ganltnera  : 
besides  .'undry  other  profeirioni. :  ichcrruHto  it 
a**n«.red  the  manner  hoto  to  anniW  in  utas  ■  And 
"lao  the  tr*e  f-rme  of  tht  Fornace,  and 
the  fenrelei  thereof.  By  WALTER  OlDDK. 
Lwdon.  1615.  ryuarto.]  LONDON  :  The 
Leadenhall  Pi  ess,  Ltd.,  50,  Leadenball  .Sirett,  E.U. 
Bound  in  strone  limp  parobtneDt,  witb  leather  tb3ii^ 
at  side  (facsimile  of  the  original  bi  diuff). 

[!i\x  Shilling*. 

THAT    HEADSTRONG    BOY:    a 

FrfHk  of  ni«  and  What  Caroc  of  It.  Bv 
EDWARD  KENT.  LONDON  :  The  Leartenhtll 
Press,  Ltd.,  (0,  Leadenball  amet,  B  O. 

[Six  Sbillioga. 


THE  LEADENHALL,  PRESS,  Ltd. 


TERRA   TENEBRARUM: 

Love's    Jest    Book,    and    other   Vorses. 

By  WILLIAM  KNOX  J0H.V30N. 

"He  is  no  mere  versifier  or  clever  ihymcr  .  .  . 
a  lM«k  which  is  of  high  literary  promise  .  .  . 
Tbe  reader  will  readily  contlim  thu  Judgment  " 

7'llB.i.. 

"  A  careful  and  scholarlv  wr  ter.  He  haa  no  lat- k  o' 
i'leiiA,  and  his  idea*  are  seiioas,  well  thontrlit  out,  and 
his  own.    He  bus  not  studied  Lcopafdi  in  vain." 

AtkentrMm. 

**  Among  rec-?nt  annnets  we  know  of  none  floor 
than  fome  of  Mr.  Knox  Johaaon."— itendemr. 

"  Fine    diction    .     .  magnificently  rhetorical 

.  .  .  meiapbTsieal  probleius,  de:«i)uring  specula, 
tions  .  .  .  Uia  mood  may  not  abide  with  bim 
...    he  could  write  memorable  work."— Critic. 

London  :  Kxr.AX  Paii.,Tiii»cb,  TkCbxik  *  Co., Ltd. 
Paternoster  House,  Cbarin*  Crws  Road,  W.C. 

New  re.idv,  dcniy  Hvo,  cloth  extra,  price  Ills.  Gd. 

THE  PRINCIPLES  and  METHODS  o*" 

MISSluNAllY    L.VBOUR.     Uv  EDWARD  UKAN 

UNPERHILL,  Honorary  Sccre.ary  of  the  BapUtt 

Missionary  Society. 

"The  large  knowledge,  the  souml  judgmeot.  ib« 

strong  priiciical  sense,  and  ti.e  liigh-touea  Cbrisiia-. 

enthusiasm  of  onr  dear  friend  hss  never  been  moru 

conspicuously  dispUiyed."— Aopf  iiA  Magasine. 

Second  E<lition.    Cn'wn  Svo.  cloth  lioards,  price 
1«.  «d.,  post  free. 

TH  B  CONDUCT  of  PUBLIC  MEET1N08. 

By    J.    Hi; NT    rOOKK.     A    clear  ami  concise 
Manual  for  all  Public  S|>eakers. 
••  We  make  no  ajKilogy,  even  during  the  bolidaf 
seaaoii,  for  drawing  attention  to  this  Utile  book." 
__^_  Spectator. 

I.ondon ; 
Alixaidsr  &  SairutxBD,  iTarninl   StrMt,  R.'J 
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CAMBRIDGE    UNIVERSITY   PRESS. 

HISTORY  of  the  LIFE  and  REIGN  of  RICHARD  the  THIRD.    To  which  is  added  the 

Story  of  Porkin  Warbeck  from  Original  Documents.  By  JAMKS  GAIRDKKR,  LL.D.,  Author  of  **  The  Houses  of  Lancaster  and  York,"  Editor  of  "  The 
Paston  Letters,''  and  of  "  Letters  and  Papers  of  the  Reign  of  Henry  VIII.,"  &c.    New  and  Revised  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  witli  2  Portraits,  8a.  6d. 

MICHEL  de  MONTAIGNE  :  a  Biographical  Study.    By  M.  E.  Lowndes.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
SELECTED   POEMS   from  the  DIVANI  SHAMSI  TABRIZ.      Edited  and  Translated, 

with  an  Introduclion,  Notes,  and  Appendices,  by  BEYNOLD  A.  NICHOLSON,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.    Crown  8vo,  12s. 

NOW  READY,  Vol.  II.,  demy  8vo,  los. 

A  GRAMMAR  of  the  ARABIC  LANGUAGE.    Translated  from  the  German  of  Caspari, 

and  Edited,  with  numeTons  Additions  and  Cnjrections,  by  W.  WRIGHT,  LL.D.,  late  ProfcsBor  of  Arabic  in  tbe  UniverHity  of  Cambridpe.  Third  Edition, 
Revised  by  W.  ROBERTSON  SMITH,  late  Proffssor  of  Arabic  in  the  University  of  Cambridge,  and  M.  J.  DE  GOEJE.  Prcfcssor  of  Arabic  in  tbo 
University  of  Leyden.     Vol.  I.    Demy  8vo,  12s  Gd.     Vol.  IL     Demy  8vo,  15.s. 

THE  EXTINCTION  of  the  CHRISTIAN   CHURCHES  in  NORTH  AFRICA.     Hulsean 

Pnze  Essay,  1895.  By  L.  R.  TTOLMR,  R.A-.  fr.rm*=rly  Scholar  of  Jesas  College,  Cambridge,  Lecturer  on  Political  Science,  Economics,  &c.,  in  the  University 
of  Bishop's  College,  Lennoxville,  P.Q.,  Canada.    Crown  8vo,  5s. 

THE    HOMERIC    CENTONES    and    the    ACTS   of   PILATE.     By  J.   Rendel  Harris, 

Univereil\  Lettincr  in  Pala'Cgrajihy,  and  Fellow  of  Clare  College,  Cambridf^'e.     Demy  8vo,  Ss. 

DIGEST  IX    2,  LEX  AQUILIA     Translated  with  Notes.    By  C.  H.  Monro,  M.A ,  Fellow 

and  Lecturer  of  Gonville  and  Cains  College,  Cambridge.    Crown  Svo,  5s. 

ZOOLOGICAL  RESULTS,  based  on  Material  from  New  Britain,  New  Guinea,  Loyalty 

Islands,  and  elsewhere,  collected  diinng  the  Years  1895,  1890,  and  1E07.  Bj  ARTHUR  WILLEY,  D.Sc.  Lond.,  Hon.  II.A.  Cantab.,  Balfour  Student  of  the 
University  of  Cambrirtfre.    Part  I.,  with  U  Plates,  demy  Svo,  128.  6d.  [Part  IT,  ready  in  November. 

A    TREATISE    on   DYNAMICS   of   a   PARTICLE.      With  numerous  Examples.     By 

EDWARD  JOHN  ROUTH,  Sc.D.,  LL.D.,  M.A.,  F.B.S.,  ic,  Hon.  Fellow  of  Peterhouse,  Cambridge,  Fellow  of  the  University  of  London.    Demy  Svo,  Us. 

A  TREATISE  on  ANALYTICAL  STATICS.    By  E.  J.  Routh,  Sc.D.,  F.R.S.    Demy  Svo. 

Vol.1.    Second  Edition.    Us.    Vol.  II.,  10s.  

CAMBRIDGE    HISTORICAL    SERIES.— New   Volumes. 

Edited  by  G.  W.  PROTHERO,  Litt.D.,  Professor  of  History  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh. 

THE    UNION    of    ITALY.    18151895.      By  W.  J.   Stillman,  L.H.D.   (Concordia),   late 

Correspondent  to  the  Times  in  Rome;  Author  of   "The  Cretan  Insurrection  of  1866,"  and  of  "Herzegovina  and  the  late  Uprising."     With   \  Maps, 
Crown  Svo,  Gs, 
TIMES.—"  Pew  men  are  better  qualified  by  personal  knowledge,  by  political  sympathy,  or  by  direct  contact  with  events  than  Mr.  W.  J.  Stillman,  to  write  a 
history  of  modern  Italy." 

SPAIN :  its  Greatness  and  Decay,  1479-1788.    By  Major  Martin  Hume.    With  an  Intro- 
duction by  E.  ARMSTRONG.    Crown  Svo  .    [Xearly  ready. 

TEXTS  AND  STUDIES:    ContribuUoiis  to   Biblical  and  Patristic  Literature. 

Edited   by  J.    ARMITAGE   ROBINSON,   D.D. 

Vol.  VI.  No.  1.  THE  LAUSIAC  HISTORY  of  PALLADIUS.    By  Dom  Cuthbert  Butler, 

Benedictine  Monk  of  the  English  Congi-egation,  and  of  Downside  Monastery.    Demy  Svo,  78.  6d.  net. 

CAMBRIDGE  NATURAL  SCIENCE  MANUALS.— Biological  Series.     New    Volumes. 

General  Editor— A.  E.  SHIPLEY,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutrr  of  Christ's  College. 

OUTLINES  of  VERTEBRATE  PAL.ffiONTOLOGY  for  STUDENTS  of  ZOOLOGY.    By 

A.  S.  WOODWARD,  Assistant  Keeper  of  the  Department  of  Genlogy  in  the  llrilish  lluseum.     Demy  Svo,  Us. 

FOSSIL  PLANTS :  a  Manual  for  Students  of  Botany  and  Geology.    By  A.  C.  Seward, 

M.A.,  F.G.S.,  St.  John's  College,  Lecturer  in  Botany  in  the  Dniversity  of  Cambridge.    2  vols.    Vol.  I.,  now  ready,  128.  [  Vol.  II.  in  the  press. 

PITT  PRESS  SERIES. -New    Volumes. 
ARISTOPHANES.- CLOUDS.     Edited  by  C.  E.  Graves,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  St.  John's 

College,  Ca»bridge.  {Immedialdy. 

JUVENAL.— SATIRES.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Index,  by  J.  D.  Duff, 

M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. ^Immediately. 

CAMBRIDGE  SERIES  FOR  SCHOOLS   AND    TRAINING   COLLEGES. 

General  Editor— W.  H.  WOODWARD,  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  Principal  of  University  (Day)  Training  College,  LiverjJool,  and  Lecturer  on  Education 

in  Victoria  University. 
THE    FOLLOWING     WORKS    ARE    NOW   REAVV:- 

CICERO.-IN    CATILINAM    I.     Edited,  with    Introduction,  Notes,   and    Vocabulary, 

by  J.  H.  FLATHER.    Is.  6d. 

VERGIL.— ^NEID  I.    Edited,  with  Introduction,  NoteF,  and  Vocabulary,  by  A.  Sidgwick. 

Is.  lid. 

MILTON —LYCIDAS   and  COMUS.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Glossary, 

bv  A.  W.  VERITY.     2s. 

MACAULAY.— ESSAY   on   BUNYAN'S    PILGRIM'S   PROGRESS.     Edited,  with  In 

troduction  and  Notes,  by  A,  D.  1NNE3.     Is. 

GRAY.— ODE  on  the  SPRING  and  The  BARD.    Edited,  with  Introduction  and  Notes 

bv  D    C    TOVFY      8d 

uj  1/.  Kj.  iv^.x,!.    ou.  Other  Volumes  in  preparation.     Full  Prospectus  on  application. 

London:    C.  J.  CLAY  &    SONS,  Cambridge  University  Press  Warehouse,   Ave  Maria   Lane. 
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k    BARGAIN    FOR    BQOKBUYERS. 

"THE      TIMES"      REPRINT 

op 

THE     ENCYOLOP-ffiDIA     BRITANNICA 


**  It  is  no  secret  that  this  issue 
as  met  with  a  remarkable  re- 
option it     may    fairly    bo 

ailed  the  literary  phenomenon 

i  the  day. The  'instalment 

ublisher'  requires  considerable 
lith  in  the  general  honesty  of 
le  human  race,  but  liitherto  his 
iith  has  been  amply  justified." 

ACADEMy, 


Tim  TIMES  offers  its  Eeprint  of 
le  Encyclop.t.dia  Britannica  (Ninth 
(lition)  at  half  the  Publisher's  price, 
he  tenus  of  sale,  based  upon  the 
.•stem  of  monthly  payments,   make  it 

I  easy  to  secure  a  compact  library  of 
iference  that  no  reader  of  T/ie  Academy 
in   afford   to   neglect   so   remarkable 

II  opportunity.  The  Encycloi'.i:uia 
RITANNICA  is  so  wcU  knowu  that  it 
ills  for  no  description ;  it  is  the  one 
'ithoritative  and  accepted  work  of 
iference.  Completed  nearly  ten  years 
?o,  it  has  no  rival ;  nor  is  there  any 
kelihood  that  the  present  generation 
iH  .see  it  approached  by''^a  worthy 
impetitor. 


(NINTH     EDITION). 


THE    SPECIAL    BOOKCASE. 

for  the  convonicncc  of  purchasers  who  have  not  sufRclent  •helf-room  for  t^s 
ENCYCLOP>COIA  BRITANNICA,  a  compact  rcvoivine^  hookcaso  t^av  been  manufactured,  which 
will  be  supplied  to  purchascra  of  the  ENCvcl.OP>EOI A  BRITANNicA  only  at  a  once  con- 
siderably less  than  the  usual  cost  of  so  substantial  a  ptcc:  of  furniture.  It  will  be  kold 
for  £3  in  cash,  or  for  three  monthly  payments  of  on3  i^ulnca  each. 


TaMe  of  the 
lincipal 
)Dtents  of  the 
Encyclopaedia 
ritannlca," 
id  a  Pamphlet 
)Dtaining 
)eciincnPages, 
Dioured 
lates,  and 
rief  Extracts 
om  the  Work, 
ill  be  sent, 
)st  Free,  upon 
ipUcation 
the 

ubibher  oi 
Tlie  Times." 


■XEiMPoxiiiLxi'y    x>xiice:s    fox:    'the    as    vox^uiwes. 

Suftielent  pmviaion  will  be  made  for  the  fillini  of  Orders  promptiv  posted  either  from  thi  Unite-J  Kinidam  or  the  UJloniea;  t)jt  appictntt  »ho  ImiMa  mtt 
and  tnut  the  offer  has  been  withdrawn,  or  the  pricis  increased,  without  further  notice. 


lONB    aUISBA  lo  be  sent  with   Order:    ihUmu:;  ni.<re   to  bt  f.tid  until  Iht 

25  vohtm/s  have  been  delivered,  all  at  one  time,  to  the  tHrch,iter.\ 
CLOTH    BINDINO,  16    MrmchlT  Payment,  d   ONE  QUIMEA  ««b.  or  wilh  BocteMw 

19  Monthly  raymctits  of  ONE  OUINEA  e^iv 
HALF   MOROCCO   BINDING  ivkuh  yn  rA,.n..«.iJA  SO   Mmchir  p„™»-.i.  o(   ONE 

GUINEA  eaiTl),  or  uilh  Itic  Itoukciw,  S3  Monlhly  Payiil«»u  of  ONE  QUINXA  Mcfc- 
FULL    MOROCCO    BINDING  {Die  >«»  ieil  huMaf).  87  Uo«l>l»  P.ini>mU  o«    ONX 
GUINEA  r  ich.  or  Willi  Ihe  Bookcan  30  Moiulilr  Pajnams  o(  OVB  OOmA  •«*■ 
NoTt.— If  the  I'urch.iser  sentk  a  cheque  for  the  full  amount  at  the  cash  price  shown  alxive.  he  will  effect  a  saving  oi  One  Shilling  in  the  Guinea,  am)  ii.»  Onler  Kina  need  h«  laot    [All  <. 
dniwn  to  tlM;  order  of  H.  E.  HOorivR,]     nio  Form  wtiich  lollows  is  lor  the  use  ■«'  puich.iicr*  vvtto  prefer  to  make  inoiillily  pavineot*. 


CLOTH   BINDING,  CIS  ["'c  l'ul>li5lic.v  price  »-as  ^37],  AND   WITH  THE  BOOK- 
CASE. £19. 
HALF   MOROCCO,    C20  [the  Publishers'  price  was  £i$\  AND  WITH   THE  BOOK- 
CASE,  «23. 
FULL   MOHOCCO,   £27,  Full  r.ilt  Kdces.  a  sumptuous  hindins  filled  for  the  richest  collection* 
lihc  I'ublishc,.,  piicc  was  «sl.  AND  WITH  THE  BOOKCASE.  «30. 
[The  Ciolh  binding  sold  lor  £16  is  of  tlie  same  qtuility  as  that  sold  by  the  publishers  at  £y7,  and  is 
as  stionc  as  a  clolh  binding  can  lie.   But  it  can  be  recummeiidcd  only  to  puichaserii  who  feel  obli|^l  lo 
lake  the  ENXYCl.upaiOIA  BHITANNICA  in  'h.^t  form  or  not  at  alL     'llie  size  and  weiKht  of  the  volumes, 
and  the  perroatient  salue  of  the  work,  alike  call  for  a  solid  Half  Xlurocco  binding  ;  and  if  the  pncc 
of  the  Kutl  MoMKco  is  within  the  purchaser's  means.  It  makes  a  splendid  addition  to  the  equipnicnt 
of  a  liaiulsome  house.] 


MONTHLY   PAYMENTS.— UHDER  Form, 

[All  Chctjues  sliould  be  drawn  lo  the  order  of  H.  E.  HOOPER.] 
The  .Managi::k,  "imi  Iimes,"  Pkinting  House  Square,  Lonoo:*,  K.(i 


[Drt.].. 


■jM. 


(Cloth,  pric*  x6  enlnesut, 
I  endow  One  Guinea.    Please  send  me  the  EnctcloP4DU  BbITANMICA  iQth  Idltioa)  boand  in  {  Half  Uorocco,  price  »  cuinca*. 


)  Strikt  otU 


of      Jfi 


(  Poll  Mocooco.  prkM  17  tiuiiHMv    ) 
Eum  I  acrce  lo  pav  ^u,  or  anyone  yoa  appoint,  at  the  rate  of  one  ctiine  i  a  month  :  my  next  payment  upon  dallTCry  of  the  complete  as  volumes,  and  niy  *u>  c.-e<lin-,<   |iaymc<it»  un  lh« 
eaih  month  following.     Until  %ach  payments  are  complete.  I  engage  (hut  the  volumes,  not  being  my  properly,  thall  not  be  ili»poacd  ot  by  ute  or  oUwrttiM.      I  I'unher  a^rc*  tiial,  u 
citvuiiislaiicev.  ui  which  you  shall  be  the  jud^^e,  the  volumes  cannot  be  delivered,  Ihc  return  of  the  depoiit  oi  One  Guinea  to  me  sh.Ul  cancel  Utia  afireeaaeoC 


mnaC  to  wmta 


4H9ti 


Vlease  also  wnd  a  Kevolvlng  Bookoase,  <or  which  I  agree  to  make  three  further  monthly  payment  t  of  One  Guinea  eacit,  aftor  the  pajmwati  for  tb*  book  aracompieiei.  (*<riJw  Mtf  if  Bookeam  mat  4g*irarf*l 


[SlfflMrf]... 

[Address] 


Orders  from  Abroad  should  be  accompanied  by  Cash  Payment  In  full,  in  ordtr  to  avoid  the  expense  and  complication  of  repeated  foreign  remittances. 


I'leaae  addrcn  the  package  to*  ■ 


If  books  are  to  be  delivered  beyond  London  postal  district,  the  purchaser  should 
add  here  the  n:ime  oi  the  railway  comp  my  or  shipi^ni*  agent  in  London  lu  wltotn  delivery 
is  t^  lie  male.     Kcyund  the  London  pi-iial  distnct.  carn;iye  vnW  be  at  sutncnbcr's  cost. 


idi 


If  the  reader  desires  to  leave  this  page  uncut,  an  Order  Form,  similar  to  that  above  printed,  mat  be  obtained  upon  applicaUsi  to  the  Publisher  of  "  The  Times. " 

Ri-xiiicnts  in  l/u-  W,si  Etui  m7;p  cantu^t  ccnvefncntiy  rtsit  "  Th^  Titn.s  '  Oj^if  nuty  ritimhu.  .it  the  fs.tiibhshment  c/  Masf s.  ihatfeU  ^  i\-'..  I^anr/orte 
Manufacturers,  50,  Netv  Bond  Street,  specimen  volumes  0/ "  The  Tiwes"  Rep' t»i  0/  the  "Ekcwlopxdia  Brit.vnnicv."  A  sampU  0/  the  rcTvivi-^i  lh?ck^:aie 
designed  for  the  use  0/ subni-nbers  to  the  Reprint  may  iilso  be  seen,  and  orders  for  the  volumes  and  the  boofurase  may  be  given,  at  that  address. 
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CATALOGUES. 


WILLIAMS        &       NOEGATE 
IMPOETERS  OF  POREION  BOOKS, 
U,  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  20,  South  Frederlok  St., 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 


OATALOQDEg  poit  free  on  tDpUoatloo. 


WM.  VOYNICH  and  C.  A.  EDGELL,  M.A. 
•    FIRST  LIST  ot  BOOKS  OFFERED  for  SALE. 
EARIiY   PRINTING  (before   J5»0),  EARLY  AMERICANA, 
CONDEMNED  and    BURNED   BOOKS.   MCSIO, 
ENGLISH    BOOKS    before    16W,    OCCUIT    SCIENCE, 
REFORMATION  and  REFORMERS,  the  GREAT 
SOCINIAN   BIBLE,  So. 


,  EDITH  GROVE,  CHELSEA,  B.W..     ONDON. 
Post  free,  IB.  (by  post  only). 


BAEDEKER'S     &     BADDELEY'S 
T0DRI8T8'    GUIDE    BOOKS. 
New  fully  detailed  CATALOGUE  sent  post  free  on  applieation, 
DULAU  t  CO.,  37,  8oHO  84Uari:,  Lonooii,  W. 


AOENCIT  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  w  West  23rd  Street,  New 
fork,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C.  desire  to 
Mil  the  atteutlon  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  10  the  excellent 
fiicilitiea  presented  by  their  Branch  House  in  Loudon  fur  filling, 
on  the  most  favouiable  terms,  oiders  for  their  own  ^TAN  DARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
i'EHloDICALS.-CATALOOUES  sent  on  application, 


IMPORTANT.-PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING. 


"M^ 


JEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES.  BOOKS,  &c. 

J-^  —KING  SELL  *  RAILTON,  Limited,  hlgb^lasB 
Printers  Hud  rubliBhtrP,  V>,  Goiiirli  Square,  4.  bolt  Ctmrt,  Fleet 
Street,  K,(;.,haveBpeci»lly-built  Jlohuyaiitl  otlierttsi  Slaohinea 
f<«r  priutiug  illustrated  or  otlier  I'ublicatious  and  upeoialiy-built 
JlaohiucB  far  fast  foldiug  and  coveriug  8,  Itf,  'H,  or  32.page 
Juuruals  at  one  openitiou. 

Adv'ce  and  aisistauoe  given  to  anyone  wiihiug  to  commence 
Mew  Journals, 

Facilities  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adrer- 
tisiug  and  PubliBhing  Departments  conducted. 

Telepoue  65121.    Telegraph  "  Afrioanibm,  London." 

TYPEWRITING   AUTHORS'    MSS. 
(LlTKBABY,   BCIENTIFII.',   TkcHMOAI.,   &C  ) 

A  SPEOIALITY. 

TRANSLATIONS  from  and  into  French,  Oerman,  Italian. 

8panieh,  kc. 

French  and  German  Copying. 

Expert  Typists  and  Steiiographera  (with  or  without  Machines) 

sent  out  for  temporary  work. 

SHORTHAND  REPORT tUS  to  attend  Meetings.  &c. 

tilLAP  IlOoKS.      I'B  per  cent,  discount  oft  new  books. 

Lists  of  new  hiioks  gratis  and  post  free. 

The  WEST-END  AGENCY  and  SECRETARIAL  BUREAU, 

217,  Piccadilly.  W.    Telegriiiiii— "  PridefuUy,  Loudon." 

TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.     101.  per  1,000  words.     Simples  and  referenceB.— 
Address,  Miss  E.  M..  18,  Mortimer  CreBceut.  N.W. 


TYPEWRITING.  —  MANUSCRIPTS,  sciea- 
tiftc,  dramatic,  and  all  kinds  CDPIEO  with  tieatnebs 
and  rapidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Ciiculars,  Ac.  rouliiplied 
by  Edison's  Mimeograpb.  Long  experience.— JUiiw  EJpuiNa, 
S,  Agamemauu  Road,  West  liauipsttMUl. 


r  ITERARY     RESEARCH.  — A    Gentleman, 

Li  experienced  in  Literary  Work,  and  who  has  access  to  the 
British  Museum  Reading  Room,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  «r  any  person  requiring  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
search, or  in  seeing  Work  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. —Apply,  by 
letter,  to  D.  C.  Dallas,  B,  Fumival  Street,  London,  E.U. 

Just  published,  price  Is.,  post  free  Is.  Id. 

THE    PYRAMID    PLATFORM  of   GIZEH. 
An  Historical  Supplement  to  the  Guide  Books. 

Loudon :  Epwabd  Stanford,  2i  and  27,  Cockspur  Street. 
Chariug  Cross.  S.W. 


B 


ESTABLI8BGD    ISSl. 

lEKBECK        BANK, 

Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  Lnu<Ion. 

TWO-AND.A-HALF  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEI'u&ilTS  repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini- 
mum monthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  below  £1(10. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  eucourageiuent  of  Thi  if  t  the  Bank  receives  small  sums 
on  (tejMisit  aud  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  completed  £1. 

BIRKBECK   BUILDING   SOCIETY. 

now    TO    PDllCHASE    A    HOUSE 

rOK   TWO  UCINKA8   rKK   MU.NTU. 

BtRKBECK  FREEHCiLB  LAND  SOCIETY. 

now    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

IfOK   nVK  SUII.IJNUS   I'Kli  MONTH. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  part iculiir8,po»t  free 
FRANCIS  RAVENSCJIOFT,  Manager. 


ST.  PAUL'S  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL. 
COLET  COURT,  REOPENED  for  MICHAELMAS  TERM 
on  TUESDAY.  Septeml)er  i:f.  Appliftation  for  filling  vacancies 
to  he  m(ul«  to  the  Head  Master,  Mr.  J.  Rewsheb,  M,A,,  late 
Scholar  of  Balliol  CoIIokc.  Oxford. 

DnriiiK  the  last  School  Year  »o  Paulines  gaioe.1  Rohnlarsbins 
or  Exhibitions  at  Oxford  and  Camtfridge,  and  8  gained  admis- 
sion to  Woolwich  or  Sandhurst.  (Diiriiig  the  last  twelve  jearii 
•jjll  Scholarships  have  lieen  taken  by  Paulines  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  ^  ,     , 

At  the  ApjKWJtion,  18.*t7.  there  were  83  Boys  In  the  School  win 
ha<l  gained  Oxford  jind  nambridge  Higher  Certificates.  *.i!J  who 
had  passed  the  London  Matriculation,  and  77  who  had  qualified 
for  Medical  Hegistmtlon. 

About  70  j)cr  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  Buocesses  had 
received  their  ttarly  education  at  Colet  Court. 

TO  DICKENS  COLLECTORS.— Mr.  P.  G. 
KTTTON,  Author  of  "Charles  Pickens  by  Pen  and 
Pencil."  "  Dickens  and  his  lUuPtratora,"  &c..  would  (fel  obliged 
if  English  and  American  Collectors  would  immediately  COM- 
MUNICATE with  him  in  referenoe  to  a  new  work  which  he  is 
about  to  issue  privately.  Uis  addreM  is  Pri  Mill  House, 
St.  Albans. _^__^^___ 

GILCHRIST  TRAVELLING  STUDENT- 
SHIP. 

A  OTLf!HRT«T  TBAVELLINO  STUDENTSHIP  fnr 
WOMEN  TEACHERS,  of  the  value  of  £70.  will  be  AWARDED 
in  DECEMBER.  lHti8.  by  the  Cnunctl  of  the  CAMBRIDGE 
TRAINING  COLLEGE  for  WOMEN.  The  Education-*! 
Problems,  suggesteil  by  the  Council  and  approved  hy  th» 
Trustees,  an'i  all  other  information  can  Ve  ohtaioed  from 
Miss  E.  P.  Ui'GHKH.  to  whom  application  for  the  Studentship 
should  be  sent  not  later  tliau  Decemlier  1. 


THE      FIRRT     COURSE      of      JOWETT 
LECTURES     will    be    given      at     the     PAtfSMORR 
EDWARDS  8KTTLEMRNT  .m  TUESDAYS  and  FRIDAYS. 

at  815.  beginning  OCTOBER  •Jflth,  by  the  Rev.  R.  H. 
CHARLES,  MA.  These  Lectures,  whioii  are  so  named  after 
the  late  Master  of  Ilalliol,  are  for  the  Promotion  "of  tbn 
Study  of  the  Blbl.^  and  of  the  Historvnf  Religioa  in  the  li^bt 
of  the  be^t  available  results  of  criticism  ami  r-seareh"  Tbe 
liuhlect  of  Mr.  CHARLES'S  Cnnrsewlll  be  "THE  RISE  and 
DEVELOPMENT  of  the  DOCTRINE  of  a  FUTURE  LIFE. 
from  the  EXODU.S  to  the  CLOSE  of  the  NEW  TESTAMENT." 
The  dm  Six  Lectures  will  deal  with  the  Ixraelitish  and  Jewish 
Stages  of  Development.  The  teitcbing  of  the  New  Testament 
will  be  reserveil  for  the  Ust  Tliree  Lectures,  to  t>e  given  in 
January.  The  Lectures  are  oi»en  free  to  the  public.  Tickets 
and  all  information  can  be  (Stained  from  the  Wakokn,  Pass- 
more  Edwards  Settlement.  Tavistock  Place,  W.C. 


B 


OROUGH      OF      ABERYSTWYTH. 


The  Technical  InstructionCommittee  invite  APPLICATIONS 
fertile  APPtUNTMENT  of  ART  MASTER. 

The  duties  will  include  Art  Instruction  in  the  Day  Training 
Department  of  the  Universit-  College  of  Wales,  Aberystwyth, 
and  the  Aberystwyth  C  .unty  Intermediate  School,  in  addition 
to  the  Evening  Class'^a  under  the  Committee.  Minimum 
guaranteed  stipend  £160, 

Applications,  together  with  copies  of  testimonials,  should  be 
sent  00  or  before  Novemlwr  14th,  1898,  to  the  undersigned,  from 
whom  further  information  may  be  obtained. 

R.  J.  ROBERTS, 
Clerk  to  the  Technical  lustrootioQ  Committee, 
Abeiystwytb. 
1,  Baker  Street,  Abery«twyth, 
October  8ih.  1898. 

THE    DURHAM    COLLEGE   of    SCIENCE, 
NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE. 

MODERN  HISTORY. 

The  Council  invite  APPLICATIONS  forthe  LECTURESHIP 
iL>  MODERN  HISTORY.  Salary  £150,  rising  by  annual 
increments  of  £10.  to  £.iW  per  annum. 

Further  particulars  m>ty  ne  obtained  from  the  Secretary,  to 
whom  applications  must  be  sent,  not  later  than  November  ^th. 


N 


ORWICH     SCHOOL     BOARD. 


WANTED,  immediately,  FEMALE  ASSISTANT  for  PUPIL 
TEACHERS'  CENTltE. 

A  uretereiice  will  be  given  to  those  (^ualiQed  to  teach  French. 
Hygiene,  Physiology,  Practical  Music,  aud  Needlework,  aud 
pu^sessing  a  university  <iuali&oatiou. 

Salary  £100  lo  £120  per  annum. 

Caudidates  required  to  attend  will  be  allowed  reasonable 
travelling  expenses. 

Carvassing  in  person,  or  by  letter,  will  be  considered  a  dis- 
qualification. 

Applicatioi.8,  rn  forms  which  may  >«  obtaiited  from  the 
UDden»ii;ne<l,  on  receipt  of  stamped  addrt^ssed  envelope,  must 
be  scut  in  at  once. 

SYDNEY  COZENS-HARDY.  Clerk. 

School  Board  Offices,  Norwich, 
12th  October,  1S»8. 


TJ 


NIVKRSlTYof     GLASGOW. 


EXAMINERSHIP    IN    ENGLISH. 

The  University  Court  of  the  Univeisity  of  Glasaow  will 
shortly  proceed  to  appoint  an  additional  EXAMINER  in 
ENGLISH  for  the  Preliminary  Examinations. 

The  appointment  will  be  for  three  years,  from  Ist  February 
next,  at  an  annual  salary  of  £4->. 

OaiKlidates  xhould  lodge  twenty  copies  of  their  anplication  and 
testimouials  with  the  uuderoigned  on  or  Iwfore  12th  November 
next. 

ALAN  E   CLA  PPERTON,  Secretary  of  the  Court. 

yi.  West  Regent  Street,  Glasgow. 

rpHE  LINTON   STUDIO,  POND  PLACE. 

I  FULHAM  ROAD,  S.W.  —  Visitor,  Sir  JAMES  D. 
LINTON,  P.R.I. ;  Master.  H.  J.  STOCK.  R.I.;  Toicber.  Mies 
M.  BREWER  (former  pupil  of  Sir  James  Linton).— Prospectus 
on.  application  to  Mi<a  A.  H..  bRADBURY.  Hon.  Sec,  Oak 
Lodge,  Nightingale  Lane,  S.W.  AUTUMN  TliiRM  COM- 
MENCE1>  OCTOBER  aid. 


AN  ARTIST  and  his  WIFE,  living  in  a 
plea»aiut  and  healthy  part  of  Surrey,  would  RECEIVE 
a  LADY  I'Ul'lL.  I'erms,  luelusive,  '.iSa.  per  week.  No  other 
Pupils  or  ItoHPii'tB  — Addieub  B.A.  caw  of  Mr.  James  Uitcbell, 
Upper  Nutfield  Surrey. 


PUBLISHED    THIS  DAY. 
Price  63.  net. 

UNIVERSITY    ADDRESSES 

Being  Addresses  on  Subjects  of 
Academic  Study. 

Delivered  to  the  University  of  Glasgow 

BY 

JOHN  CAIRD,  D.D.,  LL.D., 

Late  Principal  and  Vioe-Chanoellor  of  the 
University  of  Glasgow. 

Pre/ace  hy  the  Master  of  Balliol. 

"The  AddrfR^ei  printed  in  this  vnlnmB  are  of 
two  kinds.  My  brother  for  a  number  of  years 
was  in  the  habit  of  giving  a  lecture  at  the  begin- 
nine  of  each  session  on  some  subject  connected 
with  the  studies  of  the  University,  or  on  the  work 
of  some  great  author— philosopher  or  theologian, 
scientific  or  literary  man — who  might  be  re- 
Pflrded  as  a  representative  of  one  of  these  studies. 
He  also,  thronghout  his  tenure  of  the  office  of 
Principal — except  on  one  or  two  occasions  when 
he  was  ])revented  by  ill-health — delivered  an 
Address  to  the  graduates  at  the  end  of  the  Session 
after  the  Graduation  Ceremonies,  generally  dis- 
cussing some  topic  connected  with  University 
Education, 

"Of  the  former  class  of  Addresses  the  most 
important,  to  the  number  of  twelve,  are  included 
in  this  volume.  Of  the  latter  class,  which  were 
of  a  slighter  and  more  occasional  character,  I  have 
printed  two  specimens  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 

"  The  Address  for  18!I7  contains  the  last  words 
which  he  was  able  to  speak  in  public," 


Glasgow:  JAMES  MACLEHOSB  &  SONS, 

Pvhlishers  to  the  University. 

London  and  New  York  :  MAOMILLAN  &  CO.,  Ltd.  ; 

and  all  Booksellers'. 


MUDIE'S      LIBRARY 


(LIMITED). 


SUBSCRIPTIONS    FROM   ONE   GUINEA. 

PER  ANNUM. 

CAN  BE  ENTERED  AT  ANY  DATE. 

THE  BEST  and  MOST  POPULAR  BOOKS 

of  the  SEASON  ARE    NOW  in' 

CIRCULATION. 

Proepectusea  of  Terms  free  on  application. 


BOOK    SALE   DEPAETMENT. 

Many  Thousand  Surplus  Copies  of  Books  always  ON  I 
(Second  Haod).   Also  a  large  Silectloa  of 

BOOKS   IN  LEATHER   BINDINGS 

BCITABLB  FOR 

BIRTHDAY,  WEDDING,  and  ClIIiISTJirA\ 
FJIESENTS. 


30    to    34,    NEW    OXFORD    STREET; 
241,    Bromptou   Road,    S.W. ;    48,    Queen   Viott 
Street,  E.G.,  London  ; 
Aud  at  10-12,  Barton  Arcade,  Makcbestii. 
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ARCHIBALD  NONSTABLE  &  CO. 

EMIN  PASHA:   bis  Life  and  Work.      Compiled 

from  hiH  Jnurnnlfl,  hettorH,  and  Si-ienllflu  Notes,  and  fiom  Ollicial 
Doouiiionts.  Hv  GKOKG  StJIINTKI'l /KL.  With  an  IntrrHlnction  by 
H.  W.  FKLKIN,  M.D.,  P.R.B.K.,  &c.  With  Portrait  and  Map.  2  vols., 
demy  Hvo,  cloth  gilt,  328. 
*'A  work  Hint  no  one  dealing  with  CeDtral  African  affairs  can  afford  to 
neglect.'*— J)aitjf  Chr*  nicle, 

"  Appears  at  a  hijfhly  opportune  moment.  The  work  may  be  of  coDsidprAblo 
value  m  brinKin^  homo  monj  emphatically  to  certain  publiciHts  acrou  the 
Channel  certain  facts  wluch  thoy  appear  to  have  forjfotten."— 5foMc/ard. 

THE    WORKS   of  HENRY   PIELDINQ.     12  vol, 

flemy  8vo,   printed  on   Hand  made   paper  at  Uio  Chiswick  ProM,  and 
Umttod  to  750  copies  for  Knf(Iand  and  America. 

Mr.  Edmund  Gcsse  has  wiitton  a  Oritical  KNHay,  included  in  the  flr^t 
vohime.    78.  0<i.  net  i>cr  vol.,  and  Sets  only  sold. 

JOSEPH  ANDREWS,  2  vols.,  and  TOM  JONES,  Vols.  I. 

and  II.,  now  ready, 
"  Mecers.  ConHtable  have  placed  book-lovere  under  an  obligation  by  their 
publiOHtion  of  this  beautiful  editicmof  Fielding  a  works.  Fielding,  blthouKb  by 
universal  acknowhdgment  our  ffreatost  novelist,  has  not  been  as  well  troaUd 
asKomeof  the  older  writers.  There  is  a  delightful  introductory  esaay  by  Mr. 
Gosse."    lUustrated  London  News. 

BOSWELL'S  ACCOUNT  of  DR.  JOHNSON'S  TOUR 

to    tho    UKBRtDKS.      With   PhotoRravuro   Prontispicces.       UnlfO'in 
with     Constable's     Edition     of     "  Boswoll's    Johnson." 

2  vols.,  fcap.,  cloth  gilt,  or  psper  label,  28.  net  iwr  vol.  -,  aUu  iu  half- 
leather,  3b.  uet  per  toI. 

A  COMPLETE  AND   UNIFORM   EDITION   OF  THE 
STORIES  OF  SAMUEL  LOVER. 

6s.  pop  vol.,  sold  Singly  or  iu  Sots. 

Vol.  I.      HANDY  ANDY.  1  ,,  . 

Vol.  II.    RORY  O'MORE.  /  ^*"'  ''"^y- 

Vol.  III.  TREASURE     TROVE;    or,    "He    Wonld    Be   a 

(Jetitk'iiian." 

Vol.  IV.  LEGENDS    and    STORIES    of   IRELAND.     First 
Vol  v.  LEGENDS  and  STORIES  of  IRELAND.    Second 

Series. 

Vol  VI.  FURTHER  STORIES  of  IRELAND. 


BY   GEORGE    MEREDITH. 

NOW  REA.DY. 

ODES   IN    CONTRIBUTION    TO    THE 
SONG  OF  FRENCH  HISTORY. 

Crown  8vo,  6s.  net. 
GEORGE     MEREDITH'S    WORKS. 

Popular  K.liUuii.  Ctowu  Hvo,  Os.  ]>er  vol.,  with  Pliotogravure  Frontippicces  by 
J.  Dcrnard  Partridge,  William  Hyde,  Robert  Sauber,  L.  Leslie  Brooke, 
Frederick  Sandys,  and  others. 

DIANA  of  the  CROSSWAYS  THE  ORDEAL  of  RICHARD 

ONE  of  OUR  CONQUERORS.  fkverkl. 

LORD     ORMONT     and    his  ^^^N  HARRINGTON. 

AMiNT.v.  SANDRA  BELLONI. 

THE  AMAZING  MARRIAGE.  VITTORIA. 

THE  SHAVING  of  SHAGPAT.  RHODA  FLEMING. 

THE  TRAGIC  COMEDIANS.  THE    ADVENTURES     of 

SHORT  STORIES  :  A  TALE  harby  riuhmo.nd. 

or    UHI.OE,    GKNKRAI,    Ol'LK,       BEAUCHAMP'S   C.kUVVQ 
FABINA,  Md  THE  HOUSE  on       '"^AUl/HABli'  J>  LAKbllK. 

the  BE.iOH.  THE  EGOIST. 

SELECTED  POEMS.    Crown  8vo,  6s.  net. 
^ELECTED  POEMS.     Pocket  Edition,  on  Hand- 

made  paper,  Os.  uet. 

THE  NATURE  POEMS  of  GEORGE  MEREDITH 

With  ^0  Fiill.Page  Pictures  in  Photofrravure  by  WiUium  Hyde,  of  niiicb 
r Mi",!,  r p",  w^o*?*,*"  I'""'"''  3S"  copies  for' sale  at  Two  and  a  Half 
iKo  "  '  '-'';  *''•'  "•"■  I""'  ''"I'y  ■  "'«>  "  Largo-paper  Edition,  limited  to 
{•.nh!J'?T'  ""."''^™<'  a!;J  sienod  by  the  Artist,  and  with  an  additional 
r.tched  Frontispiece.  Five  Guineas  (Jt.5  os. )  net  jwr  copy. 
Mr.  JoiiK  DiviDsoi.  in  the  DAfL}'  CJIRoyiCLE  s&ys.  "HI.h  pictoros 

-  the  iMliiSM"' 11*"  L"^^  *'"'  """"^''od  loiR.  and  impa.ssioued  himself  with 
niot„r»i  «.".?'■'.•  .-^o  ''^»».  niarvellous  than  his  landscapes  are  bis  .  Uv 
S  mi.  ?S'i,„  ■  ?  '  '"  *  ^™f!  foK  »'  noon  viewed  from  the  housetops  wems 
Li£  tjS  JL,  n-f  '"!"  ^"•';  *  '^'"'C'-Piece.  Every  detail  is  charged  with  import, 
l-ike  the  vast  City  itself,  the  picture  beckons  and  threatens." 

Ma:/  l>e  seen  at  all  tht  leading  Bvoktellert'. 

a,  WHITEHALL  GABDEKS,  WESTMINSTER. 


Smitli,  Elder  &  Co.'s  New  Books. 

MR.  CROCKETT'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

PUBLISHED  LV3T  HO.NUAY. 
With  8  Kull-Pnge  lUustnitioM.    Croirn  8ro,  t». 

THE     RED     AXE. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT, 

AUTHOU  OF  "THE  KAIDKRS,"  "CLEG  KELLY,"  *c. 

MR.  MERRIMAN'S   NEW  NOVEL 

A  SP:(:U.\D   HDITION  OK 

RODEN'S     CORNER. 

By   HENRY   SETON   MERRIMAN, 

IS  NOW  READY,  Crown  8ro,  6s. 

niackand  White.— "In  '  Koden's  Corner'  Mr.  Merriman  b»  giran  an  nt 
his  very  beat— a  btory  oriKtaal,  rxciting,  and  thoroaghly  readable  from  lUle- 
pago  t-i  finis." 

L'Urature.—"  The  idea  ut  '  RoL'en'a  Comer'  ia  an  excellent  one — '  Daw  and 
oriKinal '  in  »  day  when  covelty  and  origiDaUty  are  bard  indead  to  cooui  by." 

NEW  VOLUME  OF 

The    Biographical    Edition    of 

W.  M.  THACKERAY'S  COMPLETE  WORKS. 

NOW  RK.MIV.— Ijirge  crown  svo,  cloth,  gilt  mp.  P«. 

THE  HISTORY  of  HENRY  ESMOND; 

and   TUB  LKCTURK3.      With  »)  Full-Pa^   Illugtmtinns  by  GRUHUK 
OU  MAURIEa,   F.  BARNARD,    and    FRANK  UIUiCSISE,   B.A.,  and 
It  Woodcuts. 
*,*  A  Yolume  will  be  isaaed  each  eubeeqnent  month,  nntil  the  antlre  Edition 
ia  completed  on  April  1Mb,  ItAW. 
','  A  Protpeeliu  o/th»  Edition,  with  Bpeoimm  Paget,  will  bt  tent  poti  ffie 
on  appUcatiom, 

"4  book  to  be  read  with  pun  enjofment." 

ILLUST/tATED  LOUDON  NEWS. 
SECOND  EDITION.    Larje  crown  8to,  lOs.  Gd. 

SIR  FRANK  LOCKWOOD 

A  BIOCUAlMIICAli  SKETCH. 

By  AUGUSTINE  BIRRELL,  Q.O.,  MP. 

With  2  Portraits,  10  Fall-Page  lUastratioQs,  and  2  Fao&imile  Letter*. 

spectator,— "Mr.  Birrell  has  nccompliBliod  what  seems  to  as  very  liulo 

ahott  of  a  masterpiece  in  a  very  difficult  kind Ono  feels  on  laying  down  the 

book  that  it  was  a  loss  not  to  have  known  Lockwood ;  bnt  one  feela  aleo 
that  by  the  literary  skill  of  his  friend  that  loss  has  been  at  leaat  parUall/ 
made  good." 

MB.   BOBBBT  BBIOGES'  POEUS. 

Just  published.     Small  crown  8vo,  6«. 

THE   POETICAL  WORKS  of  ROBERT 

BRIDGES.    Vol.  1. 

CoK  raiTTS :— Prometheus  the  Fireff ivcr ;  Eros  and  Psyche ;  and  The  Growth 
of  Xiove. 

N£W  NOVEL  BY  MISS  OBNE  WHITE. 

Just  pubrahod.    Small  crown  8vo,  Ss. 

A  LOVER  of  TRUTH.     By  Eliza  Ome 

WHiTB,   Anthor    of    "A    Browning    CoortslUp,"    "The    Coming   of 
Theodora,"  &c. 

-VA'iK  SOrnOlf,  is  THRBB  series,  of  J.  a.  SYilOSDS' 

"  TRA  FEL  SKETCHES." 

On  October  Mth.— SECOND  8 IRISS.    Large  crown  8»o.  7a.  ed. 

SKETCHES  and  STUDIES  inlTALT  and  QREECE. 

By  the  late  JOHN  ADDISGTON  SYMONDS. 

•»•  The  Third  Series  will  be  issued  on  November  36th. 


PAQES    from  a  PRIVATE    DIAR7.      Reprinted 

from  the  "  Coruhill  Ma;(aziDe."    Crown  8»o,  6.s.  [On  October  20, 

IDLEHURST .  a  Journal  kept  in  the  Country.    By 

JOHN   HALSUAM.    Crown  Svo,  6s.  Jnafitcdate. 

THE  ROSE  and  the  RINC.    By  W.  M.  Thackeray. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edii ion.    Square  16mo,  2s.  6d.  {On  October  m, 

London:  SMITH,  ELDER  &  00.,  X5,  Waterloo  Place,  8.W. 
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ELLIOT  STOCK'S  NEW  LIST. 

Tftitetuny  iirinted  ua  (vntuiua  paper,  and  bound  in 
clotli,  gilt  lettored,  crown  Bvo,  price  5s. 

AMONG    MY   BOOKS. 

PAPERS  ON  LITERARY  SUBJECTS  BY  THE 
FOLLOWING  WRITERS:- 
Kari.  of  Crewe. 

•'JOHIC   OlIVBB  HOBBES." 

*'V8BN0ir  Lkk." 

StANT.BY    LiKK-POOLE. 

Ahthl'k  Machen. 
D.  U.  Maddeit. 

PkHCY    FiTzr.EBALD. 

Gbokgb  W.  Hmali.et. 
Hon.  Liomel   A.   Tolle- 
macuk. 
WITH  i  PREFACE  BY  H.  D.  TRAILL.  D.O.L. 


ArGUBTIHE   BlIt8»LL. 
"A." 

Andrew  LiNG. 
"Ian  Maci.abbit,*' 
J.  P.  Mahaffy. 

AUSTIir    PoBf'ON. 

LhkLIB    SrHPHBN, 

Edmund  (iossb. 
GoLDWiN  Smith. 
Bbhbrrt  Paul. 


RE- 


In  crown  8vo,  eJoth,  28.  6d. 

TffU    ISHAKESPJ^AIiE 

FERUXCE   BOOK.      Being   some   Quotations 
from  Sliakesijeare's  Plays.    Selected  ana  arranged 
by  J.  8TENS0N  WEBB. 
"Tlje   book  will  be  found  a  very  UBeful  one  for 
reference  purpoees."— Zioi'ir  Pre^!  J'ress. 

"  As  a  book  of  reference  for  all  ordinary  occasions 
it  should  filfil  all  demands."— t/.r/brd  Times. 

In  fcan.  8vo,  bound  in  parchment,  with  Frontispiece, 
2b.  6d. 

'     DILECTIS- 


DULCIS8IMA 


SIMA  '  a  Passage  in  the  Life  of  an  Antiquary, 
with  some  ottiBr  Subjects  in  Prosg  and  Verse.    By 
BOBERT  FERGUSSON,  F.S.A.     With  Frontis- 
piece by  Margaret  Uicksee. 
"A  delignttul  gathering  of  pieces,  mostly  new, 
all  fresh  and  welcome,  and  all  bearing  testimony  to 
the  warmth  and  wide  expanse  of  the  author's  sym- 
pathies.   We  should  say  the  book  is  one  of  the  many 
indirect  products  of  the  power  of  Wordsworth,  whose 
influence  upon  Mr.  Fcrgusson  is  risible   in   many 
rr&ys,"— Carlisle  Fatriot.  ,_,,., 

"  Written  with  much  lender  and  scholarlike 
tBeUng,"—J}ookseller. 

In  crown  8vo,  28. 

SCIENTIFIC  3IETII0D    IN 

BtOLOaV.      By    Dr.    ELIZABETH    BLACK- 
WELL.  ,      , 
"A  concise  and  powerful  plea  against  the  danger 
and  uselessness  of  vivisection."— iKerary  World. 

-There  are  in  all  twelve  chapters,  most  of  which 
treat  of  the  moral  right  of  experiinentaiion  on  living 
animals,  and  the  necessity  of  iilacing  still  further 
restrictions  on  vivisection."— .MormMff  JPuat. 

NEW  NOVELS. 
In  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  68. 

FITCH   AND    HIS    FOR- 

TUS'ES-   a  Novel  founded   on    European  and 

Native  Life  in  India,    by  GEOKGE  DICK. 

"  One  of  the  best  of  recent  stories  of  its  kind."— Wa  r. 

"  The  ttory  is  well  told,  and  if,  as  would  seem  from 

the  title-pajie,  it  is  Mr.  Dick's  first  bid  for  popularity, 

it  is  a  very  promising  etfort.    He  has  a  racy  style,  and 

be  handles  his  ideas  with  no  little  nkiW—Hcotfinan. 

"  There  is  a  fund  of  entertainment  in  the  book,  and 

it  should  find  a  large  public."— Z(«ndee  Advertiser. 

In  crown  8vo,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  price  68. 

BRUCE      REYNELL,      31.  A. 

(Locum  Tenens) ;  or.  The  Oxford  Man  in  Ire'and. 
By  J.  DUNCAN  CRAIG,  D.U.,  Incumbeut  of 
Trinity  Church,  DubUn  i  last  Vicar  of  Kiusale; 
Boci  dou  Kelibrige  ;  Member  of  the  Senate  of  the 
University  of  Dublin;  Authorof  "  John  Maverell," 
"Real  Pictures  of  Clerical  Life  in  Ireland,'  "  La 
Debaijado;  or.  Scenes  during  the  Franco  German 
War,"  "Miejour;  or,  the  Land  of  the  Felibre,"  &c. 
"A  spirited  and  earnest  story  of  Irish  Life  and 
Irish  disaBeciion  to-day.    Entertaining  and  brisk." 

Academy, 
BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 
In  crown  8vo,  handsomely  bound  in  clith,  price  Ss. 

JOHN  3IAVERELL:    a  Talc 

of  the  Rivipra. 
"  An  interesting  and  cleverly  planned  s'ory." 

Jiuoksellers'  Meview, 


8EELEY  &  CO.'S  New  Books. 

TITIAN.     A  Study  of  His  Life  and 

Work.  By  CLAUDE  PHILLIPS.  With  Eight 
Copi»r  Plates  and  many  minor  Illustrations. 
Super  royal  8vo,  98.  net. 

TOM  TUa  AND  OTHERS.     Sketches 

in  a  Domestic  Menagerie.  By  Mrs.  DEW  SMITH. 
Author  of  •*  Confidences  of  an  Amateur  Gar- 
dener." With  Illustrations  by  Elinor  M.  Monsell. 
Crown  8vo,  Os. 

THE  WAR  IN  THE  PENINSULA.    By 

ALEXANDKR  INNES  SHAND,  Author  of  "The 
Life  of  Sir  Edward  llamley."  With  Four  I'or- 
t'  aits  on  Copper  and  Bii  Phius.    os. 

AFEICAIN  THE  NINETEENTH  CEN- 

TURY.    By  EDGAR  SANDKRS0N,M.A.,  Author 

of  "The  Biiiidh  Ktupire,"  &c.  With  Four  Por- 
traits on  Copper  and  a  Map.    5s. 

HEROES  of  OEIVALRTandROMANCE 

Beowulf,  Arthur,  and  Siegfried.  By  the  Rev. 
A.  .1.  CHUHCH.  With  Eight  Illustrations  in 
Colour  by  G.  Morrow.    5s. 

THE  KINO'S  REEVE,  And  How  he 

Supped  witb  bis  Master.  An  Old-World  Comedy. 
By  me  Rev.  K.  GILL  1  AT,  Author  of  "  In  Lincoln 
Green."     With  lUuBtrations  by  Sydney  Hall.    us. 

THE  ISLAND  OF  THE  ENQLISH:  A 

story  of  Napoleon's  Liays.  By  FRANK 
COftPEIt,  Autnor  of  •' Caed walla,"  "The  Cap- 
tain of  the  Wight,"  &o.  With  Illustrations  by 
George  Morrow,    5s. 

UNDER  THE  DOME  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

In  the  Days  of  Sir  Christopher  Wren.  A  Story. 
By  Mrs.  iuAHSHALU  With  Illustrations  by 
T.  Hamilton  Crawford,    58, 

THE  PORTFOLIO.         No.  38. 

FOREIGN  AKMOU&  IN   ENGLAND. 

By  J.  8TARK1B  GARDNER.  With  Eight 
Coloured  Piates  and  Foity-three  other  lUustra* 
tions.    ^6.  od.  net. 


W.THACKER&  CO.'S 

NEW  PUBLICATIONS  FOR  1898-99. 

On  Monday  Next  uiill  be  Puhlithed 
VOL.  I.  OF  THE  EDITION  DE  LUXE  OF  THE 

WORKS  OF  THE  LATE 

MAJOR  G.  J.  WHYTE-MELYILLE 

Illustrated  by  Hugh  Thomson,  G.  H.  Jalland, 

Edward  Caldwell,  and  others. 

AND  EDITED  BY 

The  Rt.  Hon.  Sir  HERBERT  MAXWELL, 

Bart.,  M.P. 

Beautifully  printed  from  new  type,  on  hand-made 

deckle-edged  paper,  specially  made  tor  this 

edition,  with  a  Coloured  Fronti8i)iece  to 

each  vol.,  and  other  Illustrations. 

Demy  8to,  handsomely  bound,  with  gilt  tops, 

lOs.  6d.  net. 

The  First  Volume— RIDINQ  RECOLLECTIONS, 

Illustrated   by   Hugh   Thomson— will    lie   ready  ou 

October  24th,  to  be  followed  by  K»TERFELTO  and 

others  at  intervals  of  a  Month. 

*,*  Prospectuses  and  further  particulars  may  be 
had  from  the  Booksellers  in  Town  and  Country,  or  of 
the  Publishers.  As  the  Edition  is  limited,  intending 
Subscribers  shouldlosenotimeinmakingapplication. 


London  :  SEELEY  A:  CO.,  Limited, 
'da,  Great  Uuasell  Street. 

8ro,  68. 

THE    QUARTERLY    REVIEW, 

No.  37«,  WM  imbliehed  on  WEDNESDAY,  OCTOBEK  IMh. 

COSTKNTS- 

I— THE  BOOK  CATALUOLEof  the  BRITISH  MUSEUM 
Ii-UEL(G10US    NOVELS:     MARIE     OOKELLI    and 
llALL  UAIME. 
Ill.-SIR  EDWAltD  BUllNE-JONES. 
IV. —THE  8ETTINU  of  ii  GREEK  I'LAY. 
V.-KOUSSEAU  iu  ENOLANl). 
VI.-OUaYLINU. 

VII. -THE  LOYALISTS  of  the  AMERICAN  REVOLUTION. 
Vlll.— JorsEI'U  AKfU:  the  Story  of  hU  Life. 
IX.-liOCUAOOIO    UB   a    t^UAKRY. 
.\.-WlRtLESS  TELEGKAl'UY. 
XI. -THE   LAST  of  tlic  PATRONS. 
X II.— BISMARCK  :  luH  Work  and  its  Prospects. 
Xlll.-THE  E.>OLISH  iu  the  SOUDAN. 

London   Johx  Mubbat,  Albemarle  Street. 


THE  NEWEST  WORK  ON  THE  CONGO. 

THE    CONGO    STATE;    or,    the 

Growth  of  Civilisation  in  Central  Africa.  Bv 
DEMETRIUS  C.  BOULGBR,  Author  of  "History 
of  China,"  "Chinese  Gordon."  60  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo,  I6s. 
Mr.  Boulger'B  new  book  throws  much  light  on  the 
disputed  territory.  . 

8ir  CHiBLEs  DiLKK,  in  the  Saturday  Review,  says : 
"  Over  and  over  again  he  (Mr.  Boulger)  tells  (and  he 
would  not  have  done  so  without  the  leave  of  the  King 
of  the  Belgians,  for  this  book  comes  near  being  an 
oflioial  volume)  that  the  King  of  the  Belgians  will  once 
more  offer  to  take  over  the  Bahr-el-Gbazl  Terriiory, 
which  was  included  in  the  Rosebery-Kimberley  Lease." 

AN    EXTREMELY    INTERESTINQ   BOOK   ON 

A   SUBJECT    ALMOST    UNKNOWN 

IN    THIS    COUNTRY. 

THE    CAVE    DWELLERS    of 

SOUTHERN  TUNISIA :  a  Sojourn  with  the 
Kiilipha  of  Matmata.  Manners  and  Customs  of 
a  Curious  People.  Translated  from  the  Danish 
of  Daniel  Bmnn,  by  L.  B.  A.  B.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  12s. 


THE 


NSW  VOLUMES  OF   7SRSE, 
In  fcap.  Svo,  clots,  price  3s.  ed. 

WAIMA,  and  other  Verses,     B} 

VIOLET  B.  SIDNEY. 
In  fcap.  4to,  handsomely  printed  and  bouh'l,  6b. 

NOCTURJSES^  and  other  Poems. 

By  Kev.  W.  MOORl!;,  Autbnr  rf  "A  Harp  from 
the  Willoits,"  "Lost  Chords,"  So. 
"  Mr.  Mour  j  is  a  writer  to  enjoy  aud  respect." 

/■a((  Mall  Gazette. 
"  The  author  writei  with  a  cnl'ivaled  pen  and  much 
Hevotioual  nemimem."— Standard. 

BtL'OT  BTOfcK,  82,  Paternoster  Row,  LoEdofi,  id. 


Now  ready,  for  OCTOBEll,  price  Is.  6.1. 

THE    CRITICAL    REVIEW. 

Edif'd  by  rriuc1p.tl  SALMOND,  U.D. 

C'tDtaiDing  Sigueil  Kevitiws  of  all  the  prlucipal  Theological  and 

i'liilobupUiuui  iluoKs  i>uijuijhvil  liutiug  tiie  past  quatter. 

Auuual  SuliiicriptioD,  Six  ;:5hiUiiigB, 

I^OW  llEADV. 

THE  CRITICAL  REVIEW.     Vol.  VIII. 

Cloth,  price  7d. 

A  Complete  Guide  for  the  Theological  aud  Philosophical 

li.terature  of  !«!«. 

"  It  deserves  the  BUpiwrt  of  all  professioual  theologians,  and 

of   all  tiitwloijitftti  BMimuaneB.      Tuerw  jb  uotliiu^  belter  K>t  Ui> 

kiua  Known  to  me."— i'iol.  A.  B.  UutUK.  i>.i>. 

Edinburgh :  T.  &  T.  CLARK.  38,  Geoma  Street. 

Eeady.    23i  pp.,  Boyal  4to.    With  36  facsimilo  Maps 
and  lUuBtrations. 

The  ANNALS  of  the  VOYAGES 

Ok'    THK 

BROTHERS  NICOLO  and  ANTONIO  ZENO 

In  ihe  North  Atlantic  aljout  the  end  of  the  Fourteenth 
Cen'.ury,anu  tue  Claim  founded  thereon  to  a  Venetian 

Discovery  vi  America. 

A  Criticism  and  an  Indictment  by  FBED  W.  LUCAS. 

Hand-made   Paper,  t.i  2s.  net.      Edition  de  Luxe, 

limited  to  DO  copies  un  Japanese  I'aper,  Hi  4s.  net. 

j^'uU  trospeelus  un  AijpUcatwn. 

HENRY  STEVENS,  S0.<,  &  Sl'ILBS,  39,  Great 

Kusbuii  Queat,  London,  WtC. 


LATEST    ADDITION     TO     NAVAL. 
LITERATURE. 

A  New  and  Important  Work  on  Torpedoes. 
Oblong  folio  cloth  gilt,  lOs.  6d. 

THE   TORPEDO  in   PEACE  and 

WAR.  Jiy  i'llED.  T.  JANE,  Author  of  "  Blake  • 
of  the  '  Rattlesnake,'  "  "  All  the  World's  FiKhting  • 
Ships,"  the  Jane  Naval  War  Game,  &c.  With  i 
about  60  Full-Page  and  smaller  lUuKtrations,  the  - 
greater  part  of  which  are  Reproductions  ofi 
Sketches  made  at  Sea  on  board  Torpedo  Craft  by 
the  Author. 

ILLUSTRATIONS     BY     SIR     FRANK 
LOCKWOOD. 

HUNTING      REMINISCENCES. 

By  ALFRED  E.  PEASE,  M.P.,  Author  of  "  Thai 
Cleveland  Hounds  as  a  Trencher-fed  Pack," 
4o.  With  Illnstrations  by  the  late  Sir  FranIO 
Lockwood,  Cnthbert  Bradley,  &c.  Crown  Svo,  «%j 
Also  an  EDiriON  DE  LUXE,  with  Coloured! 
Frontispiece  by  Sir  Frank  Lockwood,  and  extr« 
Illustrations,  21s.  net.  (A  few  Copies  only  left.) 
"There  is  more  to  be  learned  from  Mr.  Pease'* 

volume  than    from  a  Library  of  more   pretenlioi 

treatises."— rimes. 

THE    BEST   AND     MOST    RELIABLE    WORM 
ON     THE     FRONTIER     WAR. 

LOOKHART'S  ADVANCE  througt 

TIllAU.    By  Captain  L.  J.  SHADWELL,  P.S.C 
Demy  Svo,  7s.  od.     FuU-l'axe  lUustratione  aiu 
Maps. 
"  It  may  be  unreservedly  recommended  to  soUlie 
and  civilian  alike."— PoW  Mall  GoiHte. 

A    BOOK    FOR    THE    SPORTSMAN    AND 
TRAVELLER. 

THE    SNAFFLE    PAPERS. 

"SNAFFLE,"  Author  of  "Gun,  Ritio,  an 
Hound,"  "  In  the  Land  of  the  Bora,"  "  In  th 
Jungle,"  4c.  Illustrated  by  Harry  Dixon.  Larg 
crown  Svo,  10s.  6d.  

W.   THAGKER   &   CO., 

SportinK  and  General  I'ablisliera,  2,  Creed  Lan^ 
Ludgate  Hill,  London,  E.G.  { 
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NKW   NOV'Kf,  BY   KHNA   (.VALI,, 

HOPE  THE  HERMIT : 

A  Romance  of  Borrowdale. 

Crown  8vo,  fls, 
'I'liis  in  a  !(i\ostory,  aiul  Irvata  of  tho  iIbvh  of  tlio 
KiibIkIi  Revolution,  ibo  iiiToaninn  nf  Wtliiam  ivoil 
Miiry,  and  the  Jacoljito  plots  with  which  the  Queen 
htid  to  contonrt  while  KioK  William  was  awav  ftt  the 
war.  The  scene  \»  nhiolly  laiil  in  the  ni>iKhlioiirlu)o,l 
of  Keswick,  or  in  Ixjndon  AiiiniiK  thi'rcKl  cljarHCterii 
intro<liicoci  are  Arohlii»ho|)  Tillotfoii,  fioorjfo  Fox  tlio 
Quaker,  and  I,ii(ly  Teiuple.  m  well  known  from  the 
oharmiti^  Lo\'e-lottei's  of  Dorothy  Osborne. 


FOREIGN  COURTS  and  FOREIGN 

HOMES.     By  A.  M.  P\     Crown  8vo,  lis. 

t*,*  This  hook  deals  with  Hannvorian  and  French 
Jciety  under  Kin^  Krnefet  unri  the  Kuiporor  NaiM  - 
leon  lit. 

THE   ILIAD    OF  HOMER.     Ren 

dercd  into  English  Prose  for  the  use  of  those 
who  cannot  read  the  Original.  By  SAMUEL 
nUTLKR,  Author  of  "  Erewhon,"  "  Lift- 
and  Habit,"  >tc.     Crown  8»o,  7s.  (id. 

THE  STRUCTURE  AND  CLASSI 

FIOATION  OK  lURDS.  Bv  FrtANK  E. 
BEDDARD,  M.A.,  F.RS,  Projector  an-l 
Vice  Secretary  of  the  Zoological  Society  of 
London.  With 252  Illustrations.  8vo,  2l8.net. 

GERMAN  LOVE :  Fragments  from 

the  Papers  of  an  Alien.  liy  the  Right  Hon. 
Prof.  F.  MAX  MULLER.    New   Edition. 

Crown  8to,  5s.  \0n  Mondoi/  next. 

HEALTH  IN  THE  NURSERY.  By 

HENRY  ASUBY,  MI),  F.R.C.P  ,  Phy- 
sician to  the  Manchester  Children's  Hospital 
and  Lecturer  on  the  Diseases  of  Children  at 
at  the  Owens  College.  With  25  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  .'is.  Ud. 

WORK    AND   PLAY  IN    GIRLS' 

SCHOOLS.  By  Three  Head  Mistresses: 
Miss  DOROTHEA  BEALE,  Principal  of 
the  Cheltenham  Ladies' College  ;  Miss  LUCY 
H.  M.  SOULSUy,  of  Manor  Hoase  School, 
Brondesbury,  N.W.,  late  Head  Mistress  of 
the  Oxford  High  School  :  and  Miss  J. 
PRANCES  DOVE,  of  Wycombe  Abbey 
School,  late  Head  Mistress  of  St.  Leonard's 
School,  St.  Andrews,  N.B.    Crown  8vo,7s.Gd. 

POEMS.      By  Eva  Gore-Booth. 

Crown  8vo,  .Is.  [Oii  Mnniiny  next. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  MRS.  WALFORD. 

1HE  INTRUDERS.  By  L.  B 
WALFORD,  Author  of  "  Mr.  Smith,"  &c 
Crown  8vo,  t>s. 


(the  EDINBURGH  REVIEW. 

No.  381!.     OUTOHEa.     8vo,  (is. 
,  MANY  MKMOIUKS  of  MANY  TKOl'LE. 


'2.  KTIIKHKAF,  TKr.KGRAPHY, 

5.  The  MAKlNi;  of  liKf^lGlON. 
4.  The  CARLliSI.K  TAl-ERS. 

6.  FRAZK'CS  PAQSANIAS. 

6.  THACKKRAV. 

7.  EGYl'l'  iu  the  NINETEENTH  CENTURY. 

8.  GK0R(;E  SAVliK,  LORD  HALIFAX. 

0.  The  EUHOI'KAN   I'dlVKKS  in  WEST  APBICi. 

10.  The  INDIAN  COl.I)  ST\NDARD. 

11.  The  MEMOIRS  of  HENRY  REEVE. 


»  LONGMANS  MAGAZINE. 
VEMBER,  IS'JS.    I'ricofld.    On  MOS  DAY  NEXT. 
Contents, 
O  MEN  o'  MRNDIP.    Chai>s.  13-16.    By  Walter 
Raymond,    Author     of    '•  Gentleman     Upcott's 
4.       DauRhtor,*  &c. 

A  FARMERS  YEAR.    III.    By  H.  Rider  HaKgard. 
A  DORSET,SH[RR  l-ASTORAL.     By  M.  E.  Francis 

(Mrs.  Francis  Dlundell). 
The     GREAT     LETTER     WRITERS.      I.   Uoiace 

Walpole.     By  S.  G.  Tallenlyre. 
BOMB   POI.SONS    and    their    PREVENriO.V.     By 

Mrs.  Percy  Franklnnd. 
OARDBN  THIEVSS.     Hy  E.  Ksy  Roliinson. 
AT  the  SIGN  of  the  SHIP,    liy  Andre*  Lang. 

LONGMANS.    G  R  E  K  N    A:    CO., 
London,  New  York,  anl  Bombay. 


Mr.  EDWARD  ARNOLD'S 

NEW    ]?()() KS. 


Ready  on  Friday  next,  October  28. 
AT  ALL  LIBRARIES  AND  H<H)K8BLLKR8'. 

PHASES    OF    MY    LIFE. 

Hy  the  Very  Rev.  FRANCIS  PKIOU,  Dean  of 
Bristol,  sometime  Dean  of  Chichester,  Vioar  nf 
Halifax.  Vioar  of  Dnnraaler,  Incumbent  of 
St.  Philip'f,  Regent  Street,  English  Ubaplnln  In 
Paris,  and  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  Her  Msjeity 
the  Queen.  Demy  Hvo,  with  Photogravore  Fron- 
tispiece, l(Js. 

THE  PRINCIPLES   OF  LANDED 
ESTATE  MANAGEMENT. 

llV  H.  IIKRUElll'  S.MITII,  Agent  to  the 
Marquess  of  Lansdowno,  Lord  Crewe,  Ac.  With 
Plans  and  Illustrations.    Demy  Hvo,  I6e. 

RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A 

SUBALTERN  IN  THE 

93rd  HIGHLANDERS 

OURINO      THE     CAMPAIGN      IN     IMOIA, 

1857-1SS9,   undor  Sir  Colin   Campbell, 

Lord   Clyde.     By  Liout.-Colonel  W.  GORDON 

ALEXANDER.    With  numerous  Illustrations  and 

Plans.    Demy  8vo,  IBs. 

This   volume   is    basetl   on  a  copious  diary  kept 

regularly   by   the    Author    during    the    campaigns 

described,   and  contains  his  first-hand  accounts  of 

ma»y  disputed  events. 

NdW  READY    AT   ALL    LIBRARIES   AND 

HOOKSELLKRS'. 

THE  LIFE  OF  HENRY  MORLEY, 


LL.D.,     D.C.L. 

By   the    Rev.   H.   8.    SOLLY. 
Largo  crown  8vo,  128.  Cd. 


With  Portraits. 


TROPICS    AND    SNOWS: 

A  Record  of  Sport  and  Travel  in  Many 
Land*.  By  Captain  R.  G.  UUIiTOS,  Indian 
Stall  Corps.  With  numerous  Full-Page  Illustra- 
tious.     Demy  8vo,  lOs. . 

NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE  : 

Its  Municipal  OrlKin  and  Growth.    B.) 

the  lIoTi.  DAPHNE  REN  DEL.  Illustrated. 
Crown  Hvo,  3s.  Iki. 

VERSES. 

By  MAUD  HOLLAND  (MAtin  WiLPOLl). 
Clown  8vo,  38.  ed. 

VARIOUS    QUILLS: 

A  Collection  of  Poems,  E*says,  and 
Stories.  Con'ributed  by  MEMBERS  of  a 
LITERARY  CLUB.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 6e. 

LETTERS    OF 

MARY  SIBYLLA  HOLLAND. 

Selected  and  Edited  by  her  Son,  BERNARD 
HOLI.j\ND.    Second  Edition.    Cloth,  78.  6d.  Let. 


TWO  NEIV  NOVELS. 
THE  DELUSION  OP  DIANA : 

A    Now    Novel.      Uy    MARGARET    BURNE- 
SIDB,  a  new  Author,     fls. 

THE  FALSE  CHEVALIER: 

A  New  Novel.     By  W.  D.  LIGHTUALL.    ds. 


NEW  VOLUME  in"  THE  SPOllTSMAN'S 

LIBRARY." 

Edite<l  by  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  HERBERT 
MAXWELL,  Hart.,  MP. 

DAYS  AND  NIGHTS  OF 

SALMON  FISHING. 

By  WILLIAM  SCROl'E.  A  Reissue  nf  this 
Famous  Work,  forming  Vol.  VII.  of  "  .S|)orls- 
man's  Library."  With  the  Original  Plaiea 
reproducMi  in  Photogravure  and  some  in  Colours. 
Library  Edition,  lis. ;  and  Limicod  Largc-oxpjr 
Edition,  £i  28.  net.  lOetobtr  iOtk. 


London:     EDWAED     ARNOLD, 
3T,  Bedford  Street. 


MR.T.  FISHER  UNWIN'8  LIST. 

AN  IMPORTANT  NKMf  WORK  MV  THI 

SDITOR  OP  THK  "RKVUK  OK* 

DEUX  MONDKS." 

iANDALof  the  HISTORY 

or 

FRENCH  LITERATDRE, 


FERDINAND  BRUNETIKRE 

Preface  specially  written   for 
this  Edition  by  the  Author. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth,  12b. 

\_Noto  ready. 

DR.  S.  WEIR   MITCHELL'S   NEW  NOVBl. 

Far  in  the  Forest. 

By  8.  WEta  MITOHELU 

Author  of  '*  Hogh  Wynne,"  Ac. 

Clotb,6f. 

W.   CLARK   RUSSELL'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

The  Eomance  of  a 
Midshipman. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL, 
Author  of  "  The  Wreck  of  the  '  Crasvenor,' "  4c. 

In  green  cloib,  I's. 
The  Sitertator  says  :  **  It  is  readable  from  lieginning 
to  end.'' 

The  Daily  ChronieU  says :  "  Yoo  h«»e  -well,  Mr. 
Clark  Russell  himself,  the  one  man  living  who  can 

describe  the  sea  in  h11  her  mo-xls Thore  is  something 

delightfully  weim  in  the  pictnret*  of  ihis  wandering 
land,  carrying  it  bunlen  acrou  the  orean  and  defylDS 
the  stonteat  galea  for  itsaeaaon. ' 


LOUIS     BEOKE'S     NEW    BOOK. 

Rodman,  the 

Boatsteerer. 

Large  crown  8vo,  Green  Cloth  Library,  lla. 

The  «.  Jamen't  Gazette  8»v«:  "  A  graphic  fidelity 

M  details,  coupled  with  a  |iicturesi|ue  thouKh  simple 

■tyle,  tfhich  makes  bis  book  distinctly  valuable  as 

.veil  as  intsrestiog." 


JOK 


The  School  for  Saints. 

Thinl  Impresfinn.     Green  cloth,  gill  top,  8s. 


BY     KTMCL    COLBURN     MAVNf. 

The  Clearer  Vision: 

Beintr  Stones  of  the  Secret  Life. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt.  6s. 

The  Daily   Telfgraph  says :   '•  There  is  no  dooLt 
about  the  striking  cievemtas  ot  inese  Bctiooal  atooirs." 


TS£  "  CENTURY"  SCOTT.  Mr. 
UNWIN  has  just  published  the  c<m- 
eluding  volumen  -f  thin  Series,  nuking, 
in  all,  25  roliimes.  Bound  m  eloth, 
pric*  1«.  each ;  leather,  2*.  Orf.  each. 

London  :    T.    FISHER    U  .N  W I  N, 
Pfttemoster  Sqaare,  E.C. 
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MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S 

NEW    BOOKS. 
RUDYARD  KIPLINGS  NEW  BOOK. 

TWENTY-SIXTH  THO0SAKD. 

THE  DAY'S  WORK. 

Crown  8vo,  63. 


THE   CRISIS  IN  FRANCE. 

MR.  BODLEY'S  FRANCE. 

In  2  vols.    Demy  8vo,  2l8.  not. 

yiNETEENTH     C E tf  T U B  r.—"  kdmirahle 

Tolumea,  of  ti  e  hie'iest  merif,  as  a  standard  guide  to 
French  i)nlit,ical  inst  l.titions." 

LH    '/'A'jtf  A'.— "  Un     hommagc     magniSquo    anx 
vertus  de  notre  race." 


in    SUNSHINE.    By 


New  Book  by  Charlotte  M.  Yongc. 

JOHN    EEBLES    PARISHES.     A 

History  of  Hurslev  and  OLterl>ourne.    By  CHAR- 
LOT  I'E   M.   YONGE,  an  old  inhabitant.    With 
Illustrations  and  Map.    Extra  crown  8vo,  83.  01. 
net.  

LIFE  and  LETTERS  of  HENRY 

CBCIL  BAIKES.  late  Her  Majesty's  Postmaster- 
General.  By  HENRY  ST.  JOHN  RAIKES. 
■With  Portrait.    8vo,  IO3.  net. 

EDWARD   THRING,   Headmaster 

of  Uppingham  School.    Lite,  Diary,  a'  d  Letters. 
By  GKURGh;  R.  parkin,  C.M.li.,  M.A.     With 
Portraits.    In  2  vols  ,  extra  crown  8vo,  178.  net. 
STANDARD.—"  Mr.  Parkin  draws  a  vivid  portrait 

of  the  ino-.t  leraarkable  of  the  Schoolmasters  in  the 

latter  half  of  thi-t  century." 

ELIZABETH  and  HER  GERMAN 

GARDEN.    Extra  crown  8vo,  Cs.  | 

TIMES.—''  K    very   bright    little    book  —  Kenial,  i 
huraorons,  perhaps  a  little  fantastic   and  wayward  : 
here  and  tbpre,  but  full  of  bricht  glimpses  of  nature  I 
and  sprightly  oriticisma   of    life.      Elizabeth  is  the 
Bnplifih  wife'  of  a  German  bu-*baDd,  who  finds  and 
makes    for   herself   a    delightful   retreat    from    the 
banaliti-H  of  life  in  a  German  provincial  town  by 
occupyinj^  wnd  lieautifying  a  deserted  convent.** 

MACMILLAN'S    NEW    NOVELS. 

Crown  8vo,  Os.  eich. 

A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN. 

By  aOLP  BOLDREWOOD. 

HER    MEMORY.      By   Maarten 

MAAIiTENS. 

A    DRAMA 

H.  A.  VACHELL. 
ATUR  ^MUU.—"  It  is  a  story  which  the  English 

reader  will  kreer.  with  pleasure The  book  is  good 

reading  to  tt^e  end  " 

CORLEONE       By    F.    Marion 

CR\WFORt). 
MOB  ll.wa  POST.-"  A.  delightful  novel." 

THAT  LITTLE  CUTTY,  DR.  BAR- 

BEIIE,  ISABEL  DYSART.  By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
PALL  MALL  GAZETTE.— "MoidB  of  whit  such 
stoxies  should  be." 

THE  LOVES  of  the  LADY  ARA 

BELLA.    By  M.  A.  SEAWELL. 
MORNINO  POST.— "There  is  a  spirit  and  evident 
enjoyment    in   the    telling    of  the  story  which    are 
refresinnpto  the  reader  wearied  of  highly  elaborated 
literar.y  efforts." 

New  Monthly  Volume  Now  Ready. 
THE  NOVELS  OF  ROSA  NOUCHETTE  CAREY 
FOR  LILIAS.    New  and  Cheaper 

Edition.    In  crown  8vo,  blue  cloth,  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
THE  LADY.— ''M'las  Carey's  novels  are  always 
welcome ;  they  are  out  of  the  common  run,  immacu- 
lately pure,  and  very  high  in  tone." 


OLIPHANT'S 

BOOKS    WORTH     BUYING 

Just  published,  in  the  FAVOUS  SCOTS  Series, 
price  Is.  8d.  ench  ;  extm  gilt,  2s.  6d. 

THOMAS    REID. 

By  PROFESSOR  CAMPBELL  FRJISER. 
Also,  in  the  same  Series, 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

By  MARGARET  MOYE^  BLACK. 

"  Certainly  one  of  thn  most  charmiog  bi'>graphies 
we  have  ever  come  across.  The  writer  has  styie, 
sympathy,  distinction,  and  understanding.  We 
were  loth  to  put  the  boolc  aside.  lis  one  fault  is 
that  it  is  100  short."— Oi-tlook. 

"  The  latest  and,  ia  some  respects,  the  best  con- 
tribution to  the  'Pimous  Scots'  Series.  It  is  the 
only  account  of  Stevenson's  c  ireer  accessible  in 
volume  foim.  Unquestionably  the  memoir  is  as 
interesting  as  it  is  likely  to  be  useful."— Globe. 

"  Ihe  biographer  was  intima'ely  acquainted  with 
the  great  stylist,  romancer,  and  poet;  and  she 
gives  a  kindly  personal  touch  to  her  portrait." 

Black  \sn  White. 

SIR  WILLIAM  WALLACE 

By  PROFESSOR  MITRI^ON. 

The  Dailii  News  says :— "  A  fcholarly  and  impartial 
little  volume,  one  of  the  best  yet  published  iq  the 
'  Famous  Scots '  Series." 

The  Leeds  Mercury  says :— "  It  is  good  history, 
and  it  is  strong,  vivid  portraiture." 

For  a  LIST  of  the  TWENTY.FOVB  VOLUMES 
already  issued  in  the  FAMOUS  SnCTS  SERIES, 
and  ANSOUNCEMENTS  of  FOBTHCOMING 
VOLUMES,  ask  at  any  BOOKSBLLEIi,  or  writr 
to  the  P  UBLI8BEBS. 


OLIPHANT    SIMEATOIM'S     NEW    ROMANCE. 

Cloth  extra,  i>rice  5s.,  Illustrated. 

THE    TREASURE 

BLUE  MOCXTAINS. 

THE    TREASURE 

BLUE  -MOUNTAINS. 
By  OLIPHiNT    SMEiTON,  Author  of  "By 
Adverse  Winls,"   "Allan    Ramsay,"   "Tobias 
Smollett,"  "  William  Dunbar,"  .tc. 


CAVE  of  the 
CAVE  of  the 


Cloth  extra,  price  3s.  6d.,  with  Illustrations. 

THE    MASTER    OF    CRAIGENS 
THE    MASTER    OF    CRAIGENS. 

By  A.  D.  RITCHIP:. 
The  Scotsnian  pays  :— "  Tli«re  is  some  satisfaction  in  readiiifr  a 
hook  like  'The  Master  of  (.'raigeiiB.'  It  seemB  *o  breathe  the 
spirit  or'  the  countryside,  wliich  the  author  lias  p-opled  witli 
tlie  vivid  creatious  of  his  faucy.  aud  it  dehghtd  the  reatler  alike 
with  its  imaginative  and  descriptive  power  aud  itd  iiudeiiiEihle 
literary  (pialities Mr.  A.  D.  Kitcliie  lias  told  a  pretty  love- 
story  under  tho  shadow  of  a  mysterious  tragedy,  aud  hiis  so 
deftly  manipulated  his  uharacters  aud  plot  thai  au  unexpected 
interest  pit-seuts  itself  on  every  page." 


The 


SIR 


'RELIQIO  MEOICI"  and  its  AUTHOR. 

Art  linen,  gilt  top,  price  2s. 

THOMAS     BROWNE.      An 


Appreciation,  with  Pome  of  ihe  be-t  Tassagei* 

of  the  Physician's  Wriiines,  .Heiecteil  and  a.r 

ranK'ed  by  ALEXANDER  WHYTK.  D.D. 

The  Weetminster  Rev'mv  says  :—•' Sir  Tlioma-i  Browne  is  tlir 

most  perfect  wiiter  of  Knglish  pn.se,  and  lis  ^eutences  ar.- 

precioua  geins  from  the  literary  point  of  view.     We  recommeud 

this  admirable  appreciation  to  all  readers." 

Cloth  extra,  3ft.  6(1. 

LEADERS  IN  LITERATURE. 

Short  Studies  of  Great  Authors  iu  the  Nijieteent 

Century,  By  P.  WILSON,  M.A. 
**  Lovers  of  literature  will  appreciate  the  sympathetic  charm 
and  continutl  interest  which  pervade  this  deUghtful  vo.ume. 
It  is  impossible  to  withhold  our  tribute  of  praise  for  a  book 
that  will  fascinate  all  readers  of  Emerson,  Carlyle,  Lowell. 
George  Eliot.  Mrs.  Browning.  Robert  Browning,  Aruold, 
Spencer,  and  K.u8kin."—i»c/«wi mcwter. 


Cloth  extra,  Is.,  with  Frontispiece. 

BY    REEDS    AND    RUSHES. 

By  ESME    STUART,  Author    of    "  Claudea'f 
Island,"  "  Virginie's  Husband,"  &c. 
"  A  tale  iQ  Eemfi  Stuart's  most  popular  style." 

Hearth  and  Home 


NEW    BOOKS. 


NOW  READY. 


In  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  containing  Intaglio  Plate 
Frontispiece,  price  2l8. 

ST     THOMAS 

OF     CANTERBURY. 

A  Study  of  the  Evidence  bearing  on  bis  Death 

and  Miracles. 

By  the  Rev.  EDWIN  A.  ABBOTT,  D.D. 

Part  I.  jfives  translations  of  eleven  Latin  narratives 
of  the  Martyrdom,  together  with  those  of  Gamier, 
and  the  8ai;a,  compHring  the  whole  with  the  modem 
accounts  of  Stanley  and  Tennyson,  and  deducing 
general  rules  of  criticism  applicable  to  synoptic  docu- 
ment!*. In  Part  II.  ihe  Miracles  of  St.  Thomas  are 
•lescribed  from  tho  books  of  Benedict  and  William  of 
Canterbury,  and  those  common  to  both  writers  are 
arranged  iu  parallel  columns,  an  attempt  being  made 
Lo  show  the  authenticity  of  many  of  triem,  to  trace 
their  gradual  degeneration,  to  indicate  the  origination 
and  growth  of  legend,  and  to  point  out  the  bearing  of 
the  whole  subject  on  the  study  of  the  Gospels. 


In  1  vol.,  large  crown  8vo,  c'oth,  gilt  top,  price  7a.  6d., 
with  ^l  Illustrations. 

THE     HISTORY 

of  the  REFORMATION 

of  RELIGION 

WITHIN  THE  REALM  OP  SCOTLAND. 

By  JOHN    KNOX. 

Transcribed  into  Motlern  Spelling  by 

CHARLES    J.    GUTHRIE.    M  A..    Q.C. 

•*It  is  really  a  loss  to  English,  aud  even  to  universal 
literature,  that  Kno.\'8  hasty  antl  strangely  interesl- 
im,  impressive,  and  paculiar  Ixjok,  'The  History  of 
the  eformation  in  Scotland,'  has  not  been  rendered 
far  more  exteneibly  legible  to  ser'.oiis  mankmd  at 
large  than  ii  hitherto  the  case." — TaoKis  Cablvlk. 

Small  crown  8vo,  180  pp.,  with  35  Foil-Page  and 

other  Illustrations  and  i  Map',  cloth,  price  28. ; 

also  in  cloth,  gilt  top,  price  2s.  M. 

THE  ENGLISH  PEOPLE 

in  the  NINETEENTH 

CENTURY. 

By  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS.  M.A..  Litt.D. 

*'  The  Ixiok  is  an  excellent  one,  and,  with  the  pos- 
sible exception  of  Mr.  McCarthy's  '  History  of  Our 
Own  Times,'  it  contains  tha  best  popular  account  of 
modern  English  History  we  h^vo  yet  seen.  It  has 
these  advnntagea  over  Mr.  Mc(.'»rth.v's  History,  that 
it  deals  with  the  whole  century,  and  that  it  contains  a 
reasonable  number  of  dates,  and  that  it  is  brought 
absolutely  up  to  Ante."— Public  School  Magazine, 

Cheap  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  containi-g  Map 
and  18  Fml-Page  Illustratioas,  price  6d. 

THROUGH    FINLAND 

IN    CARTS 

By  Mrs.  ALEO  TWEE  DIE. 
(The  bof)k  of  the  week.)  "  From  first  to  last  there 
is  not  a  dull  paRe  in  the  volume,  which  is  admirably 
written,  well  illustrated,  and  full  of  humour.  It  18 
one  of  the  best  books  of  travel  we  have  read  for  many 
a  yea,r."~Ilhistra<ed  Sport'ng  and  Dramatic  News. 

NOW  READY. 

.Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  6s. 

THE    MINISTER'S 

CONVERSION. 

By   I.    HOOPER, 
Author  of  "  His  Grace  o'  the  Gunne." 


CMILLAN  &  CO.,   Limited,  London. 


OLIPHANT,  ANDEBSON  &  FERRIEE, 
21,  Paternoster  Square,  EC,  and  Edinburgh. 


Crown  8ro,  cloth,  price  Ss. 

Containing  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Hitchcock. 

HERO      AND      HEROINE. 

The  Story  of  a  First  Year  at  Schiol. 

By  ASCOTT  R.  HOPK, 

Author  oC  "  Black  and  Blue,"  "CapandG)-vu 

Co  nedy,"  "  Half  Text  History,"  4c. 
"  The  story  deserves,  and  is  sure  to  receive,  a  warm 
welcome  from  all  boys  into  whose    hands   it  may 
(a.\\."— Scotsman. 


A,  &  C.  BLACK,  Soho  Square,  London. 


The  Academy 

A   Weekly  Review  of  Literature  and  Life. 


No.   1 38 1.     Established    1869.  22  October,   1898. 


Price  Threepence. 


The  Literary  Week. 

Thk  death  of  Mr.  Harold  Frederic  was  not  alto- 
gether unexpocted  by  his  friends.  When  a  man  who 
has  lived  so  fully  is  struck  by  paralysis  tho  end  may 
be  foreseen.  The  immediate  cause  of  his  stroke  and  con- 
sequent illness  was  overwork,    incident  upon  his  books, 


The  Late  Mr.   ilAiioi.ij  l-'itEDEiao. 

(/■>«)«  a  r hotugraph  by  £tUKU  £  Sons.) 

Gloria  Mundi  and  The  Markel-Place  (still  in  manuscript,  and 
not  to  be  published  until  November  1),  together  with  his 
other  labours  as  a  busy  journalist  and  the  London  corre- 
spondent of  the  New  York  Times.  Mr.  Frederic  was  bom 
in  1850,  at  Utica,  in  New  York:  he  completed  his  forty- 
second  year  in  August.  He  came  of  Dutch,  French,  and 
New  English  stock,  was  educated  in  America,  and  remained 
there  as  journalist  and  editor  until  he  was  nearly  thirty. 
Then  he  came  to  Europe,  and  has  since,  for  the  New  York 


Times,  not  only  acted  as  London  correspondent,  but  under- 
taken many  special  commissions  abroad. 

Not  until  1887  was  Mr.  Frederic's  first  novel  published. 
That  was  SelA's  Urot/ter'n  Wife,  a  powerful  study  of  New 
England  life,  which  ran  as  a  serial  in  Scribner'n.  It  was 
followed  by  In  the  Falley,  The  Lawton  Girl,  The  Return  of  the 
O'Mahonei/,  The  Copperhead,  Mariena,  and  in  1896  Illumina- 
tion, with  which  his  real  reputation  as  a  novelist  was  made. 
That  remarka1)le  book  is  destined  to  live  long  by  reason 
of  the  extraordinary  analysis  it  presents  of  the  Puritan 
(ionscienee.  Mr.  Frederic  was  a  fine,  vigorous  writer, 
and  a  close  student  of  his  fellow  men ;  and  at  the  time  of 
his  death  he  was  coming  to  his  full  intellectual  strength. 
Among  his  less  serious  literary  exercises  may  be  men- 
tioned March  Hares,  and  the  Mrs.  Albert  (Jrundy  papers. 

In  consequence  of  Mr.  Frederic's  death  Mr.  Heinemann 
has  put  forward  the  publication  of  Gloria  Mundi  until  the 
Ist  of  November.  It  is  both  curious  and  painful  that  an 
observer  of  life  so  detaclied  as  Mr.  Frederic  displayed 
himself  to  be  in  his  novels  should  have  fallen  a  prey  to 
superstition.  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  his  belief  in 
tlie  efficacy  of  faith-healing  as  professed  by  the  Christian 
Scientists  assisted  the  progress  of  his  disease;  for  not 
until  Monday  last  was  a  doctor  called  in.  But  we  under- 
stand that  it  was  only  after  he  was  taken  ill,  and  conse- 
quently enfeebled  in  mind,  that  Mr.  Frederic  became  a 
convert  to  these  new  mystics. 

It  was  known  that  Mr.  Gleeson  White  was  ill  of  typhoid 
fever,  but  his  death  was  a  shock.  His  w.is  a  full  life  that 
spent  itself  through  many  channels.  He  drew,  he  wrote, 
he.  painted,  he  designed,  he  collected,  he  was  an  en- 
thusiastic musician,  he  edite<],  and  ho  managed  a  depart- 
ment of  a  publishing  business.  He  was  interested  in  every- 
thing ;  he  was  kind  to  everybody.  He  did  not  do  great 
things ;  probably  he  did  not  want  to  do  great  things ;  but 
he  did  little  things  very  well — the  editing  of  Ballades  and 
Rondeaux,  for  instance.  He  loved  the  arts,  and  in  their  service 
he  lived  a  useful,  cheerful,  capable  life,  which  brought  liim 
many  friends,  who  valued  his  friendship,  and  now  miss  him. 

Mu.  George  Wyxdiiam's  appointment  to  be  Under- 
Secretary  for  War  is  now  announced.  In  our  article  upon 
this  brilliant  man  of  affairs  and  letters,  we  made  bold  to 
imagine  him  Mr.  Cur/.on's  successor.  But  aU  is  well  that 
ends  well :  "A  Literary  Under-Secretary "  he  is. 
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Wk  reproduce  elsewhere  a  picture  illustrating  Mr. 
Kipling's  good  fellowship  with  midshipmen.  Not  long 
ago  he  had  some  pleasant  passages  with  the  conductors  of 
a  schoolboys'  magazine.  And  now  comes  evidence  of  the 
admiration  felt  for  him  at  Cambridge.  The  editor  of  the 
Cantab  dared  to  write  for  a  literary  contribution  from  the 
Groat  Young  Man's  pen.  Mr.  Kipling  replied  quickly, 
displaying  at  one  swoop  his  power  both  as  "lightning" 
poet  and  artist : 

There  once  was  a  writer  who  wrote  : 
"  Dear  Sir,  in  reply  to  your  note 

Of  yesterday's  date, 

I  am  sorry  to  state 
It's  no  good — at  the  prices  you  quote." 

At  the  head  of  the  letter  was  this  picture  : 


"  Gold  Cannot  Buy  Me-" 

(Drawn  by  Mr.  Kiplivg  ) 

The  editor  was  not  to  be  deterred.  He  wrote  again, 
thanking  Mr.  Kipling  for  his  reply,  and  adding:  "But 
since  you  refer  to  our  payments  as  unsatisfactory,  I  have 
consulted  with  my  colleagues,  and  they  join  with  me  in 
desiring  to  know  on  what  terms  you  would  write  us  a  brief 
article.  So  long  as  we  have  any  garments  left  in  our  ward- 
robes, and  an  obliging  avuncular  relative,  we  are  prepared 
to  make  any  sacrifices  to  obtain  some  of  your  spirited  lines." 
To  this  Mr.  Kipling  answered  as  follows,  illustrating  the 
letter  with  a  picture  from  his  own  hand  of  an  under- 
graduate dressed  (like  Mark  Twain  after  his  ginger-beer 
bout)  only  in  an  umbrella:  "Dear  Sir,— Heaven  forbid 
that  the  staff  of  tlie  Cantab  should  go  about  pawning  their 
raiment  in  a  public-spirited  attempt  to  secure  a  contribu- 
tion from  my  pen  !  The  fact  is,  that  I  can't  do  things  to 
order  with  any  satisfaction  to  myself  or  the  buyer.  Other- 
wise I  would  have  sent  you  something." 


Mil.  KiPLiNO  may  have  thought  that  then  all  was  well, 
and  lie  was  entitled  to  a  little  peace.  But  no.  The  editor 
of  the  Cantab  wrote  again,  asking  for  a  photograph  The 
jeply  came  quickly.  Mr.  Kipling  said  :  "As  to  photos  of 
myself,  I  have  not  one  by  me  at  present,  but  when  I  find 
one  I  will  send  it ;  but  not  for  publication,  because  my 
beauty  is  such  that  it  fades  like  a  flower  if  you  expose  it." 
A  day  or  two  later  the  photograph  came.  And  now,  in 
mistaken  gratitude,  the  editor  of  the  Cantab  reproduces 
Mr.  Max  Beerbohm's  cruel  caricature  of  his  benefactor ! 


Mr.  John  Davidson's  new  play,  "  Godfrida,"  which 
we  shall  review  in  due  course,  is  preceded  by  a  novel 
form  of  prologue,  in  the  form  of  a  dialogue  between  an 
Interviewer  and  the  Poet.  We  quote  a  passage  here 
and  there : 

Interviewer.  Pardon  me,  but  do  you  think  it  wise 
to  publish  a  play  before  it  has  been  produced  ? 
Poet.  I  intend  to  produce  it  before  publication. 
Interviewer.  Ah,  yes ;  to  secure  the  dramatic  rights. 
But  I  mean  that  people  will  not  read  a  play  which 
they  have  not  seen. 

Poet.  I  would  not  care  to  invite  an  audience  to 
witness  a  play  which  I  could  not  invite  my  readers 
to  peruse. 

Interviewer.  You  have  expressed  somewhere  in  your 
writings  an  intense  admiration  of  Ibsen.  Will  his 
influence  be  found  in  your  jday  ? 

Poet.  I  think  not. 

Interviewer.  Have  j-ou  ceased  to  admire  Ibsen  ? 

Poet.  Oh,  no !  I  share  the  opinion  of  those  who 
regard  him  as  the  most  impressive  writer  of  his  time, 
as  the  most  expert  playwright,  and  most  original 
dramatist  the  world  has  seen. 

Interviewer.  But  you  are  not  a  disciple  ? 

Poet.  No ;  nothing  comes  of  discipleship  except 
misinterpretation.  That  seems  to  me  the  history  of 
all  schools. 

Interviewer.  But  if  Ibsen  is  as  great  as  you  say, 
would  it  not  be  wise  to  follow  in  his  steals  ? 

Poet.  No ;  it  would  be  as  foolish,  as  it  is  unneces- 
sary, to  attempt  to  do  over  again  what  Ibsen  has  done. 

Interviewer.  Can  j'ou  not  extend  the  path  he  has 
laid  down,  then  ? 

Poet.  No  ;  any  step  forward  from  Ibsen  would  land 
me  in  some  mj-stical  abyss,  or  some  slough  of 
Naturalism.  For  me  Ihsen  is  the  end,  not  the 
beginning. 

^  Interrieiver.  What  was  your  object  in  writing  this 
play? 

Poet.  My  object  was  to  give  delight. 

Interviewer.  Do  you  consider  that  a  high  aim  ? 

Poet.  I  consider  it  the  highest  aim  of  art. 

Interviewer.  To  give  delight  ? 

Poet.  Yes ;  to  give  delight  is  to  impart  strength 
most  directlj-,  most  permanentlj-. 

Interviewer.  Is  there  anything  else  j'ou  wish  to  say 
about  "  Godfrida  "  ? 
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Poet.  Yes.  When  I  was  n  boy  I  know  by  lieart 
Kingsloy's  "  Horeward  tlie  "Wake,"  having  road  it 
('very  Sumhiy  for  several  years  in  a  Iwunil  volume 
of  Goud  Words.  As  I  developed  my  jiluy  a  memory 
of  "Heroward,"  which  I  did  not  recognise  at  first, 
besieged  my  fancy.  Becoming  conscious  of  its  source, 
and  being  quite  unable  to  get  away  from  it,  I 
obtained  tlie  kind  ponnission  of  Kingsloy's  repre- 
sentatives to  u.se  it.  The  matter  I  have  taken  occupies 
a  few  paragraphs  of  the  novel;  but  it  is  important 
in  the  play. 


An  advance  paragraph  of  a  new  book  can  sometimes 
be  too  advancing.  Some  little  while  ago  a  novel  appeared, 
entitled  Via   Lun'.i,  the  writer  of  which  took  the  name  of 

Kassandra  Vivaria. 
Of  this  lady  we  were 
a.ssured  by  the  pub- 
lisher that  she  would 
never  again  see  her 
book  or  know  aught 
of  its  success  ;  for  her 
entry  into  a  religious 
house  of  the  strictest 
kind  was  imminent,  if 
not  actually  accom- 
plished. Possibly  this 
statement  led  impres- 
sionable persons  to 
acquire  the  book. 
"  Kas.am.ka  V.vauia."  Meanwhile,  "Kassan- 

dra Vivaria,"  whose  portrait  we  reproduce,  has  been  staying 
in  London,  dining  with  her  publisher,  mooting  readers  of 
Via  Liuis,  and  enjoying  their  praises  of  her  interesting 
romance. 


Says  a  writer  in  the  Westminster  Gazette  :  "  Akin  to  the 
feehng  of  surprise  one  is  apt  to  experience  on  first  meeting 
with  tho  name  of  some  distinguished  writer  in  the  list  of 
officials  in  a  Govorniueut  Department — say,  the  Board  of 
Trade  or  other  equiilly  unromantic  branch  of  the  Civil 
Service — is  the  discovery  on  the  title-page  of  some  purely 
professional  treatise  on  a  subject  as  remote  as  possible 
from  that  with  which  we  usually  associate  the  writer. 
For  instance,  Mr.  R.  C.  Lehmann,  of  Punch,  the  author  of 
The  Bilhhurij  Election,  Mr.  Punch's  Prize  Nbielists,  and 
kindred  works,  is  part  author  of  a  Digest  of  Overruled 
Cases.  Similarly  we  find  that  Mr.  Newbolt,  the  author  of 
Admirals  All,  is  part  editor  of  the  great  Consolidated  Digest 
of  Cases,  which  is  now  approaching  completion — a  valuable 
work,  althougli  one  not  quite  in  line  witli  ballad  literature." 
A  complete  list  of  the  antithetical  emplojrments  of  literary 
men  should  miike  entertaining  reading. 


A  NEW  bronze  statue  of  Bums  has  just  been  erected 
at  Leith  by  the  local  Burns  Club.  Mr.  Munro  Fergtison, 
M.P.,  who  performed  the  ceremony  of  unveiling,  described 
Burns  as  the  greatest  of  Scotsmen. 


If.  Zola  is  not  allowing  the  Droyfun  ca«e  U>  monopoline 
his  time.  Instead,  he  has  begun  to  work  on  u  new  seritm 
of  novels,  the  heroes  or  central  figures  of  which  will  b« 
the  Evangelists,  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke,  and  Jolm.  The 
stories  will  each  have  direct  bearing  on  a  social  problem. 
Tho  first  bears  the  title  Fecondile.  M.  /ola  ahto  pro{M)HeH 
to  make  a  volume  of  Dreyfus  souvenirs,  but  tliat  is  not  for 
publication  during  his  lifetime. 


The  author  of  the  "  Pages  from  a  Private  Diary,"  which 
ran  so  pleasantly  through  Cornhill  last  year,  has  found 
it  necessary  to  disclaim  the  statement  that  The  Elchingham 
Letters,  now  figuring  in  that  magazine,  are  also  from  hia 
pen.  It  is  an  open  secret  that  this  agreeabh;  exercise  in 
correspondence  is  tho  joint  work  of  Mrs.  Fuller  Maitland 
and  Sir  Frederick  Pollock. 


Ant  attempt  is  now  being  made  to  do  for  Irish  poets 
what  Mr.  Humphry  Ward  did  for  English.  The  editor  of 
this  anthology  will  be  Mr.  T.  W.  Holleston,  who  is  being 
assisted  by  Mr.  A.  P.  Graves  and  Mr.  W.  B.  Yeats,  each 
of  whom  has  made  collections  of  Irish  verso  in  a  less  am- 
bitious way.  A  general  preface  will  be  supplie<l  by  Mr. 
Stopford  Brooke.  Ijiving  writers  will  be  include<l  in  Mr. 
Kolleston's  scheme  ;  but  otherwise  it  will  follow  the  lines 
of  its  exemplar. 


A  SPECIAL  post  has  been  created  at  the  British  Museum 
for  Mr.  F.  G.  Kenyon,  who  was  third  on  the  list  of  Second- 
class  Assistants  in  the  MS.  Department.  This  new  post  is 
a  second  Assistant-Keepersliip  of  MSS. — a  short-cut  to 
preferment  which  might  otherwise  have  been  long  in 
coming ;  and  the  honour  is  out  of  compliment  to  Mr. 
Kenyon  for  his  brilliant  services  in  connexion  with 
Aristotle's  Treatise  on  tht  Constitution  of  Athms,  which 
he  edited  and  translated,  and  The  Potnu  of  Baeehylidts. 


Count  Tolstoi  has  just  completed  a  new  novel,  the 
proceeds  of  which  he  intends  to  devote  to  the  assistance  of 
certain  needy  proteges. 

America,  by  the  way,  rose  to  the  occasion  of  Coimt 
Tolstoi's  seventieth  birthday  in  a  manner  which  should 
make  his  English  admirers  blush  with  envy.  A  great 
banquet  was  held,  followed  by  the  delivery  of  speeches 
and  the  reading  of  letters,  all  adulatory  in  tone.  Among 
those  who  expressed  opinions  and  homage  were  Mr. 
Ho  wells,  Mr.  Zangwill,  Mr.  Stodman,  and  Joseph  JeflFerson 
the  actor.  Most  of  the  speeches  were  quite  serious,  as 
befitted  tho  occasion  ;  but  Mr.  Jefferson  allowed  himself  a 
little  latitude.  Ho  even  dropped  into  reminiscences  of  tlie 
stage,  and  told  tho  following  excellent  story  :  "  We  were 
playing  what  is  called  'the  New  England  circuit' — 
Hartford,  New  Haven,  Bridgeport,  and  so  on.  Mr. 
Florence  was  calle<l  in  front  of  the  curtain  to  make  a 
speech.  He  made  a  very  good  one,  and  concluded  in  the 
old  conventional  terms,  that  he  could  not  throw  away  the 
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present  opportunity  of  expressing  Ms  feelings  toward  the 
audience.  He  said:  'It  is  here,  and  to  you,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  that  I  owe  my  present  success  in  my  profession. 
We  knew  each  other  when  boys  and  girls  together.  We 
played  marbles  together  under  the  shadow  of  the  old 
church,  and  now,  at  this  late  date,  to  receive  this  warm 
welcome  from  old  friends— what  can  I  say  ?  Simply,  that 
I  never  can  forget  the  people  of  Hartford.'  A  man  in  the 
front  row  said,  'This  is  New  Haven,  Mr.  Florence.'  He 
said,  '  I  mean  New  Haven,  of  course.'  " 


M.   EoDiN,    the   sculptor,    has    paid   a   compliment    to 

his    critics.      With    a 
few     exceptions,     the 
opinions        expressed 
upon  his  great  statue 
of  Balzac  were  hostile. 
The  critics  declined  or 
were    unable    to    put 
themselves   in    the 
sculptor's    place    and 
understand    his    con- 
ception of  the  novelist; 
although    there    were 
a  few  who   had  diffi- 
culty in  finding  words 
in    which    to    record 
their     admiration. 
Now    M.    Eodin   has 
placed    a    cloth    over 
the    statue,    and   this 
he  win  not,  he  saysi 
remove    until   a  year 
has    passed.     At    the 
end   of    tliat  time  he 
intends  to  examine  his 
work   again   with    an 
Eodin's  Statue  of  Ealzac.         open   mind.     We    re- 
produce a  photograph  of  the  statue. 


Meanwhile,  a  rival  sculptor  is  at  work  on  a  statue  of 
the  author  of  the  "  Comedie  Humaine,"  representing  him 
seated  on  a  bench,  making  notes  on  a  piece  of  paper. 


ask  only  clubbable  men,  and  such  as  can't  make 
speeches.  You  shall  either  be  carried  back  to  Boston 
or  spend  the  night  with  us.  Crowe  [Mr.  Eyre 
Crowe]  survived  it.— Very  sincerely  yours, 

J.  E.  Lowell. 


Two  copies  of  the  Kilmarnock  Burns  will  shortly  be 
oifered  at  Sotheby's  ;  but  the  Daily  Telegraph  is  scarcely 
right  in  anticipating  that  an  interesting  comparison  will  be 
possible  between  the  prices  they  may  fetch  and  the  famous 
Edinburgh  price  (of  more  than  £500)  which  startled  the 
book  world  last  year.  For  the  copies  now  to  be  offered  are 
"cut"  ;  whereas  the  Edinburgh  copy  is  quite  uncut,  and 
in  that  respect  is  imique. 

The  critics  who  recently  laughed  at  the  popidar  appeal 
for  a  cheap  edition  of  Edward  FitzGerald's  Omar  Khayyam 
may  be  edified  by  the  following  story.  A  customer— not 
of  the  aspiring  mob— walked  into  a  shop  in  London  this 
week,  and  asked  the  price  of  the  present  edition.  "  Ten- 
and-sixpence,"  was  the  answer,  "and  25  per  cent.  off. 
I  charge  you,  therefore,  seven  -  and- sixpence."  The 
customer  considered  a  while,  and  weighing  the  wine  and 
roses  of  "old  Omar,"  and  then  weighing  the  art  of  "old 
Fitz,"  said  :   "  Can't  I  get  it  cheaper  at  the  Stores  ?  " 


Mrs.  Bitchie's  introduction  to  Thackeray's  Lectures, 
bound  up  with  Esmond  in  the  new  volume  of  the  Bio- 
graphical Edition,  gives  an  account  of  Thackeray's  experi- 
ences during  his  American  tour  In  1852-3.  Among  other 
documents,  Mrs.  Eitchie  quotes  the  following  note  from 
LoweU  : 

My  dear  Sir,  —  Have  you  any  engagement  for 
Wednesday  or  Thursday  evening  of  next  week  ?  If 
not,  wiU  you  give  me  one  of  them  ?  Timmins, 
revolving  many  things,  has  decided  on  a  supper, 
because  he  can  have  it  under  his  roof,  and  because 
he  can  have  more  pleasant   people   at   it.     He  will 


Here  is  a  sad  and  arresting  item  In  the  latest  catalogue 
of  "book  remainders"  : 

Arnold  (Matthew).  The  Letters  of  Matthew  Arnold, 
1848-1888,  collected  and  arranged  by  George  W.  E. 
Eussell,  2  vols.,  crown  8vo.  (pub.  ISs.  net),  offered  at 
4s.  6d. 

There  were  brave  men  before  Agamemnon,  and  there 
were  shrewd,  pushing  authors  before  certain  of  our  own 
day.     Here  is  an  example  for  publishers  direct  from  an 
unpublished   letter— one  of  thirteen  which  Mr.  Sabin  is 
offering  to  collectors— written  by  Dryden  in  his  heyday  : 
"I  have  undertaken  to   translate  all  Virgil,    and  as   an 
essay  have  already  paraphrased  the  third  Georglc  as  an 
example  :  it  will  be  published  in  Tonson's  next  Mmellany 
in   Hillary   term.      I   propose   to   do   it  by  subscription, 
having  an  hundred  r.ad  two  brass  Cutts  with  the  Coats 
of  Arms  of  the  Subscribers  to  each  Cutt,  and  every  Sub- 
scriber to   pay   five   guinneys."      Dryden   also    proposed 
"inferior  subscriptions,"  giving  the  subscriber  the  right 
to  see  his  name  catalogued  in  the  usual  way. 

Mr.  John  Lane,  after  an  absence  of  six  months,  caused 
in  the  first  instance  by  iUness,  but  latterly  by  the  circum- 
stance of  his  marriage  and  wedding  tour,  has  now  resumed 
the  direction  of  his  business.  He  has  just  purchased  the 
rights  in  Mr.  William  Watson's  works,  hitherto  held 
by  Messrs.  MacmlUan,  for  England  and  America,  and  is 
preparing  a  collected  edition  of  Mr.  Watson's  poems  in 
one  volume  for  the  coming  season. 


22  October,  1898. 


The  Academy. 


107 


The  Aiucriciin   snap-shooters  are   responsible   for  two 
portraits  which  we  reproduce  from  the  Critic.     The  first 

roi)re8ent8  Mr.  /angwill 
seated  in  tiie  library  of  a 
friend's  house  in  Phila- 
delphia. "From  Mr. 
Zangwill's  attitude  of 
wearied  triumph,"  says 
the  Critic,  "as  of  a 
literary  St.  George  over- 
coming the  dictionary,  we 
may  look  for  some  new 
and  picturesque  words 
descriptive  of  his  American 
oxporionces."  Tlio  otlier 
portrait,  whicli  will  be 
found  below,  represents* 
Mr.  Anthony  Hope  in  re- 
creative mood.    The  Critic 

„      -    „  remarks     that      "though 

Me.  I,  Zanowill. 

Mr.  Hope  is  balder  than 

M.  Eostand,  he  still  keeps  his  cheerfid  smile." 


Balfour,'  said  one  of  the  examinees,  '  is  absolute  if  con- 
siderod  with  reference  to  himself  only,  but  relative  if 
considered  with  reference  to  Mrs.  Balfour.'  " 


t     .^     ^        ^m 


The  following  are  some  of  the  contributors  to  Tfw 
Cambridge  Modern  History :  Sir  William  Anson,  Mr. 
James  Bryce,  Prof.  Bury,  the  Eev.  W.  A.  B.  Coolidge, 
the  Bishop  of  London,  Dr.  Cunningham,  Principal  Fair- 
bairn,  Mr.  C  H.  Firth,  Prof.  Flint,  Prof.  Michael  Foster, 
Mr.  James  Gairdncr,  Mr.  S.  E.  Gardiner,  Dr.  Gamett,  the 
Eev.  F.  A.  Gasquot,  Prof.  Gwatkin,  Mr.  Frederic 
Harrison,  Mr.  T.  Hodgkin,  Major  Hume,  Prof.  Jebb,  Mr. 
Laughton,  Mr.  T.  (f.  Law,  Mr.  Lecky,  Mr.  Sidney  Lee, 
Sir  Alfred  Lyall,  Capt.  Mahan,  Dr.  Maitland,  Mr.  John 
Morley,  Mr.  J.  Bass  !Mullinger,  Mr.  Oman,  Mr.  E.  J. 
Payne,  Sir  F.  Pollock,  Prof.  York  Powell,  Prof.  Prothero, 
Dr.  Sidgwick,  Mr.  Spencer  Walpole,  Principal  Ward,  and 
Viscount  Wolseley.     Lord  Acton,  who  edits  the  work  for 

the  Syndics  of  the  Uni- 
versity Press,  intends  to 
issue  the  first  volume  in 
April,  1900. 


Mr.  a.  J.  Balfour, 
being  unmarried,  should 
be  particidarly  amused  to 
read  the  following  story 
in  the  Young  Man:  "The 
other  day,  in  an  examina- 
tion in  logic,  the  victims 
were  asked  to  give  in 
technical  language  the 
character  of  various  terms 
— i.e.,  to  state  whether  they 
were  abstract  or  concrete, 
general  or  singular,  absolute  or  relative.  One  of  the  terras 
included    in    the    question    was    '  Mr.     Balfour.'       '  Mr. 


Our  contributor  "Bookwonu"  did  Mr.  "  Asoott  R.  Hop©" 
loss  than  justice  in  his  reference  to  him  last  week. 
Thirty  years  do  not,  ns  ho  stated,  represent  the  full 
length  of  time  that  this  ^mpular  writer  has  been  l>efore 
the  public,  nor  do  fifty  volumes  represent  the  extent 
of  his  industry.  Double  that  number  would  probably 
still  be  within  the  mark. 


Messrs.  Harper  &  Brothers  will  publish  the  English 
edition  of  Bjomstjeme  Bjiimson's  now  drama,  I'atd 
Lavge,  which  is  now  being  translated  by  Mr.  H.  L. 
Bnckstad. 


In  our  issue  of  October  Id,  we  stated  that  the  new 
edition  of  The  Pied  Piper  of  Ilamelin,  which  is  about  to  be 
published  by  Mr.  Harry  Quilter,  would  "  not  be  printed," 
but  each  copy  written  by  Mrs.  Quilter.  The  facts  are  that 
Mrs.  Quilter  having  written  and  decorated  the  text  of  the 
poem,  her  MS.  has  been  engraved  for  the  purposes  of 
publication.  We  were  also  misinformed  in  stating  the 
number  of  copies  to  be  limited  to  400.  There  will  be  500 
of  the  edition  de  luxe,  in  addition  to  an  ordinary  edition  of 
2,000. 


Mr.  Anthony  Hope. 


We  shall  publish  next  week,  by  permission  of  the 
author,  the  first  part  of  a  story  by  M.  Paul  Bourget 

Bibliographical. 

Tn.\T  one  of  the  publications  of  the  autumn  season  should 
be  a  selection  from  his  prose  and  verse  entitled  Th/i  Golden 
Year  should  be  a  source  of  satisfaction  to  Mr.  Whitcomb 
Eiley.  That  able  American  has  done  very  well  with 
tlio  English  public.  One  remembers  the  volume  of  his 
verse  called  Old- Fashioned  Rosei,  which  was  published  here 
just  ten  years  ago.  Since  then  we  have  had  his  Rhymet 
of  Childhood  Dags,  his  Poems  Here  and  At  Home,  his  Child 
World,  and  his  Rubaiyat  of  Doe  Sifers,  to  say  nothing 
of  three  or  four  books  of  his  circulated  here  in  their 
American  format. 

Mr.  F.  Hindes  Groome,  whose  collection  of  Gypty 
Folk- Tales  is  to  come  out  very  shortly,  is,  I  believe,  a 
member  of  Messrs.  W.  &  E.  Chambers's  editorial  staff. 
He  was  part-author  of  the  Biographical  Dictionary  which 
we  owe  to  that  firm,  and  which  is  notable  for  its  uncon- 
ventional preface.  He  is  admittedly  one  of  the  first 
authorities  in  England  on  the  Romanies,  and  his  Gypsy 
Tents  is,  in  its  way,  a  standard  book.  His  novel  called 
Kriegspiel  made  no  great  sensation,  but  his  Tico  Suffolk 
IViend.1  was  very  acceptable,  and  will  live. 

We  are  promised  a  book  on  Ellen  Terry  and  Her  Im- 
personations,  by  a  writer  whose  name  I  do  not  personally 
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recognise.  Meanwhile,  I  (and  I  daresay  a  good  many 
others)  would  like  to  know  what  has  become  of  the  Stray 
Memories  by  Miss  Terry  wbich  were  announced  some  time 
ago  as  about  to  appear  in  volume  form.  Some  of  them 
had  already  figured  in  a  magazine,  but  we  were  told  that 
they  would  be  expanded  and  added  to.  Has  that  come  off, 
or  has  Miss  Terry  wearied  of  the  work  ? 

Mr.  Oscar  Browning  is  becoming  quite  a  fertile  writer. 
He  has  been  turning  out  books  lately  at  the  rate  of 
about  one  a  year.  In  1891  he  gave  us  a  volume  on 
Dante  and  another  on  Goethe;  in  1892  he  produced  The 
Flight  to  Varennes;  in  1893  came  Gttelphs  and  Ghibellines ; 
in  1895  'The  Age  of  the  Condottieri ;  and  not  many  months 
ago,  Peter  the  Great.  Now  we  are  to  have  from  him  a 
monograph  on  Charles  XII.,  designed,  no  doubt,  as  a 
companion  to  the  Peter.  It  will  not  be  a  very  big  book, 
I  believe. 

Six  years  ago  Dean  Hole  (of  Eochester)  published  A 
Book  About  the  Garden  and  the  Gardener.  Now  he  is  to  give 
us  a  volume  on  Our  Gardens.  Well,  wo  cannot  have  too 
much  of  a  good  thing.  The  Dean's  Book  About  Roses  has 
run  into  sixteen  editions,  if  not  more. 

Somebody  having  written  a  memoir  of  the  late  Mr.  J. 
Hain  Friswell,  author  of  The  Gentle  Life,  and  so  forth,  why 
should  we  not  have  a  biography  of  Henry  Morley,  one  of 
the  most  industrious,  careful,  and  intelligent  of  working 
men  of  letters  ?  The  thing  has  been  done,  and  quite 
rightly.  Henry  Morley  not  only  put  the  student  of  English 
literature  under  deep  obligations  by  the  production  of  his 
First  Sketch,  his  English  Writers,  his  "  Carisbrooke 
Library,"  and  the  like  ;  he  deserves  to  be  remembered  for 
his  monographs  on  Bernard  Palissj',  Jerome  Cardan  (to 
whom  Mr.  W.  G.  Waters  has  just  devoted  a  volume), 
Cornelius  Agrijipa,  and  Clement  Marot.  Few  people  know 
that  he  began  his  literary  life  by  the  publication  of  a  book 
of  verses — Sunrise  in  Italy,  and  Other  Poems.  The  irony  of 
fate  is  exhibited  in  the  fact  that,  after  all,  he  is  likely  to 
be  longest  held  in  esteem  for  his  Journal  of  a  London  Play- 
goer, which  is  quite  invaluable  to  the  historian  of  the 
Victorian  dramatic  age. 

I  drew  attention  last  week  to  the  growth  in  this  country 
of  Ibsen  literature.  The  literature  of  M.  Maurice 
Maeterlinck  is  also  growing  among  us.  First  we  had 
English  versions  of  Priyicess  Maleine  and  The  Intruder, 
prefaced  (would  you  believe  it?)  by  Mr.  Hall  Caine.  That 
was  in  1892.  Three  years  later  Miss  Alma  Tadema  con- 
tributed to  the  Walter  Scott  I.dbrary  translations  of  PelUas 
et  Melisande  and  Les  Aveugles.  To  1897  belong  The  Trea- 
sure of  the  Humble  and  Aglavaine^and  Selysette,  both  done 
into  English  by  Mr.  Alfred  Sutro,  to  whose  enterprise  we 
owe  the  new  volume,  Wisdom  and  Destiny.  The  Treamre  of 
the  Ilumble,  it  will  be  recollected,  was  "introduced"  to  the 
British  public  by  Mr.  A.  B.  Walkley,  whose  soul  is  con- 
stantly encountering  fresh  "adventures  among  master- 
pieces." Seemingly  he  has  just  discovered  Joubert's 
Pennies. 


Rumour  has  it  that  Mr.  W.  M.  Eussctti  contemplates  a 
new  two-volume  edition  of  his  sister  Christina's  poems. 
The  idea  apparently  is  that  the  contents  should  be 
annotated  by  him.  I  do  not  say  the  result  might  not  be 
interesting,  but  is  there  any  obvious  demand  for  a  fresh 
collection  of  Miss  Eossetti's  verse?  We  had  a  "new  and 
enlarged  "  edition  of  it  eight  or  nine  years  ago,  and  were 
very  well  satisfied  therewith.  Thereafter  came  the  New 
Poems  of  1896  and  the  Maude  of  1897.  I  do  not  think 
either  of  these  volumes  enhanced  Miss  Eossetti's  reputa- 
tion, and,  for  myself,  I  bog  Mr.  W.  M.  Eossetti  to  stay  his 
hand  in  this  matter.  It  is  clear  that  Miss  Eossetti 
bestowed  upon  us,  in  her  lifetime,  the  very  best  verse  she 
had  produced. 

Mr.  Herbert  Morrah  seems  to  have  joined,  for  good,  the 
noble  army  of  romancists.  His  name  first  became  known 
to  the  public  through  its  appearance  in  a  book  of  Oxford 
jeux  d'esprit.  Then  came  his  own  book  of  verse,  mainly 
humorous,  called  In  College  Groves,  and  Other  Oxford  Verses. 
After  this  there  was  a  silence  of  three  years,  at  the  end  of 
whicli  appeared,  first,  A  Serious  Comedy,  and,  in  the  year 
following.  The  Faithful  City.  Advertisement  is  now 
made  of  a  work  of  fiction  by  Mr.  Morrah  called  ITie 
Optimist,  the  sub-title  of  a  much  more  famous  work,  with 
which  Mr.  Morrah  is  pre.sumably  acquainted. 

Do  many  of  us,  I  wonder,  know  much  about  the 
"  Christopher  Crayon "  whose  Eeminiscences  are  to  be 
looked  for  shortly  ?  Obviously  he  is  not  to  be  confounded 
with  the  "  Geoffrey  Crayon"  who  produced,  some  sixty  or 
seventy  years  ago,  such  works  as  Bracebridge  Hall  and 
Tales  of  a  Traveller  and  The  Alhambra  ;  that  was  Washing- 
ton Irving.  "Christopher  Crayon,"  it  seems,  is  Mr. 
J.  Ewing  Eitchie,  who  appears  to  have  been  writing  books 
since  1854,  or  thereabouts,  and  who,  therefore,  probably 
has  much  to  tell  us. 

The  Mr.  Silva  White  who  is  about  to  figure  as  the 
author  of  a  volume  entitled  From  Sphinx  to  Oracle,  is,  I 
take  it,  the  Mr.  Silva  White  who  is  already  known  as  the 
writer  of  an  eight-year-old  book  called  The  Betelnpment  of 
Africa.  Mr.  White  took,  I  believe,  snap-shots  on  his  way 
across  the  desert  and  when  he  got  to  Siwa.  The  camera 
is  your  modern  traveller's  best  credential. 

We  can  do  very  well  with  a  volume  on  Amateur  Clubs 
and  Actors,  such  as  that  which  is  promised  by  Mr.  W.  G. 
Elliott.  Mr.  EUiott  is  just  now  a  member  of  the  Hay- 
market  company,  but  there  was  a  time  when  he  was  himself 
an  amateur.  He  includes  in  his  survey  the  Cambridge 
"A.D.C."  and  the  Oxford  "  U.D.S  ,"  neither  of  which 
has  lacked  a  chronicler— eh,  Mr.  Burnand?  and  eh,  Mr. 
Adderley  ? — but  it  was  desirable  that  he  should  be  com- 
prehensive in  his  method. 

I  owe  Mr.  Eobert  Bridges  an  apology.  It  seems  that 
the  volume  to  which  I  referred  last  week  is  tlie  first  of  a 
series  which  will  comprise  his  Poetical  Works — up  to  date. 

The  Bookwokm. 
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The  "  Trimmer." 

TJie  Life  and  Letters  of  Sir  George  Saiile,  Bart.,  Firit 
Marquis  of  Halifax.  IVitk  a  New  Edition  of  his  Works. 
By  H.  C.  Foxcroft.     (Longmans.) 

Miss  Foxcroit's  laborious  volumes  should  set  the  sear  on 
the  belated,  but  rapidly  growing,  reputation  of  Lord 
Halifax  as  one  of  the  most  notable  figures  both  in  the 
politics  and  the  letters  of  the  later  seventoenth  century. 
Hitherto  he  has  has  liardly  had  a  fair  chance.  He  has 
suffered  the  fate  of  those  who  stand  aloof  from  and  above 
party,  that  of  missing  recognition  from  the  panegyrists 
and  scribes  of  both  parties  alike.  And  although  Macaulay 
has  done  full  justice  to  the  part  ho  played  at  the  Eevolu- 


George  Savile,  First  Maequis  of  Halifax. 

tion  and  under  "William  the  Third,  he  has  not  hitherto 
had  the  advantage  of  a  biographer  with  the  requisite 
patience  and  the  requisite  information  to  trace  the  some- 
what intricate  phases  of  his  earlier  political  career.  This, 
however,  was  done  in  part  in  Mr.  Seccombe's  recent  article 
in  the  Bictionary  of  National  Biography  :  and  the  industry 
of  Miss  Foxcroft  has  now  completed  the  enterprise  by 
fully  utilising  the  very  valuable  "  Halifax  Papers  "  in  the 
Spencer  and  Devonshire  House  collections.  It  is  a  pity, 
however,  that  Miss  Foxcroft  has  rigidly  coniined  herself  to 
the  colourless  role  of  compiler,  and  has  shirked  the  obvious 
biograplier's  duty  of  at  least  attempting  to  sum  up  and 
"  place "  the  individuality  and  the  achievement  of  the 
man.  This  was  really  the  more  necessary,  inasmuch  as 
she  has  devoted  nearly  eight  hundred  large  octavo  pages 
to  tlio  life  and  letters  alone,   and  the  profusion  of  detail 


involved  in  such  a  method  of  treatment  has  had  the 
natural  result  of  ratlier  blurring  the  main  outlines.  Our 
gpratitude  to  her  for  a  mass  of  valuable  hlBtorical  material 
would  have  been  doubled  if  she  had  prefixed  or  affixed  to 
it  a  lucid  and  comprehensive  analysis. 

Halifax  is,  of  course,  the  typical  "  trimmer,"  which  i« 
to  say  "mugwump,"  of  Restoration  politics.  Throughout 
the  endless  intrigues  as  to  the  succession  which  fille<l  the 
latter  part  of  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  he  steered  a  con- 
sistent middle  course.  But  Miss  Foxcroft's  researches 
entirely  go  to  confirm  the  view,  long  ago  expressecl  by 
Macaulay  and  others,  that  Halifax's  trimmings  and  ter- 
giversations, many  as  they  were,  are  never  to  be  put 
down  to  mean  or  unworthy  motives,  rarely  even  to  the 
weakness  of  political  fibre,  of  which  he  cannot  be  alto- 
gether acquitted,  but  generally  to  a  real  contempt  for  the 
whole  theory  of  party  government,  and  to  a  sincere  desire 
to  steer  the  ship  of  state  to  a  safe  haven  through  troublous 
waters  and  shifting  currents.  He  has,  indeed,  written  his 
own  Apologia  in  the  most  famous  of  his  pamphlets,  the 
"  Character  of  a  Trimmer,"  with  incisive  log^c  and  happy 
metaphor. 

"  The  innocent  word  Trimmer,"  says  he, 

signifieth    no    more    than    this,    that    if    men    are 
together  in  a  boat,  and  one  part  of  the  company 
woidd  weigh  it  down  of  one   side,   another  would 
make  it  lean  as  much  to  the  contrary ;  it  happeneth 
there   is   a   third   opinion   of   those  who   conceive   it 
would   do   as   well  if  the  boat  went  even,    without 
endangering  the  passengers. 
As  a  writer,  no  less  than  as  a  statesman,  Halifax  has 
at  present  barely  come  into  his  inheritance.    And  glad 
as  we  are  to  have  the  Life  and  Letters,  we   are   almost 
more  glad  to  have  the  complete  and  scholarly  collection 
of    his    TForks,   which    forms    the    second  half  of    Miss 
Foxcroft's   second  volume.     It  perhaps   accoimts  for  the 
neglect  of  Halifax,  that  though  individual  pieces  have 
been  reprinted  from  time  to  time,   there  has  been  no 
attempt  to   edit  him   as   a  whole  since  the  Miscellanies, 
which  passed  through  three  editions  early  in  the  eighteenth 
century.     And  he  requires  editing,  for,  like  all  pamphle- 
teers,  he   has    suffered  from    the  attribution  to  him  of 
anonymous   work   which   cannot    possibly   be   his.     This 
apocryphal  matter  is  carefully  nailed  to  the  coimter  by 
Miss  Foxcroft.      What  endures  the  ordeal   is  of  small 
bulk,    but   admirable  quality ;    half-a-dozen  pamphlets, 
and  a  little  sheaf  of  aphorisms  and  maxims.     The  former 
include  "  The  Character  of  a  Trimmer,"    "  A  Character 
of  King  Charles  II.,"  "  A  Letter  to  a  Dissenter,"  "  Advice 
to  a   Daughter,"    "The    Anatomy    of    an    Equivalent," 
"  Some  Cautions  to  Those  who  are  to  Choose  Members  of 
Parliament,"  and  "  A  Hough  Draught  of  a  New  Model 
at  Sea."     The  latter  contains  views  curiously  consonant 
with    some    which    have    been    loudly    trumpeted    of 
late.     This    is,    at  least,    neatly  put:    "It  may  be   said 
to    England,    'Martha,    Martha,   thou    art    busy    about 
many  things,  but  one  thing  is  necessary.'    To  the  question, 
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'  What  shall  we  do  to  be  saved  in  this  world  ? '  there 
is  no  answer  but  this  :  '  Look  to  your  moat.'  "  Halifax's 
prose  seems  to  us  to  be  Restoration  prose  at  its  best. 
It  has  lost  the  colour,  the  undertones  and  overtones, 
the  illuminative  imagination  of  the  great  Jacobaean  and 
•Caroline  masters  ;  but  it  has  gained  a  new  sense  of  order 
and  proportion,  a  terseness,  a  vigour,  a  rapier  edge.  For 
controversy  it  is  about  as  good  a  weapon  as  coidd  be  devised. 
And  in  Halifax,  at  least,  its  sheer  literary  merits  are  not  to 
be  despised.  It  is  lightened  with  shafts  of  wit  and  hung 
about  with  irony.  As  a  writer  of  aphorisms,  Halifax  does 
not,  perhaps,  reach  the  very  highest  rank.  Indeed,  it  may 
be  doubted  if  any  English  writer  ever  did :  to  two  tongues 
alone,  the  Greek  and  the  French,  has  the  necessary  combi- 
nation of  pregnancy  and  polish  been  vouchsafed.  An 
aphorism  is  a  commonplace  with  a  tang  to  it,  and  with 
Halifax,  as  with  so  many  others,  the  tang  is  not  always 
quite  pungent  enough  to  give  adequate  zest  to  the  com- 
monplace ;  but  at  times  he  is  worth  considering.     Thus  : 

It  is  thought  an  unsociable  quality  in  a  court  to  do 
one's  duty  better  than  other  men. 

Most  men's  anger  about  religion  is  as  if  two  men 

should  quarrel  for  a  lady  they  neither  of  them  care  for. 

A  man  that  should  call  everjrthing  by  its  right  name 

would  hardly  pass  the  streets  without  being  knocked 

down  as  a  common  enemy. 

Many  men  swallow  the  being  cheated,  but  no  man 
could  ever  endure  to  chew  it. 

To  be  too  much  troubled  is  a  worse  way  of  over- 
valuing the  world  than  the  being  too  much  pleased. 
Halifax  could  be  a  man  of  great  social  charm.  He  made 
a  conquest  by  his  conversation  of  all  the  prejudices  of 
Charles  the  Second.  But  wit  is  a  two-edged  sword,  and 
Halifax  was  too  witty  for  the  peace  of  mind  either  of  his 
friends  or  his  opponents.  His  phrases  stung,  as  when  he 
said  of  Rochester's  promotion  that  he  had  been  "  kicked 
iipstairs,"  or  told  Danby  that  his  manner  of  refusing  a 
bribe  was  like  that  of  a  man  who,  being  asked  to  lend  his 
wife,  declined  in  terms  of  great  civility.  Burnet,  a  favourite 
butt  of  his,  took  revenge  by  an  accusation  of  atheism. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  great  and  ready  wit ;  full  of  life, 
and  very  pleasant ;  much  turned  to  satire.  He  let  his 
wit  nm  much  on  matters  of  religion,  so  that  he  passed 
for  a  bold  and  determined  atheist,  though  he  often 
protested  to  me  he  was  not  one,  and  said  he  believed 
there  was  not  one  in  the  world.  He  confessed  he 
could  not  swallow  down  everything  that  divines 
imposed  on  the  world;  he  was  a  Christian  in  sub- 
mission; he  believed  as  much  as  he  could,  and  he 
hoped  that  God  would 'not  lay  it  to  his  charge  if  he 
could  not  digest  iron,  as  an  ostrich  did,  nor  take  into 
his  belief  things  that  must  burst  him  ;  if  he  had  any 
scruples,  they  were  not  sought  for  nor  cherished  by 
him;  for  he  never  read  an  atheistical  book.  These 
were  his  excuses,  but  I  could  not  quite  believe  him, 
yet  in  a  fit  of  sickness  I  knew  him  very  much  touched 
with  a  sense  of  religion. 

Indeed,  Halifax's  intelligence  probably  had  as  free  play 
on  religion  as  on  every  other  subject  which  it  approached. 


Heine's  "  Mouche." 

JTeinrich  SeMs  Last  Bays.     By  CamUle  Selden.     Newly 
•     translated  from  the  French  by  Mary  ThiddaU.    (T.  Fisher 
Unwin.") 

The  author  of  this  intimate  and  charming  record,  then  a 
girl  in  her  twenties,  enjoyed  a  brief  but  peculiarly  close 
friendship  with  Heine  during  the  last  year  of  his  life.  He 
called  her  his  mouche,  his  fine  mouclie,  his  finest  of  moiiches, 
and  as  Heine's  mouche  she  has  been  passed  into  the  literary 
history  of  Europe.  Without  doubt  she  had  a  rare  and 
delightful  individuality  of  her  own,  and  her  life  was 
certainly  eventful.  Born  in  Saxony  in  1829,  she  was 
brought  up  by  adopted  parents,  who  came  to  live  in 
Paris.  When  veryjyoung  she  married  a  Frenchman,  who 
spent  her  fortune,  and  got  rid  of  her  by  immuring  her 
in  an  English  lunatic  asylum.  She  effected  her  release, 
but  naturally  the  incident  influenced  profoundly  her  whole 


life.    It  was  in  1855  that'' jshe  met  Heine — ^fifteen  months  1 
before  he  died ;  she  was'the  bearer  of  a  packet  to  him  from^ 
some  acquaintances  in  '^ Vienna,   and  the  two  became 
friends  on  the  instant.     Between  1860  and  1870  CamiUe 
Selden  attained  some  note  as  a  writer,  producing  En  Routt\ 
(thus  forestalling  Huyamans),  an  imitation  of  the  ReisehilderA 
a  novel  of  musical  lite  call  Daniel  Vlady,  and  a  quantity  of| 
ephemeral  sketches,  essays,   and  criticisms.     In  1882   she 
accepted  a  post  at  the  Lycee  Jeanne  d'Arc  at  Rouen,  and 
died  there  in  1896,  old  and  honoured. 

Her  first  sketch  of  Heine  ajip eared  in  the  Revue  Nationdk 
in  1867,  but  it  was  not  till  1884  that  the  present  book  wa 
published,  some  thirty  years  after  the  events  narrated,! 
Nevertheless  it  does  not  seem  to  have  suffered  in  actualitji 
from  this  lapse  of  time.  It  is  written  with  practised  skilllj 
and  yet  without  the  least  affectation,  and  it  pretends  to  brj 
no  more  than  a  setting  for  the  letters  which  Heine  fron 
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time  to  time  addressed  to  her.    Of  these  there  are  a  number 
ery  one  properly  Heinesque.     For  example : 

Dear  Soul, — I  am  very  miserable;  I  have  coughed 
frightfully  for  twenty-four  hours  ;  my  head  is 
splitting,  and  I  shall  probably  have  more  of  it 
to-morrow.  That  is  why  I  ask  my  very  dear  one  to 
postpone  Thursday's  proposed  visit  until  Friday. 
My  ISerins/ci/  [his  secretary]  has  sent  to  say  he  is  ill 
and  will  not  be  able  to  come  this  whole  week. 
What  a  vexatious  disappointment,  what  an  irritating 
situation  !  I  feel  like  arraigning  God,  who  treats  me 
so  bafUy,  ])efore  the  "Society  for  Prevention  of 
Cruelty  to  Animals."  I  count  upon  seeing  you  on 
Friday ;  meanwhile,  in  spirit  I  kiss  the  Mbuche^s  little 
hands. — Her  desperate, 

H.  H. 

Miss  Thiddall  (whose  translation,  by  the  way,  deserves 

bigh    praise)    seems  to  think  that  the    mottche  suffered 

the  obsession  of  hero-worship  for  the   great  poet.     But 

there  is  no  trace  of  such  an  attitude  in  the  whole  volume. 

On  the  contrary,  she  criticises  Heine's  Bohemianism  and 

his  Gallic  affectations  with  a  somewhat  caustic  pen.     She 

oan  be  epigrammatic  too,  as  in  her  description  of  Heine : 

"  I  imagine  the  smile    of    Mephistopheles  passing   over 

the  face  of  Christ,  and  Christ   in  the   act  of  draining  his 

cup.      This  is  about  ettual  to  Matthew  Arnold's  celebrated 

"  That  smile  was  Uiine."    It  was  she,  also,  who  described 

the  German  mind  as  being  in  the  state  of  "  having  one's 

head  in  the  clouds  and  one's  feet  in  the  kitchen." 

The  pure  and  tender  relations  of  the  paralysed  and  bitter 
{{enius  at  the  end  of  his  life  and  this  young  girl,  who  in 
epite  of  her  youth  was  not  without  terrible  experiences, 
are  set  down  again  and  again  with  a  simple,  direct  i)atho8 
which  is  startling. 

Being  read  to  is  apt  to  tire  sick  people,  and  some- 
times he  would  beg  me  to  stop.  Then,  stretching  out 
his  arm,  with  eyes  almost  closed,  would  ask  me  to 
place  my  hand  in  his.  This,  he  said,  seemed  one  way 
of  keeping  himself  in  touch  with  the  life  which  was 
forsaking  him.  In  speaking  thus  his  voice  took  on  a 
strange  intensity,  and,  with  fingers  clasped  round  mine, 
he  would  grip  them  as  if  his  hold  on  earth  depended 
on  me. 

And  the  last  scene  of  all  is  exq^uisite  : 

The  livid  pallor  of  his  features  struck  me  as  I 
entered.  I  found  him  sad,  gloomy,  and  dispirited  in 
the  twilight  of  one  of  that ^^ winter's  most  cheerless 
days. 

"  There  you  are  at  last ! "  said  he  to  me. 

He  had  often  greeted  me  with  the  same  words,  but 
to-day  they  were  pronounced  in  a  tone  less  affectionate, 
almost  severe.  He,  too,  then,  misunderstood  me.  The 
injustice  of  his  reproach  cut  me  to  the  heart,  and  I 
burst  into  tears.  The  impossibility  of  entering  into 
explanations  with  one  so  ill  as  he  was,  and  of  making 
him  understand  what  an  effort  I'^had  made  in  tlius 
leaving  my  bed  to  come  to  him,  tortured  me.  Sud- 
denly, as  if  he  had  divined  my  suffering,  in  spite  of 
the  darkness  which  concealed  my  face,  ho  called  me 
to  him,  and  made  me  sit  on  the  edge  oi  his  couch. 


The  tears  which  were  trickling  down  my  pal«  cheeks 
seemed  to  touch  him  profoundly. 

"Take  off  your  hat,  that  I  may  see  you  better," 
said  he  to  me. 

And  with  a  light  caressing  gesture  he  touehed 
lightly  the  knot  of  ribbon  which  fastened  it.  With 
a  violent  movement  I  threw  the  hat  from  me,  and  let 
myself  slide  on  my  knees  at  the  bedside.  Wav  it  the 
bitter  memory  of  past  suffering,  or  a  presentiment  still 
more  bitter  of  suffering  to  come  ?  The  sobs  which  I 
vainly  tried  to  check  stilled  me ;  I  felt  cnished  by  the 
violence  of  my  emotion.  We  did  not  speak,  but  his 
hand,  resting  silently  on  my  head,  seemed  to  bless  me. 

Thus  passed  our  last  interview. 

Mme.  Selden  was  not,  however,  afraid  to  write  down 
her  more  sinister  impressions  of  the  man,  whom,  indeed, 
she  estimated  with  wonderful  justness.  Her  views  about 
the  notorious  "Memoirs"  are  easily  to  l)e  deduced, 
though  she  makes  no  definite  statement  of  them.  Here  is 
an  effective  croquis  of  Heine  at  work  upon  that  book  which 
might  have  made  such  a  sensation,  but  didn't : 

How  often  have  I  found  Heine  covering  the  large 
sheets  of  white  paper  spread  before  him,  with  those 
vigorous  characters,  of  which    the  form   alone  waa 
sufficient  to  disclose  the  audacity  and  the  clearness  of 
his  thought !     The  pencil  which  ran  with  such  feverish 
activity  over  the  whiteness    of   the  page   assumed, 
between  the  fingers  of  the  sick  man,  the  relentlossness 
of  a  murderous  weapon,   and  seemed  to  tarnish  un- 
blemished reputations.     One  day  the  sound  of  the 
pencil  was  replaced  by  that  of  a  cruel  laugh,  a  laugh 
of  gratified  vengeance.     I  looked  at  Heinrich  Heine. 
"I  have  them,"  said  he;  "dead  or  alive  they  shall 
not  escape  me.     Let  the  reader  of  these  pag^  beware 
if  he  has  dared  to  attack  me.     Heine  does  not  die 
just  like  anybody ;  the  claws  of  the  tig^r  will  survive 
the  tiger  himself." 
There  are  many  similar  delicate  hints  throughout  the 
volume  to  indicate  that  Camillo  Selden  had  the  German 
philosophic  impartiality,  even  in  regard  to  the  oommanding 
figure  of  her  life.     And  they  add  to  the  charm  of  the 
record,  for  they  disclose  a  complete  understanding  between 
these  two  dissimilar  and  yet  affinitive  minds,  whose  in- 
timacy made  one  of  the  brightest  spots  in  Heine's  dark 
and  tejupestuous  career. 


M.  PobyedonostsefTs  Reflections. 

Reflection*  of  a  Sutiian  Statesnum.  By  K.  P.  PobyedonostseCC, 
(Grant  Richards.) 

M.  PoBYEDONOSTSEFF  is  Procurator  of  the  Holy  Synod,  and 
the  Holy  Synod  is  the  governing  body  of  the  Bmsian 
Church,  through  which  alone  it  can  approach  the  Czar. 
Hence  it  is  sometimes  considered  by  English  newspapc  rs 
that  M.  Pobyedonostseff  is  the  Kussian  equivalent  for  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  the  elected  and  irremov 
able  head  of  the  Russian  Church.  Unfortunately  for  th.'s 
theory,  the  Procurator  of  the  Synod  is  a  layman  appointed 
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by  the  Czar  alone,  and,  like  all  other  EiHsian  officials, 
holds  office  only  during  his  goodwill.  For  the  rest,  M. 
Pobyedonostseff  is  now  nearly  eighty  years  old,  was 
formerly  tutor  in  history  to  Czar  Alexander  III.,  and  has 
always  been  distinguished  by  an  obstructive  conservatism 
of  the  most  hide-bound  type.  He  was  largely  instru- 
mental in  the  death,  stillborn,  of  Loris  Melikoff's  constitu- 
tion and  in  the  disorganisation  of  the  Zemtsvos,  and  has 
been  an  active  persecutor  of  the  Jews.  Of  late  he  has 
fallen  much  out  of  favour,  owing  mainly  to  his  champion- 
hip  of  the  pseudo-Cossack  Achinoff,  of  Abyssinian  fame, 
and  his  work  in  the  Synod  is  mainly  done  by  his  probable 
successor,  M.  Sabler.  In  the  words  of  one  of  his  country- 
men, "  Only  one  man  in  Russia  is  thoroughly  convinced  of 
M.  Pobyedonostseff's  merit,  and  that  is  the  Procurator  of 
the  Holy  Synod."  Such  is  the  official  whom  ^Mme. 
Novikoff  introduces  to  us  in  the  rather  triumphant  preface 
of  the  volume  before  us  as  "the  critic  in  the  stalls"  of 
our  representative  institutions,  and  as  "  the  typical  Russian 
statesman." 

It  is  needless  to  aay  that  this  critic  thinks  our  institu- 
tions very  bad  indeed.  He  surveys  Euroj)e  from  Bulgaria 
to  England,  and  he  finds  all  rotten.  Our  education  disgusts 
him,  for  while  we  are  engaged  on  schemes  for  teaching 
the  children  of  the  poor  "  physics,  chemistry,  agricultural 
economy,  and  medicine," 

few  reflect  that  by  tearing  the  child  from  the 
domestic  hearth  for  such  a  lofty  destiny  thej'  deprive 
his  jjarents  of  a  productive  force  which  is  essential  to 
the  maintenance  of  the  home,  while  by  raising  before 
his  eyes  the  mirage  of  illusory  learning  they  corrupt 
Lis  mind,  and  subject  it  to  the  temptations  of  vanity 
and  conceit. 

Our  society  is  hollow,  for  its  conversation  is  either 

a  mere  exchange  of  phrases  on  subjects  touching 
upon  ordinary  life  [a  cryptic  saying  this]  or  a  duel 
between  two  insignificant  personalities.  Each  strives 
to  display  his  good  qualities,  to  concede  nothing,  to 
awaken  the  interest  and  admiration  of  the  other. 
To  shine  in  conversation  commonly  implies  intelli- 
gence, and  who,  nowadays,  does  not  lay  claim  to 
intelligence,  to  wit,  or  to  that  knowledge  of  the  world 
which  often  surpasses  intelligence  itself  ?  What  a 
vast  field  [says  the  Procurator  sadly],  what  an  infinite 
career  for  vanity  and  self-love ! 

But  it  is  for  our  form  of  government  that  he  reserves 
the  choicest  vials  of  his  wrath. 

The  elections  in  no -way  express  the  wLU  of  the 
people.  The  popular  representatives  are  in  no  way 
restricted  by  the  opinions  of  their  constituents,  but 
are  guided  by  their  own  views  and  considerations, 
modified  bj'  the  tactics  of  their  opponents.  In  reality 
ministers  are  autocratic,  and  they  rule,  rather  than  are 
ruled  by.  Parliament.  They  attain  power,  and  lose 
power,  not  by  virtue  of  the  will  of  the  people,  but 
through  immense  personal  influence,  or  the  influence 
of  a  strong  party  which  places  them  in  power,  or 
drives  them  from  it. 


And  the  conduct  of  those  elected  is  shameful. 

They  dispose  of  the  force  and  resources  of  the  nation 
at  will,  they  grant  immunities  and  favours,  they  main- 
tain a  multitude  of  idlers  at  the  expense  of  the  people, 
and  they  fear  no  censure  while  they  enjoy  the  support 
in  Parliament  of  a  majority  which  they  maintain  by 
the  distribution  of  bounties  from  the  rich  tables  which 
the  State  has  put  at  their  disposal. 

Can  it  be  wondered  at  that  the  world  looks  with  envy 
upon  Russia,  whom  Providence  has  preserved  from  such 
horrors?  "It  is  terrible  to  think  of  our  condition  if 
destiny  had  sent  us  the  fatal  gift — an  AU-Russian  Parlia- 
ment !     But  that  will  never  be." 

We  should  take  more  to  lieart  M.  Pobyedonostseff's 
strictures  and  his  lament — which  sounds  oddly  enough  in 
the  mouth  of  the  minister  of  an  autocrat — that  our  elected 
bodies  do  not  represent  the  will  of  the  people,  did  we 
always  find  him  correct  in  his  facts.  But  he  makes  some 
statements  which  lead  one  to  doubt  whether  his  acquaint- 
ance with  Western  matters  is  so  deep  as  to  enable  him  to 
judge  with  full  cognisance  of  the  cause.  Thus  he  tells  us 
that  "  when  the  first  foundations  of  European  civilisation 
and  politics  were  laid,  the  Christian  State  was  strong  by  its 
whole  and  indissoluble  alliance  with  the  united  Christian 
Church."  Some  may  think  that  the  first  foundations 
of  European  civilisation  were  laid  long  before  the 
Christian  Church  existed.  But  if  the  author  is  referring, 
as  he  appears  to  do,  to  the  compact  with  Constantine,  he 
should  surely,  as  an  ex-professor  of  history,  know  that  the 
Church  was  never  more  disunited,  never  more  seamed  with 
schisms  and  heresies,  than  it  was  at  that  moment.  Again, 
he  tells  us  that  in  England  "not  only  the  sovereign,  but 
the  greatest  dignitaries  of  the  State,  must  belong  to  the 
Anglican  Church,"  although  the  examples  of  Mr.  Balfour, 
Mr.  Chamberlain,  and  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  might  have 
convinced  him  of  his  mistake.  Nor  is  he  better  informed 
in  matters  of  science.  "  The  term  evolution,"  he  tells  us, 
"  in  disunion  from  its  complementary  term  involution,  has 
no  definite  meaning  at  all,"  and  we  are  taught  by  nature 
"  that  all  development  proceeds  from  a  centre,  and  without 
a  centre  is  inconceivable,"  while  modem  philosojjhy, 
according  to  him,  regards  man  as  the  centre  of  the  universe. 
We  can  imagine  how  Huxley,  for  instance,  would  have 
disposed  of  the  last  assertion. 

Our  author  is  more  profitable,  perhaps  because  more  at 
home,  when  he  leaves  polities  and  comes  to  religious' 
matters.  Here  he  tells  us  several  things  that  one  is  glad  I 
to  know  in  consideration  of  the  position  of  the  speaker. 
Thus  he  thinks  that  "  religion  is  impossible  without  the- 
recognition  of  axiomatic  truths  unattainable  by  the  path  of 
induction.  To  such  truths  belong  the  existence  of 
personal  God  and  the  immaterial  nature  of  the  huma 
soul,  whence  springs  supematuralism,  without  which) 
religion  is  inconceivable  " — which  we  may  suppose  to  be 
the  view  of  the  Orthodox  Church  on  these  subjects.  More- 
over, the  dream  of  a  union  between  the  Greek  and  Anglican 
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Chiircbes,  which  has  been  taken  up  by  some  of  our  High 

Churclimen,    will,    according  to   liim,  nevtr  be  nnything 

moro   than   a  dream.      "  That    11    Protestant  community, 

situated  far  away,  judging  us  by  report,  could,   through 

■  abstract  accord  in  dogma  and  ritual,  combino  with  us  in 

H  one  Church  in  organic  alliance,  and  become  one  with  us 

^^n  spirit,  is,"  he  says,  "inconceivable,"  and  he  gives  many 

^H^d  excellent  reasons  why  it  must  always  remain  bo.     Yet 

^tie  is  willing  to  accord  much  merit  to  Protestantism,  which 

was,  lie  says,  "  a  strong  and  beneficent  inHuence  towards 

social  development  among  the  peoples  who  accepted  it, 

and  with  whose  nature  it  accorded,"  though  he  cannot 

I  way  with  the  thoroughly  English  institution  of  the 
jrraon. 
Seldom  [he  cries]  do  we  hear  in  these  sermons  a 
living  word,  and  tlien  only  when  the  preacher  is  a 
man  of  talent  or  of  rare  spiritual  nature.  For  the 
most  part  the  preachers  are  the  journeymen  of  the 
Church,  with  extraordinary  whining  voices,  infinite 
affectation,  and  vigorous  gestures,  who  turn  from  side 
to  side,  repeating  in  varying  tones  conventional 
phrases.  .  .  .  Sometimes  the  preacher,  pronouncing 
a  few  words  and  phrases,  cries  out  and  strikes  the 
pulpit  to  give  emphasis  to  his  thoughts.  We  feel 
here  how  faitlifully  our  Church  has  been  adapted  to 
human  nature  in  excluding  sermons  from  its  services. 

The  book  is  fairly  translated,  though  phrases  like 
"idiotcy,"  "the  dawn  of  pragmatic  history,"  and  the  like 
occur  too  frequently.  It  is  very  badly  edited,  and  the 
reader  is  left  to  discover  for  himself  when  the  writer  is 
speaking  of  Europe  and  when  of  Kussia.  Some  of  the 
chapters  read  like  reprints  of  magazine  articles,  and  have 
no  apparent  connexion  with  the  rest. 


Shelley's  Poor   Beginnings. 

Original  Poetry  hj   Victor  and  Cazire,     Edited  by  Eichard 
Garnett.     (John  Lane.) 

The  early  Italians  are  something,  but  an  early  Shelley  is 
nought.  One  can  sympathise  with  the  collector's  enthu- 
siasm. Scarce  things  are  prized  by  him  for  their  scarcity  ; 
he  has  the  pleasures  of  the  chase,  the  pride  of  tracking  a 
lurking  book  to  its  cover,  the  delight  of  giving  an  account 
of  it  in  the  magazines  or  reviews.  All  this  is  harmless  and 
legitimate  ;  but  there  our  approval  halts.  .  We  must  needs 
say  that  the  reprinting  of  this  early  Shelley  is  not  a  com- 
mendable act.  Is  there  not  enough  bad  poetry  in  the 
world,  that  we  must  needs  revive  volumes  which  their 
authors  had  wisely  consigned  to  oblivion"?  There  is  no 
manner  of  pretence  that  Vidor  and  C'azire  is  good  poetry. 
It  was  known  beforehand  that  it  would  be  bad,  and  it  is 
bad — incomparably  the  worst  first  volume  ever  issued  by  a 
great  poet.  Why  should  Shelley's  memory  be  saddled 
with  this  boyish  folly  V 

The  history  of  it  is  given  by  Dr.  Gamett  in  his  preface. 
Bo  was  the  fir.'^t  to  discover  that  such  a  volume  existed. 


though  it  has  fallen  to  another  to  place  it  in  the  bantb 
of  Mr.  John  Lane.  It  was  issued  by  the  ]>ubliaher 
Stockdale,  who  took  over  the  Bto<k,  at  Shelley's  request, 
from  a  Worthing  printer,  with  whom  the  juvenile  author 
had  got  into  di£flcultie8.  When  a  few  oopies  had  been 
issued,  Stockdale  alleges  that  he  discovered  one  of  the 
poems  to  belong  to  "  Monk  "  Lewis.  Shelley  was  indig- 
nant, ascribed  the  plagiarism  to  his  colleague,  and  with- 
drew the  remainder  of  the  issue.  Hence  its  scarcity.  It 
is  now  known  that  Shelley's  colleague,  "  Cazire,"  was  his 
sister,  Elizabeth  Shelley;  and  Dr.  Gamett  coDJecturally 
assigns  the  proportion  of  poems  written  liy  brother  and 
sister.  Shellej-'s  poems  are  feeble  in  the  extreme.  Now 
he  imitates  Moore,  now  (and  most  often)  M.  G.  Lewis: 
but  they  are  not  even  decent  imitative  poems,  they  show- 
not  a  spark  of  promise. 

The  book  is  pitifully  dreary,  and  we  regp:et  that  it  should 
have  been  galvanised  into  a  spasomdic  life.  We  m&y 
remark  on  just  one  point.  Dr.  Gamett  is  naturally  anxious 
to  ascertain  the  iilagiarised  poem  which  (if  Stockdale  be 
right)  caused  the  withdrawal  of  the  book.  He  fixes  on 
two,  and  finally  decides  in  favour  of  the  second,  a  poem  on 
an  imaginary  Laura.  He  considers  it  "pretty,"  and  there- 
fore more  worthy  of  Lewis  (from  whom  the  plagiarism  is 
alleged  to  have  been  made)  than  the  other.  We  can  see 
little  jirettiness  in  it,  beyond  the  metre,  and  that  is  derived 
from  Scott — not  from  Lewis.  Indeed,  we  feel  pretty 
sure  that  Dr.  Gamett  is  mistaken  in  supposing  this  to  be 
the  poem  plagiarised  from  Lewis ;  for  the  simple  reason 
that  the  last  stanza  is  directly  imitated  from  a  well-known 
song  in  Scott's  Marmton.     Here  is  Scott's  stanza  : 

Her  wings  shall  the  eagle  flap 

O'er  the  false-hearted ; 
His  warm  blood  the  wolf  shall  lap 
When  life  is  parted. 
Here  is  Shelley's : 

On  her  grave  I  will  lie, 

AVhen  life  is  parted. 
On  her  grave  I  will  die, 
For  the  false-hearted. 

This  really  settles  the  matter,  unless  it  can  be  shown 
that  Scott  himself  imitated  a  poem  by  "  Monk  "  Lewis — a 
most  imlikely  thing.  For  the  metre  is  characteristic  of 
Scott,  and  not  characteristic  of  Lewis.  We  believe, 
indeed,  that  Dr.  Gamett  himself  will  recognise  the  im,- 
possibility  of  continuing  to  regard  this  as  the  poem 
plagiarised  from  Lewis. 


Boswell  as  Bear-Leader. 

Journal   of  a    Tour   to   the   Hebridei   tcith  Samuel  Johnion. 

(Constable  &  Co.  2  vols.  4s.  net.) 
Mrs.  Boswkli-'s  objection  to  Dr.  Johnson's  ascendancy 
over  her  husband  once  led  her  to  remark  that  she  had 
seen  many  a  bear  led  by  a  man,  but  never  before  had 
seen  a  man  led  by  a  bear.  We  need  not  adopt  this 
damaging  inversion   when  considering  the   Tour.    It  is 
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more  convenient  to  consider  Bos  well  as  bear-leader  and 
showman.  In  that  character  what  cuteness,  talent,  and 
infectious  gusto  he  displayed !  The  moment  his  dream 
of  leading  Johnson  round  Scotland  began  to  crystallise, 
what  tactics,  and  what  a  sense  of  reclame !  Bozzy  knew 
better  than  to  hurry  or  disconcert  the  waking  monster. 
"I  hoped  he  was  at  last  in  earnest.  I  knew  that,  if  he 
were  once  launched  from  the  metropolis,  he  would  go 
forward  very  well  " — such  was  Bozzy's  reading  of  the 
ursine  temper.  He  was  in  Edinburgh  at  the  time.  He 
plied  every  lever,  used  every  bait.  He  wrote  to  his 
friends  in  London,  begging  them  to  fan  the  flame.  He 
wrote  to  lairds  and  provosts,  to  chiefs  and  dons,  and  sent 
their  invitations  to  Fleet-street.     He  won  the  day. 

On  the  14th  of  August,  1773,  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson 
arrived  at  Boyd's  inn,  in  the  Canongate,  in  charge  of 
Mr,  Scott,  who  had  brought  him  on,  in  post-chaises,  from 
Newcastle.  Boswell  at  once  began  to  show  him  to 
the  best  people  of  Edinburgh.  Sir  William  Forbes, 
afterwards  the  biographer  of  Beattie,  came  to  breakfast, 
and  Lord  Chief  Baron  Orde  to  dinner.  Dr.  Eobertson 
was  quickly  at  Johnson's  side,  and  heard  him  draw  the 
character  of  Burke.  Boswell  gave  a  dinner  at  Boswell's, 
at  which  a  duchess  talked  "  broad  Scotch  with  a  paralytic 
voice,"  and  other  grandees  were  present.  The  talk  was 
of  witchcraft,  and  the  ourang-outang,  and  Garrick — 
Johnson  being  at  his  best.  At  another  meal  were  present 
Lord  Hailes,  Sir  Alexander  Dick,  and  others.  "This  was 
one  of  Johnson's  best  days.  He  was  quite  in  his  element. 
All  was  literature  and  taste,  without  any  interruption." 
Happy  Boswell ! 

At  St.  Andrews  the  professors  flocked  to  the  show. 
Johnson  talked  so  well  that  Prof.  Shaw  said  to  BosweU : 
"  This  is  a  wonderful  man  ;  he  is  master  of  every  subject 
he  handles."  Dr.  Watson  was  more  moderate  ;  he  allowed 
the  Man  to  have  a  strong  understanding,  but  was  impressed 
by  the  Bear's  "  total  inattention  to  established  manners," 
Boswell  offering  no  defence. 

Everywhere  Johnson  astonished  his  audiences  and 
delighted  BosweU  by  his  success.  At  Laurence  Kirk  he 
observed  "they  thatched  well  there."  At  Fort  George  he 
"  talked  of  the  proportions  of  charcoal  and  saltpetre  in 
making  gunpowder,  of  granulating  it,  and  giving  it  a 
gloss."  Boswell  adds,  "he  made  a  very  good  figure  in 
these  topics."  It  might  be  so,  but  Johnson  confessed  that 
"he  had  talked  ostentatiously."  Boswell  is  happy  in  the 
confession,  as  a  showman  whose  bear  could  blush. 

At  Fort  Augustus  more  compliments  awaited  Johnson. 
"  I  like  to  hear  him,"  said  Governor  Trapand,  "  it  is  so 
majestic."  At  the  inn  at  EUon  the  showman  was  privately 
approached  by  the  landlady  :  "Is  this  the  great  doctor 
that  is  going  about  through  the  country  ?  "  I  said  "  Yes." 
Whereupon  the  landlord  observed  :  "  They  say  he  is  the 
greatest  man  in  England  except  Lord  Mansfield."  "Dr. 
Johnson  was  highly  entertained.  .  .  .  He  said :  '  I  like 
the  exception.      To  have  called  me  the  greatest  man  in 
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England  would  have   been   an  unmeaning  compliment 
but  the  exception  marked  that  the  praise  was  in  eames 
and,  in  Scotland,  the  exception  must  be  Lord  MansfielcB 
or — Sir  John  Pringle.'  " 

Nothing  was  neglected  by  Boswell  to  ensure  a  triimiph. 
He  developed  the  instincts  of  Mr.  Bamum.  "  Being 
informed  that  the  Rev.  Mr.  Donald  M'Queen  was  the  most 
intelligent  man  in^ye.  ,  .  ,  I  sent  to  him  by  an  express, 
and  requested  he  -woidd  meet  us  at  Easay."  M'Queen 
came,  and  brought  the  courtly  Mr.  Malcolm  Macleod,  who 
sang  an  Erse  song  in  the  boat  to-Rasay,  while  "Dr. 
Johnson  sat  high  on  the  stem  like  a  aiagirificent  Triton." 
One  of  Boswell's  best  tableaux  came  ofi:  at  Rasay ; 

A  fiddler  appeared,  and  a  little  ball  began.  Rasay 
{_i.e.  M'Queen]  himself  danced  with  as  much  spirit  as 
any  man,  and  Malcolm  bounded  like  a  roe.  ,  .  .  Dr. 
Johnson  was  so  delighted  with  the  scene,  that  he  said,. 
"  I  know  not  how  we  shall  get  away."  It  entertained 
roe  to  observe  him  sitting  by,  while  we  danced,  some- 
times in  deep  meditation,  sometimes  smiling  com- 
placently, sometimes  looking  upon  Hooke's  Roman 
History,  and  sometimes  talking  a  little,  amidst  the 
noise  of  the  ball,  to  Mr.  Donald  M'Queen,  who 
anxiously  gathered  knowledge  from  him. 

At  another  time  Boswell  writes  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a 
scene-shifter  :  "  To  see  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson  lying  in  that 
bed  in  the  isle  of  Skj'e,  in  the  house  of  Miss  Flora  Mac- 
donald,  struck  me  with  such  a  group  of  ideas  as  it  is  not 
easy  for  words  to  describe."  It  was  no  doubt  a  triumph 
of  showmanship  ;  and  others  were  to  come.  At  Dunvegan 
and  Ulinish  Johnson  was  tremendous.  He  talked  of 
coining  and  brewing  so  clearly  that  M'Queen  said,  when 
he  heard  the  first,  he  thought  he  had  been  brod  in  the- 
Mint ;  when  he  heard  the  second,  that  he  had  been  bred 
a  brewer.  At  Corrichatachin  Johnson  explained  how  a 
thresher  should  be  paid.  It  was  here  that  he  allowed  a 
Highland  beauty — a  young  married  lady— to  sit  on  his- 
knee  and  kiss  him.  Boswell's  smirk  is  inimitable  ;  his  Bear- 
could  be  coaxed  to  do  anything !  The  Highlanders  "  rose  " 
to  Johnson,  and  Johnson  responded.  At  Inchkenneth 
he  strutted  about  in  Sir  Allan  M'Lean's  house  with 
a  broadsword  and  targe,  and  complacently  wore  a  blue 
bonnet  which  Boswell  placed  on  his  head.  "  His  age,  his 
size,  and  his  bushy  grey  wig,  with  this  covering  on  itj- 
presented  the  image  of  a  venerable  Senachi."  Let  us- 
drop  the  curtain  on  that. 

One  word  remains  to  be  said :  the  Toicr  is  a  strangely 
neglected  book.  Yet  it  is  a  hugely  entertaining,  and  artistic^ 
performance  ;  and  it  is  far  less  formidable  than  the  Liff. 
The  edition  which  lies  before  us  may  well  win  it  new 
readers ;  for  it  is  a  charming  reprint,  and  it  contains  the 
notes  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Croker,  Chambers,  and  others. 
Not  all  these  notes  are  to  be  trusted,  but  the  inaccuracies-  ■ 
are  so  trivial  that  it  woidd  be  pedantic  to  point  them  out 
to  the  general  reader.  It  should  be  added  that  the- 
references  to  Boswell's  Life  correspond  with  the  pages  of 
Mr.  BirreU's  edition,  with  which  these  volumes  are  uniform. 


22  October,  iSgS. 


The   Academy. 


H5 


The  Lower  Deck. 

A  Gun-Room  Bilty-Bo.r.  By  G.  Stewart  Bowles.  With  a 
Preface  by  Lord  Charles  Beresford.  (Cassell  &  Co. 
116  pp.) 

Mr.  Bowi.es,  the  writer  of  this  book,  was  until  lately  a 
sub-lieutenant  in  Her  Majesty's  Fleet ;  and  because  we  had 
the  pleasure,  more  than  a  year  ago,  of  quoting  a  stan/a  or 
two  from  a  rollicking  ballad  of  the  "Naval  Mounted 
'Orse  "  (contributed  by  him  to  tlio  Ctlole  and  reprinted  in 
this  book),  and  of  encouraging  him  to  go  on,  and  because 

ihe  has  ma<le  it  so  easy  for  hurried  readers  to  set  him  aside 
carelessly   as   a  mere   imitator   of  Mr.    Kipling,  we   are 
pxamining  his  work  with  particular  attention. 
Let  us  dear  the  decks  by  a  word  or  two  as  to  imitation, 
iddressed  primarily  to  those  who  harbour  the  impression 


Mk.  G.  Stewaut  Bowles. 

{From  a  Photograph  by  Debenlam,  Southsta.) 


^^at  because  a  young  man  is  shown  to  have  imitated  a 
popidnr  writer  therefore  that  young  man  is  accoimted  for 
and  need  not  be  considered  further.    As  a  matter  of  fact,  the 
deliberate  choice  of  a  model  may  in  itself  be  an  indication  of 
power.  That  ilr.  Bowles  is,  in  his  literary  methods,  a  true  son 
of  Mr.  Eudyard  KipUng  cannot  be  denied.    There  is  the  fact 
—plain  on  every  page  of  prose  and  verse.     But  the  matter 
is  new,  and  important,  and  Mr.  Bowles's  own.    Mr.  Bowles 
has  seen  with  his  own  eyes,  and  meditated  upon  with  his 
own  brains,  everything  he  describes  in  this  book.     Again, 
Kiplingese,  it  must  be  borne  in  mind,  is  a  natural  manner : 
a  strong  mind's  line   of  least  resistance  in   comment  or 
narrative.     Hence  it  is  open  to  another  writer  of  similar 
temperament  to  Mr.  Kipling— similarly  in  love  with  force 
and  machinery,    and   such  perfect   organisation   of  great 
bodies  of  men  as  is  found  in  the  Army  and  Navy— to  use 
it  too,  or  his  own  development  of  it. 
This  is  just  what  Mr.  Bowles  has  done.     When  still  a 


boy  on  the  liritannia  and  the  Tnurmalitu,  ho  trowed  hia  head 
before  the  glories  of  the  Barrack-Room  Ballad*  and  the 
Solditri  Three.  And  then  bringing  keen  eyea  to  boor  on  the 
life  about  him,  on  his  fellow-midshipmen  and  bluejocketa, 
on  engine-room  and  gun-room,  he  set  down  hia  impreeaiona 
in  something  like  the  expert  manner — fitting  the  subject — 
of  his  master.  T.iet  us  g^ve  illustrations.  These  (tuuaa 
are  from  "A  Ward-Boom  Litany,"  one  of  the  poenu  in 
this  little  book : 

We  know  not  who  were  Zens'  soni, 
Nor  names  of  gods  and  heroes  fine, 
But  we  can  take  ten  tboiisaud  tons 
And  liit  'em,  snorting,  into  line. 

Oh,  Lord  !  In  steady  line ! 

We  know  not  who,  in  ancient  days, 
Of  Persia's  army  led  the  van, 
But  we  can  tell  you  twenty  ways 
Of  dealing  with  a  drunken  man. 

Oh,  Lord !  Beware  the  can  '. 

And  this  is  the  beginning  of  a  sketch   entitled   "The 

Captain  of  the  Qun,"  in  the  same  book : 

He  is  a  little  thick-set  man,  with  a  twinkle  in  bis 
eye,  and  a  piece    of  spun-yam  round  his  toe.     He 
knows  much,   thinks  little,   and  is  generally  unin- 
formed.     Belgravia    knows    him    not,    or    Maj-fair. 
Society  woidd  not  admit  him  to  her  outer  doorsteps. 
His    chief    ambition   is  to  own  a  public-house    on 
Portsea  Hard.     Nevertheless,  he  holds  the  balance  of 
Europe  in  his  hands,  and  is  more  generally  feared 
than  a  Cook's  tourist. 
These  passages  show   in   a  flash  where  the  author  haa 
gone  for  inspiration ;  yet  each  extract  contains  good  matter 
which  no  amount  of  sedulous  apeing  could  impart.     In 
the    verses  the  antitheses  are  strong  and  effective  and 
characteristic ;  in  the  description  of  the  g^ner,  although 
there  is  weakness  here  and  there — as  in  the  Cook's  tourist 
reference — there  is  genuine  observation,  and  the  weakness 
is  more  juvenility  than  incapacity. 

The  book  leads  o£E  with  a  song  of  the  sailor  men  and 
the   superiority  of    them.     Very    scornful  is  the  sailor 

singer : 

We  knows  the  ways  of  armies. 

We've  took  'em  out  to  drill ; 

AV'e  'ad  'em  out  to  walk  about, 

We  made  'em  very  ill. 

We  landed  'em  an'  coddled  'em, 

An'  did  the  'ole  campaign, 

An'  sewed  their  bloomin'  troutis  up. 

An*  brought  'em  'ome  again. 
So— 

So  way  for  this  Old  Kegiment 

Wot's  always  tit  for  war ; 

Whose  barrack-square  rims  wide  and  fair, 

From  Sydney  to  the  Nore. 
Such  is  the  manner  of  the  whole  work — the  celebration  of 
the  Navy  and  its  men  from  within ;  the  evolution  of  the 
midshipman  from  the  schoolboy,  until  "you  have  a  man- 
boy,  which  is  the  finest  animal  alive :  the  soul  of  the  man 
and  the  spirit  of  the  boy  together";  a  dare-devil,  humorous 
yarn  here  and  there  ;  and  accounts,  on  the  spot,  of  gun- 
room and  engine-room — the  whole  vigorous  and  picturesque 
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and  authoritative,  if  young.  Mr.  Bowles  can  even  now 
write  better  than  many  a  professional  author.  As  he  grows 
older  and  widens  his  range  he  should  be  a  powerful 
addition  to  the  slender  ranks  of  those  whose  English  is 
forcible  and  sinewy  and  direct. 

Mr.  Bowles  tells  us  that  he  has  left  the  sea  ;  but 
we  hope  he  will  continue  to  write  about  it,  both  descrip- 
tively and  dramatically.  We  are  convinced  that  he  has 
good  stories  in  him  :  there  are  touches  of  sympathy  in  this 
book  that  indicate  the  potential  novelist.  Some  day, 
when  he  is  older,  the  sig^ficance  of  much  of  the  material 
that  is  now  sleeping  in  his  memory  will  come  upon  him, 
and  he  will  see  its  dramatic  possibilities  in  a  way  he  now 
cannot. 


Htjngaeiajj  Litekatuke.  By  Emii,  Eeich. 

Those  smitten  with   the  Jokai   fever   will,   or   should, 
welcome  the  little  volume  on  Hungarian  Literature  which 
Dr.  Eeich  has  just  written.     It  seems  to  us  an  excellent 
piece   of   work,    lucid,  and  well-proportioned,    displaying 
considerable  critical  faculty  and  great  historical  knowledge. 
It  is  a  pity  that  at  best  it  can  effect  so  little.    For,  after  all, 
except  a  few  specialists,  no  English  reader  can  hope  for 
more   than   a   merely  formal  acquaintance   with  Magyar 
writings.      Half-a-dozen   translations    from    Jokai's    two 
hundred  and  fifty  novels  do  not  take  you  far  ;  while  as  for 
learning  Magyar — well,  it  is  an  agglutinative,  non-Aryan 
tongue,  akin  to  Finnish  and  to  Turkish.      And  to  read 
books  about  a  sealed  literature  is  rather  sterile  business. 
So  far,  however,  as  the  merely  formal  acquaintance  goes,  one 
really  could  not  do  better  than  read  Dr.  Eeich.     We  learn 
from  him  that  Magyar  literature  is  practically  an  affair  of 
the  last  hundred  years,  to  which  period  he    devotes    all 
but  seventy  out  of  his  two  hundred  and  fifty  pages.     It  has 
its  epic,  its  drama,  its  lyric,    but,  perhaps,  above  all    its 
novel.     As  for  Jokai,  he  is  great,  dazzlingly  great,  but  we 
rather   gather  that   Dr.  Eeich   considers   his  predecessor 
Kemeny,   between   whom   and  Balzac  he  works  out  an 
interesting  comparison,   greater.     And  he  tells  us  a  very 
curious  fact  in  the  economics  of  authorship.     It  appears 
that  the  book-reading  public  in  Hungary  is  so  small,  and 
Jokai  so  popular  and  so  prolific,  that  it  is  of  no  use  for 
other  men  to  write  novels  at  all.     Nobody  reads  any  fiction 
but  Jokai's ;  fiction  of  native  growth,  that  is  to  say,  for  it 
seems,  if  Dr.  Eeich  is  not  joking,   that  the  Hungarians 
read  Bulwer  Lytton !     (Jarrold.     63.) 


The  Union  of  Italy.  "  By  W.  J.  Stillman. 

There  are,  nowadays,  many  travellers  in  Italy  who  are 
interested  in  the  modernities  as  well  as  the  antiquities  of 
the  beloved  country  ;  and  such  must  often  have  wished  for 
a  reliable  and  compact  account  of  the  series  of  movements 
and  uprisings  which  lasted  through  half  a  century,  and  in 
the  end  gave  Italy  for  the  first  time  a  chance  of  taking  her 
place  among  the  nations  of  the  world.  Precisely  such  a 
book  comes  from  Mr.  W.  J.  Stillman  in  Tlie   Union  of  Italy, 


1815-1895,  which  is  the  first  volume  of  a  promising  new 
historical  series,  edited  generally  by  Dr.  G.  W.  Prothero. 
Mr.  Stillman  was  Italian  correspondent  of  the  Times  during 
many  of  the  events  he  relates,  and  he  knows  his  subject 
thoroughly.  His  narrative,  though  not  precisely  scintillat- 
ing, is  orderly,  fuU,  and  interesting.  The  writer  is  by  no 
means  out  of  sympathy  with  Italian  ideals  and  aspira- 
tions, but  he  inclines  to  take  somewhat  a  pessimistic  view, 
in  which  we  fear  that  recent  events  tend  to  justify  him,  of 
the  future  of  the  people.  He  finds  the  weak  point  of  Italy 
in  the  premature  annexation  of  Naples,  against  which 
Garibaldi  and  Crispi  protested  in  vain. 

The  Italy  to  which  Cavour  aspired  was  an  enlarged 
Piedmont,  and,  as  far  as  the  differences  of  nature  per- 
mitted, he  desired  to  make  it  a  new  England ;  but  the 
migrations  of  the  government  and  the  weaknesses  of 
its  governors  have  made  it  rather  an  enlarged  Naples, 
without  the  vigorous,  if  treacherous,  internal  rule,  and 
the  consistent  and   uniform  policy  of  the  Bourbons. 
If  the  virtues  of  the  past  survive  their  former  posses- 
sors, the  end  may  yet  be  well,  but  there  rings  in  my 
ears  the  ominous  judgment,  pronounced  by  more  than 
one  of  those  who  had  a  part  in  the  making  of  Italy — 
"  Too  quickly  and  too  easily  was  Italy  made." 
The  thorough-going  Mazzinist,   like  the    thorough-going 
clerical,  will  refuse  to  take  Mr.  Stillman's  history  as  final ' 
but  from  its  own  point  of  view  it  is  an  honest  and  not  un- 
sympathetic  contribution   to  the   subject.      ("Cambridge 
Historial  Series  "  :  Pitt  Press.     412  pp.     6s.) 


The  M.yboxna  ix  Aut.  By  Estelle  M.  Howell. 

This  is  apparently  an  English  edition  of  an  American 
book,  for  part  of  the  preface  serves  as  explanation  of  a 
designed  cover  which  forms  no  part  of  the  volume  before 
us.  Except  for  that  slip,  the  English  publisher  has  done 
his  work  admirably,  and  has  made  a  sweet  and  beautiful 
little  book.  Its  scheme  is  sufficiently  explained  by  the 
title,  the  author  choosing  typical  specimens  of  sacred 
art,  mostly  Italian,  and  thereon  discoursing.  As  frontis- 
piece we  have  Giorgione's  picture  at  Castelfranco,  and 
Gabriel  Max's  curiously  modem  treatment  of  the  Virgin 
is  also  here.  Botticelli  is  represented  by  the  Madonna  of 
the  "  Pomegranate  "  in  the  Uffizi.    (Nutt.    217  pp.    3s.  6d.) 


Vagaries.  By  Axel  Munthe. 

The  author  of  this  charming  book  is  a  doctor,  who  for 
many  years  has  practised  in  Eome.  As  an  author  he  is 
known  bj'  his  Letters  from  a  Mourning  City  :  now  he  offers 
a  dozen  tender,  whimsical  essays,  not  consciously  literary, 
but  marked  by  literary  grace,  with  the  stamp  of  an 
interesting,  kindly  personality  on  aU.  A  bit  of  odd 
character,  a  plea  for  humanity  in  treatment  of  animals,  a 
pathetic  story,  a  humorous  fantasy,  these  are  the  faie 
spread  before  us  by  the  latest  of  the  medical  essayists,  the 
latest  literary  associate  of  John  Brown  and  Oliver  Wendell 
Hobues.     (Murray.     308  pp.     Gs.) 
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The  BuniEDALE  Eomance.  By  Nathaniel  Hawthokne. 
The  illustrated  edition  of  Nathnniel  Ilawthorno's  novels 
•whicli  Mr.  Moncure  1).  Conway  is  editing  has  now 
reached  The  Ulifhedah  Romance.  In  the  preface  the  story 
of  the  Brook  Fanu  experiment  is  told  yet  again,  and  a 
letter  from  Mrs.  Hawthorne  is  quoted,  with  reference  to 
an  appreciation  of  her  husband  by  Herman  Melville, 
wherein  she  writes:  "  At  last  someone  dares  to  say  what 
in  my  secret  mind  I  have  often  thought,  that  he  ia  only 
■to  be  mentioned  with  the  Swan  of  Avon — the  Groat  Heart 
and  Grand  Intellect  combined."     The  illustrations  by  Mr. 


"  How  Many  Criminals  have  You  Pefoemed  ? " 

H.  Townscnd  have  life    and  charm.       We  reproduce 

bat  one  which  represents  Coverdalo  asking  Hollingsworth 

|»anteringly  if  his  edifice  for  the  reformation  of  criminals 

finished  yet.     (Service  &  Paton.     296  pp.     38.  6d.  net.) 


i)DTCH  Painters.  Br  Max  Eoose. 

This  is  a  drawing-room  book  pure  and  simple.  It 
feighs  iMunds  and  is  correspondingly  bulky,  and  it  has 
(chings,  photogravures,  and  over  two  hundred  other 
illustrations.  The  title  in  full  will  probably  be  a  little 
disappointing,  for  it  is  Dutch  Painters  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century  ;  and  whereas  the  Dutch  painters  of  old  exercise 
fascination,  the  Dutch  painters  of  the  nineteenth  century 
are  comparatively  unattractive  and  undistinguished.  A 
round  dozen  of  tliem  are  here  treated,  the  appreciations 
being  written  by  various  hands,  under  the  supervision  of 
Alas  Eoose,  curator  of  the    Plantin-Moretus  Museum  at 


Antwerp,  and  translufed  by  Mr.  F.  Knowles.  ThoM  who 
care  for  the  art  practised  by  these  paint«r»— Bokbooni, 
Bles,  Eoelofs,  Bisschop,  Gabriel,  and  others— will  find  the 
book  a  pleasant  reminder  of  their  manner.  Othors,  like 
ourselves,  will  regret  to  find  no  mention  of  the  brotliers 
Maris.  Mr.  Alraa  Tadema,  whom  wo  had  come  to  consider 
as  on  English  painter,  figures  in  the  volume.  (Hampson 
Low.     253  pp.) 

Leaves  from  the  "Golde.v  Legend." 

Chosen  ny  H.  D.  Matxje. 
The  editor  of  this  pretty  pocket-volume  justly  remarks 
that  "  few  books,  once  as  widely  known  as  the  Gold.n 
Legend,  have  fallen  afterwards  into  so  great  an  obscurity." 
The  book  is  a  curious  omnium  gatherum  of  stories  of  saints 
foimded  on  writings  of  the  Fathers,  on  lections  which  had 
a  vogue  in  the  churches,  and  from  floating  traditions.  Its 
author.  Jacobus  de  Voragine,  was  a  devout  and  charitable 
man,  and  well  deserved  his  position  as  Archbishop  of 
Genoa.  He  made  it  a  rule  never  to  leave  his  diocese.  Of 
nine  books  attributed  to  his  pen,  the  Ilittoria  Longohardiea 
sen  Legenda  Sanctorum  is  the  only  one  which  has  endured. 
It  was  a  prized  book  in  the  Middle  Ages,  and  one  of  the 
first  books  to  be  printed  by  Caxton.  It  left  his  press  in 
1483  without  a  title-page,  but  with  a  concluding  note,  as 
follows : 

Thus    endeth  the    legende  named   in    the    latjm 

legenda  aurea,  that  is  to  say  in  englysshe  the  golden 

legende.     For  lyke  as  golde  passeth  in  valewo  alle 

other  raetalles,  so  thys  legende  excedeth  alle  other 

bookes,  wherin  ben  conteyned  alle  the  hygh  and  grete 

festys  of  our  IokI,  the  fcstys  of  our  blessyd  lady,  the 

lyves,  passyons  and  myracles  of  many  other  sayntes 

and  other  historyes  and  actes,  as  al  allonge  hero  afore 

is  made  mencyon. 

Mr.  Madge's  selections  are  taken,  as  a  rule,  from  Caxton's 

text.      The  result  is  a  pretty  volume  and  much  i^uaint 

reading.     (Constable.     286  pp.     Ss.  6d.) 

Varia. — Mr.  G.  A.  Henty's  historical  tales  for  boys, 
which  already  numbered  forty-four,  have  now  a  forty-fiftb 
in  Both  Sides  the  Border,  wherein  he  deals  with  Hotsiiur 
and  Glendower ;  and  a  forty-sixth  in  At  Aboukir  and  Acre, 
a  story  of  Napoleon's  invasion  of  Egypt.  Mr.  Henty's 
enthusiasm  and  splendid  productivity  are  an  annual  wonder. 
The  same  publishers,  Blackie  &  Son,  send  us  two  other 
boys' -books.  The  Turkish  Automaton,  a  tale  of  the  times  of 
Catherine  the  Great  of  Eussia,  by  Sheila  E.  Braine,  and 
Courage,  True  Hearts,  by  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,  a  story  of 
boys  who  sought  their  fortune. 

A  bundle  of  boys'  stories,  substantially  bound,  come 
from  Messrs.  Griffith  &  Farran.  Some  are  new,  some  old. 
Among  the  new  is  In  the  Yellow  Sea,  by  Mr.  Henry  Frith; 
among  the  old,  Mr.  G.  A.  Henty's  Young  Franc- Tireuri. 
Other  writers  represented  are  Mr.  Fred.  Whishaw  and  Mr. 
Harry  CoUingwood,  both  tried  and  favourite  yam-spinners. 
A  kindred  work  comes  from  Messrs.  Cassell  in  Mr.  E.  S. 
Ellis's  Scouts  and  Comrades. 
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From  the  East  unto  the  West.     By  Jane  Barlow. 
(Methuen  &  Co.) 

This  is  Miss  Barlow's  eighth  book.  It  seems  not  long 
since  she  burst  upon  us  with  Irish  Idylh,  that  volume 
which,  if  it  is  not  her  best,  she  has  certainly  not  surpassed 
— at  any  rate  in  prose.  Dealing  as  she  did  with  peasftntry, 
dialect,  and  all  the  simpleness  of  life,  it  was  inevitable 
that  she  should  he  dubbed  "  The  Irish  Barrie."  There  is 
no  real  resemblance  between  herself  and  the  author  of  the 
stage  version  of  The  Little  Minuter,  but  the  name  had  to 
be,  and  it  was.  As  a  fact.  Miss  Barlow  is  among  the  most 
individual  of  our  writers.  She  observes,  and  she  feels, 
with  a  shy  and  even  timid  delicacy  all  her  own.  She  has 
a  horror  of  "  effects."  Her  strength  and  her  charm  lie  in 
the  accumulation  of  fine  perceptions.  In  some  respects 
her  endowment  fits  her  for  the  portrayal  of  that  bewildering 
creature,  the  Irish  peasant,  so  tender,  so  intricate,  so 
surprising.  It  must  be  granted  that  she  has  approached 
him  with  sympathy,  and  that  she  has  disclosed  certain 
aspects  of  liim  to  us  with  a  brilliancy  and  completeness 
unknown  before  she  took  pen  in  hand. 

Nevertheless,  her  work  has  suffered  from  one  limitation 
in  her — for  a  limitation  it  must  be  called.  An  Irishwoman 
by  birth,  and  possibly  also  by  generations  of  descent,  Miss 
Barlow  is  not  what  the  real  Irishman  calls  Irish.  There 
is  Dublin  and  there  is  Ireland.  Born  a  Dubliner  and  a 
Protestant,  "within  the  pale,"  it  is  impossible  for  her  to 
appreciate  the  Celtic  temperament,  except  from  the  outside. 
To  the  Celt  she  must  ever  be  foreign.  Not  all  her  sym- 
l^athy,  her  goodwill,  her  love  of  humanity,  can  soften  the 
stubbornness  of  that  one  hard  fact.  And  so  it  happens 
that  the  real  Irishman  detects  in  her  stories  slight  mis- 
apprehensions and  confusions  which  mar  the  perfection 
of  her  insight.  He,  to  take  the  most  trifling  example, 
could  never  have  used  the  word  "  quality  "  as  Miss  Barlow 
uses  it  in  Kerrigan's  Quality. 

And  one  other  point  is  to  be  noted  in  dispraise.  Her 
prose  has  not  style.  It  is  careful,  scholarlj-,  not  without 
finesse,  but  it  lacks  distinction.  In  this  new  book  of  hers 
there  is  scarcely  a  paragraph  which  does  not  deserve  the 
term  pedestrian.  Her  verse  is  a  different  matter.  In 
verse  she  seldom  misses  distinction,  and  we  should  like  to 
argue  that  verse  is  her  proper  medium,  and  Bogland 
Studies  her  best  book  : 

Barney,  he'd  always  the  luck  from  the  time  we  were 

on'y  gossoons. 
Look  at  our  Band  now ;  I  always  was  terrible  fond 

o'  the  tunes. 
Yet    if   ever  I  tliried  at   a  note,  it's   each   finger  I 

had  seemed  a  thumb. 
While  Barney,  ju&t  git  me  the  lad  that  'ud  bate  him 

at  batin'  the  dhruni. 


Th'  ould  sargint,  who'd  soldiered  in  Agypt  an'  Injy, 

he  swore  be  his  sowl 
There  wasn't  the  regiment  marchin'  but  he'd  aquil 

it  rowlin'  the  rowl. 
Och  !  it's  thim  was  the  great  times  entirely  for  Barney, 

an'  me,  an'  the  boys, 
An'  wo  kep'  the  neighbours  alive  wid  the  capers  we- 

had  an'  the  noise. 

Dialect  has  never  been   conjured   into  the  mould  of 

style   with    finer    skill    than   in    this    book.  And   one 

might    quote   memorable  lines  by  the  dozen.  This,  for 
example  : 

Sure  if   Nelly  had   crep'  o'er    the   edge,    she'd    ha' 
crep'  to  the  end  of  her  days. 

Turning  to  From  the  East  unto  the  West,  we  cannot  think 
that  it  ranks  among  Miss  Barlow's  most  successful  books. 
Conforming  to  the  title,  the  author  sets  the  scene  of  the- 
opening  tale  in  Arabia,  and  so  works  westward  till  she 
arrives  in  Ireland — half  way  through  the  book.  The 
Eastern  stories  are  not  good,  having  neither  atmosphere 
nor  rude  power  nor  even  ingenuity;  and  both  "A 
Eomance  of  Queen  Pipj)a  "  and  "  An  Advance  Sheet  "  are 
magazinish.  In  fact,  as  far  as  p.  168  there  is  nothing 
worthy  of  Miss  Barlow's  talent.  "  The  Field  of  the 
Frightful  Beasts  "  is  conceived  well,  on  an  excellent  idea, 
but  in  the  working  out  suffers  from  prolixity  and  a 
squandering  of  the  effect.  The  same  criticism  applies  to 
most  of  the  remaining  stories.  Perhaps  the  cleverest  is  "  A 
Long  Furrow,"  which,  save  for  the  conclusion,  is  excellent- 
narrative,  and  ii  rare  compound  of  humour  and  pathos 
intricately  mixed.  The  scene  between  Felix  and  the  girls 
just  before  he  embarks  on  his  dangerous  journey  across 
the  potato  field  is  on  a  level  with  the  author's  best : 

"And  bedad,  Maggie,  machree,"  says  he,  "I'm 
thinking  it's  as  much  as  a  '  Thank'ee  kindly,'  you'd  be 
sayin'  to  us,  you  crathur,  for  bringin'  you  home  your 
old  daddy."     .     .     . 

"  Is  it  a  thank'ee  ?  "  says  she.  "  Sure,  God  knows 
I'd  marry  any  man  that  done  his  endeavours  and 
conthrived  to  save  him  away  from  the  murdherin' 
hounds — ay  would  I,  and  welcome." 

So  wid  that  Biddy  Eyan,  her  married  sister,  that- 
was  sittin'  beside  her,  got  puUin'  her  sleeve  and 
biddin'  her  whist-a-whist.  "  Is  there  no  shame  in 
you  ?  "  sajs  she  to  Maggie.  "  It's  as  good  as  makin' 
an  offer  you  are  to  Felix  O'Beirne,  for  right  well  you 
know  there's  sorra  another  bachelor  goin',  only  he." 

But  ne'er  a  bit  Maggie  minded  her,  nor  a  diff'rint 
word  would  she  say,  except  "  Ay  would  I,  to-morra 
and  welcome."  And,  says  I,  in  a  whisper,  passin'  by 
them,  that  as  for  makin'  offers,  'twas  wha'  I'd  been 
doin'  ever  since  I  set  eyes  on  her  last  Easter  twelve- 
month, so  Biddy'd  no  call  to  be  talkin'  foolish. 

There  is  good  stuff  here.  We  cannot,  however,  refrain' 
from  pointing  out  tliat  the  Irish  peasant  capable  of  saying . 
"Ay  would  I"  does  not  exist.  Maggie  probably  saii 
"  Faix  I  would." 
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Sea    Urchins.     By  W.  W.  Jacobs. 
(Lawrence  &  Bullen.     243  pp.     38.  (id.) 

Mk.  Jacobs,  wo  conceive,  has  two  followings:  he  has 
readers  who  desire  only  to  be  tickled  and  to  laugh,  who 
como  to  a  book  as  to  a  farcical  comedy  ;  and  ho  lias  readers 
who  lionour  him  for  his  art,  for  his  fidelity  to  tlie  fact,  for 
tlie  skill  with  which  he  displays  river  types.  With  his  new 
book  the  second  class  of  readers  will  have  the  better  time, 
for  it  is  not  so  funny  as  Many  Cargoes.  There  are  scores 
of  mirthful  pages,  and  one  story— "Two  of  a  Trade"— is 
masteri)iece  of  ludicrous  perception  and  treatment ;  but, 
"take  it  for  all  and  all,  Sea  Urchins  makes  less  for  laughter 
than  for  quiet  amusement. 

Mr.  Jacobs  rings  the  changes  on  much  the  same  char. 

acters  that  fascinated  us  in  3fany   Cargoes:  the  saturnine 

mate  and  the  whimpering  boy,  the  self-possessed  young 

woman    and    the   termagant   wife,    the    surly    crew,    the 

cheery  cook,  and  skippers  blusterous,  cunning,  and  simple. 

All  are  here  once  more,  and  all,  as  of  old,  connive  with 

eacli  other  or  defy  each  other  in  the  same  terse  riverside 

idiom.      Nowhere  is  Mr.  Jacobs's  art  so  evident  as  in  his 

asterly  dialogue.     He  does  not  always  know  quite  how 

end  a  story,  he  fails  now  and  then  in  descriptive  passages ; 

but  never  does  he  make  a  mistake  with  conversation.     The 

speech  of  the  actors  in  these  little  comedy -dramas  is  selected 

unerringly,  with  unfailing  instinct  for  effect :  never  a  word 

too  many  or  too  few,  and  perfectly  ordered. 

"We  have  said  that  these  fifteen  stories  have  less  laughter 

them  than  their  predecessors ;  but  that  is  nothing.    They 

e  not  the  less  interesting  or  true  to  life.     Every  line  in 

s  book   proceeds  from   an   attractive   and    captivating 

imperament ;    and  must,   to   a  student  of  humour  and 

tumours,  communicate  contentment. 


Notes  on  Novels 

[^Theu  notei  on  the  week's  outfmt  of  fietion  are  not  tuct$»trilf 
final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  will  fallow.l 
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The   Changeling.     By  Sir  Walter  Besant. 
(Chapman  &  Hall.     6s.) 

X  this.  Sir  Walter  Besant's  latest  story,  there  is,  of  course, 

institution.  It  is  a  ladies'  college,  where  pretty  girls 
as   they    please,     for     three    months    in    the   year, 

der    the    guardianship     of    Miss    Hilarie   Woodroffe, 

e     foundress    and    liead.       To    say    the    truth,    this 

institution  does  not  come  to  much ;  its  chief  function  being 

fill  in   the  interspaces  in  the  course  of  an  intrigue. 

e  "  Chanjjreling "  is  Miss  Ililarie's  pseudo-cousin,  Sir 
Humplirey  Woodroffe,  who  was  bought  of  an  unknown 
woman  by  his  reputed  mother,  in  the  prologue.  She  has 
a  bad  bargain  of  it,  for  he  turns  out  a  cold,  sensual,  and 
selfish  man.  Presently  the  real  mother  turns  up,  succeeds 
rather  improbably  in  identifying  her  son,  and  wsoits  him 
liack.  This  leads  up  to  a  final  chapter,  which  is  an  adap- 
tation of  the  Judgment  of  Solomon.  The  real  mother 
refuses  to  confess  the  sale  of  her  baby,  lest  he  should  now 
reproach  her,  and  withdraws.  The  whole  storj-,  we  are 
afraid,  is  ratlier  tedious,  and  the  puppets  lack  vitality. 


Aylwiw.  Bv  Theodohk  WxTni-DuxTojf. 

Mr.  Watts-Dunton's  novel  was  announce<l  fourteen  year* 
ago  under  the  title,  Aylwin :  an  Open  Air  Romance  for 
Poets,  Painters,  and  Gypsies,  and  it  was  to  be  dedicated  to 
the  memory  of  George  Borrow.  The  novel  now  appears 
without  the  sub-title,  and  without  the  dedication.  The  book 
is  a  matured  blend  of  story,  Bhilosophy,  and  criticism.  It 
is  the  best  that  Mr.  Watts-Dunton  can  give  us,  which  is  to 
say  it  is  a  rich  gift.     (Hurst  &  Blackett.     66.) 

The  Anoel  of  tue  Covenakt.  Bt  Maci.arm»  Cobbaw. 

An  historical  romance  by  a  well-tried  writer.  The 
central  figure  is  the  Marquis  of  Montrose,  and  among 
the  other  characters  is  the  great  and  only  D'Artagnan. 
(Methuen.     503  pp.     6s.) 

The  Battle  of  tiib  Stboxo.  By  Gilbert  Parker. 

A  new  historical  romance  by  the  author  of  The  Seals  of 
the  Mighty.  Mr.  Parker  has  chosen  the  Battle  of  Jersey  as 
his  centrepiece,  and  much  of  his  story  has  the  little  island 
for  scene.  So  Jerseyfiod,  indeed,  is  the  conversation,  that  a 
glossary  has  to  be  appended.  The  hero  of  the  book  is- 
Philip  d'Avranche,  an  adaptation  for  purposes  of  roman(» 
of  the  Prince  Admiral,  Philip  d'Auvei^e  of  Jersey. 
(Methuen.     431  pp.     Ss.) 

The  Eed  Axe.  Bt  S.  B.  Crockett. 

Mr.  Crockett's  latest.  "  WeU  do  I,  Hugo  Gottfried  "— 
it  begins — "remember,"  and  so  on.  The  Eed  Axe  was 
the  weapon  of  the  Justicers  to  the  dukes  of  the  Wolf  mark 
— and  it  was  red-handled  and  red-bladed,  and  was  never 
wet  save  with  the  blood  of  victims.  (Jottfried  was  Jus- 
ticer,  and  Hugo  was  his  son.  A  romance  of  dark  natures. 
(Smith  &  Elder.     421  pp.     6s.) 

Hope  the  Hermit.  By  Edna  Lyall. 

The  long-awaited,  new  story  of  this  favourite  writer. 
The  scene  is  Cumberland,  and  the  time  the  late  sixteen- 
hundreds.  One  of  the  characters  is  Sir  Wilfrid  Lawaon, 
an  ancestor  of  the  present  baronet ;  another  is  George- 
Fox,  the  (iuaker.  A  gentle,  simple  romance  tinged  with 
piety.  (Longmans.  400  pp.  68.) 
Far  in  the  Forest.  By  S.  Weir  Mitchell. 

This  story,  by  the  author  of  Hugh  Wynne,  is  laid  in  the 
forest  counties  of  Northern  Pennsylvania  long  before  the 
war  of  Independence,  and  proceeds  amid  the  keea 
atmosphere  of  the  forest,  the  odours  of  pine,  the  heroisms 
of  the  lumber-raft,  and  the  light  of  burning  woods. 
(Fisher  Unwin.    302  pp.     6s.) 

MoRD  Em'ly.  By  Pett  Ridok. 

Mord  Em'ly  means  Maud  Emily,  and   she  was  a  girl 

of  the  East  End.     The  book   is  a  succession  of  phases- 
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•of  London  life,  by  a  practised  student  and  recorder  of 
t-ucli  things,  mainly  humorous,  with  serious  interludes. 
(Pearson.     300  pp.     6s.) 


Thb  Two  Crusaders. 


By  J.  E.  CocQ. 


"  A  Eomance  of  the  Middle  Ages."  The  author  adopts 
as  his  motto  of  the  book,  "  Truth  is  stranger  than 
Fiction,"  and  draws  the  characters  of  the  Prince  of  Orange 
and  Don  John  of  Austria.  (Horace  Marshall.  208  pp. 
-38.  6d.) 

Onlt  Plesh  and  Blood. 

By  the  author  of  Hernani  the  Jew,  "  Love  you  !  You, 
who  have  not  scrupled  to  destroy  the  happiness  of  my 
existence,  who  have  striven  to  shatter  all  that  was  good  in 
me  ;  and,  to  crown  your  infamous  conduct,  have  bestowed 
your  attentions  upon  a  low-born  village  girl.     Love  you,  I 

"     The  speaker  is  the  Comtesse  de  la  Jonquieres, 

an  Englishwoman  by  birth,  and  the  philanderer  is  her 
husband.  The  story  is  laid  in  the  French  village  of  La 
Jonquieres  on  the  Meuse,  and  it  deals  with  passions  and 
upheavals.     (Hutchinson.     369  pp.     6s.) 

The  Luck  of  the  Native-Born.  By  J.  A.  Sarry. 

A  simple,  manly  story  of  life  on  an  Australian  "  station," 
and  in  the  Westralian  goldlields.  With  the  love-story  is 
woven  a  story  of  partnership  and  viUainj' ;  and  there  is  a 
big  whiff  of  the  sea  and  its  dangers.  (John  Macqueen. 
319  pp.     3s.  6d.) 


Shadowed  by  the  Gods. 


By  Charles  Edwardes. 


A  tale  of  old  Mexico  in  the  reign  of  Montezuma  II. 
Aztec  rites  enter  largely  into  the  story,  and  culminate 
in  a  human  sacrifice  performed  by  Bitchlieli,  the 
oppressive  high  priest,  on  whom  vengeance  is  at  last 
wreaked.  Some  of  the  descriptions  make  for  nightmare, 
and  the  story  should  be  read  only  by  people  with  strong 
nerves.     (Sands.     264  pp.     6s.) 


The  Island  ore  Seven  Shadows. 


By  Eoma  White. 


A  very  bright  novel.  There  is  an  illustrated  paper, 
the  Cormorant,  which  "  goes  smash."  There  is  a  splendid 
Breton  Marquis,  nearly  seven  feet  high,  who  says  :  "  Have 
you  ever  realised  that  you  are  my  heir?"  There  is  a 
delightful  old  lady  who  says  :  "  I  remember  most  things 
that  have  happened  in  London  for  the  last  fifty-five  years." 
And  there  is  a  separated  wife  who  says  :  "  I — 1 — I  wanted 
somebody  strong,  and  I  fou.nd  it  out  too  late.  I  shall 
never  forget  what  I  felt  when  I  found  I  must  be  '  a  clever 
woman  who  manages  her  husband.' "    (Innes.    314  pp.    6s.) 

The  King's  Eeeve.  By  Eev.  E.  Gilliat. 

Founded  on  the  old  ballad  of  John  the  Eeeve.  The 
story  is  pretty  enough  reading,  with  its  jests,  and  its 
bouts,  and  its  lore  of  falconry,  and  its  junketings,  and 
its  allusions  to  Glastonbury  and  the  Crusades.  (Seeley 
&  Co.     403  pp.     5s.) 


The  Othehs.  By  Mrs.  E.  Neish. 

A  reprint  of  sketches  in  the  Westminster  Gazette  and 
other  papers.  Thin,  suburban  humour.  (Arrowsmith. 
340  pp.     38.  6d.) 

Belinda.  By  Ethel  Maude. 

Probably  an  offshoot  of  Mr.  Kenneth  Grahame's  Golden 
Age.  Mild,  domestic  pleasantries.  (Arrowsmith.  295  pp. 
3s.  6d.) 

The  Custom  of  the  Country.  By  John  Fiknemore. 

A  Welsh  "  idyll  "  by  a  new  writer.  The  story  is  simple 
and  rustic,  with  misunderstandings  en  route  and  a  happy 
ending.     (Lawrence  &  Bullen.     246  pp.  6s.) 

A  Hard  Master.  By  M.  H.  Cornwall  Legh. 

The  motto  is,  "  Better  a  little  chiding  than  a  great  deal 
of  heartache."  A  very  copious  and  small-beerish  domestic 
novel,  with  melodramatic  passages  here  and  there  and 
marriage  bells  at  the  close.    (Service  &Paton.  391  pp.  6s.) 

Love  and  Sword.  By  Kennedy  Kino. 

A  story  of  the  Afridi  War.  This  is  journalism  plus 
romantic  interest.  The  taking  of  Dargai  forms  one 
chapter,  and  as  he  is  fighting  the  hero  is  thinking  of  his 
love.  On  the  last  page  she  accepts  him.  (Macqueen. 
346  pp.     6s.) 

Her  Memory.  By  Maarten  Maartehs. 

A  story  of  a  widower  and  his  daughter,  by  this  clever 
Dutch  novelist.  The  principal  characters  are  English, 
and  it  is  English  life  that  is  described.  The  development 
of  the  child's  character  makes  the  book.  Incidentally 
there  is  satire.     (MacmiUan.     281  pp.     6s.) 

The  Eue  Bargain.  By  Murray  Gilchrist. 

A  story  of  emotional  Derbyshire  folk.  A  gloomy,  but 
very  readable  tale.     (Grant  Eiehards.     183  pp.     28.  6d.) 

M.iRiE  DE  Mancini.  By  Mme.  Sophie  Gay. 

Another  historical  novel.  The  time  it  is  the  reign  of 
Louis  Xiy.     (Lawrence  &  Bullen.     267  pp.     63.) 

The  Minister's  Conversion.  By  J.  Hooper. 

By  the  author  of  His  Grace  o'  the  Gunne.  A  Devonshire 
story,  strenuous  and  dramatic  ;  a  story  of  strong  passions, 
a  little  recalling  in  subject  The  Scarlet  Letter.  The 
minister  was  Mark  Increase,  and  it  feU  out  that  he  was 
called  upon  in  the  course  of  his  duty  to  admonish  jniblicly 
his  wife  Margaret  Increase.  His  conversion  followed. 
This  is  a  book  to  read.     (A.  &  C.  Black.     371  pp.     6s.) 

Turkish  Bonds.  By  May  Kendall. 

Stories  of  Armenian  atrocities,  by  a  writer  usually 
associated  with  playful  works.     (Pearson.     299  pp.     68  ) 

Pirate  Gold.  By  J.  E.  Hutchinson. 

This  is  the  beginning  :  "  '  So  ye  don't  believe  me,  skip.  ? ' 
'  I  believe  you  lie,'  Derrick  chuckled,  and  spat  copiously." 
A  story  of  lurid  outrages  on  the  high  seas.  (Pearson. 
309  PI).     5s.) 
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Mr.   Meredith's  Early  Poetry. 
'  An  Appreciation. 

The  third  volume  of  Poems   in   the    sumptuous  library 
edition  of  Mr.  Meredith's  works  which  Messrs.  Constable 
have  just  completed  contains   sometliing   of  remarkable 
interest— a  reprint  of  the  boyish  verses  of  1851  with  which, 
five  years  before  The  Shaving  of  Shagpat,  the  writer  first 
made  his  bow  to  a  stony  public.     These  verses  have  long 
been  the  unattainable  blue  rose  of  the  lover  of  poetry, 
who  has  been  compelled  to  stand  by  in  the  auction  room 
and  see  the  treasure  sold  for  unheard-of  sums  as  a  rarity 
to  some  collector  who  was  probably  too  rich  to  appreciate 
it.     No  doubt  it  has  been  to  be  had  for  the  asking  in  the 
British  Museum    all    the    whQe;    but,  then,  the    British 
Museum  is  one  thing  and  poetry  is  another,  and  if  the 
Archangel  Michael  wrote  an  ode  on  the  Last  Judgment 
it  would  be  difficult  to  read  it  beneath  the  circular  vault 
of  that    austere  temple   of  the  book-makers.      However, 
here  it  is  at  last,  and  by  your  own  fireside  you  may  search 
its  pages  for  the  promise  and  potency   of   that  glorious 
burst   of  song    to    which    it  was  the   prelude.      That   is 
precisely  what    you  will  find  there,    that  and   not  much 
more.    These  verses  are  not  matured  achievement.     They 
are  the  experiments  of  a  lad  finding  his  tongue,  exercises  in 
he  poetic  modes  of  the  day,  the  day  of  the  Great  Exhibition, 
"tetty  enough,  they  lack  substance ;  the  oestrus  has  not  yet 
ng ;  the  vision  has  not  yet  been  trained  to  individuality, 
^nly  here  and  there  you  come  upon  the  hint  or  whisper  of 
omething  more,  a  first  pale  sketch  of  Love  in  the  Valley, 
^hich    was    to    re-appear,    magnificently^  re-written,    in 
Vocms  and  Lyrics  of  the  Joy  of  Earth,  or  some  fine  lines 
bn  the  South- JFest  Wind  in  the    Woodland,  in   wliich  you 
cern  the  first  stirrings  of  a  familiar  theme  : 
For  lo,  beneath  those  ragged  clouds 
That  skirt  the  opeuiug  west,  a  stream 
Of  yellow  light  and  windy  flame 
Spreads  lengthening  southward,  and  the  sky 
Begins  to  gloom,  and  o'er  the  ground 
A  moan  of  coming  blasts  creeps  low 
And  rustles  in  the  crisping  grass ; 
Till  suddenly  with  mighty  arms 


Outspread,  that  reach  the  horizon  round, 
The  great  South-West  drives  o'er  the  earth, 
And  loosens  all  bis  roaring  robes 
Behind  him,  over  heath  and  moor. 

One  wonders  how  much  poetry  Mr.  Meredith  wrote  and 
tore  up  between  1851  and  1862.  Whatever  the  discipline 
it  bore  its  fruitage ;  for  the  singer  of  Modem  Lott  touches 
his  instrument  with  no  faltering  band.  Sonlello  has  taken 
his  place  at  a  bound  among  the  masters  of  song.  And 
if  wo  attempt  in  tliis  and  a  following  article  once  more  to 
call  attention  to  certain  aspects  of  the  considerable  bulk  u 
poetry  which,  in  the  intervals  of  his  novels,  Mr.  Meredith 
has,  since  Modern  Love,  given  to  the  world,  it  is  in  the 
firm  conviction  that  the  height  of  that  place  is  as  yet, 
even  by  competent  critics,  imperfectly  apprehended,  and 
that  when  the  books  of  this  century,  so  rapidly  drawing  to 
a  close,  come  to  be  placed  in  the  infallible  scales  of  time, 
Melampus  and  The  Day  of  the  Daughter  of  Modes  and  A  Faith 
on  Trial,  and  some  dozen  others,  will  weigh  there  at  least 
as  heavily  as  Richard  Feverel  or  The  Amazing  Marriage 
themselves. 

It  is  certainly  astonishing  how  many  people  there  are 
who,  familiar  with  the  novels,  have  faUed  to  realise  the 
poetry.  In  some  it  is  sheer  ignorance  ;  lend  them  a  copy, 
and  they  rise  up  and  call  you  blessed.  Others  are  honestly 
appalled  at  the  difficulties  they  find.  As  to  those  diffi- 
culties, let  us  distinguish.  In  a  sense,  all  poetry  which  is 
not  merely  pap  for  babies  is  difficult.  That  is  to  say,  it 
requires  a  certain  intellectual  effort  on  the  part  of  the 
reader  to  grasp  the  writer's  point  of  view,  to  appropriate 
his  mental  methods.  Browning  was  iindeniably  difficult 
until  the  Browning  language  was  learnt.  Nor  is  this 
least  so  with  Mr.  Meredith,  the  processes  of  whose  brain 
turn  on  nimbler  springs  and  wires  than  are  generally 
gfranted  to  mortal  man.  Indeed,  he  claims  your  co-opera- 
tion, does  not  mean  to  tell  you  everything;  he  requires 
that  you  learn  to  follow  him  when  his  imagination  flies 
off  at  a  tangent,  or  swings  round  on  the  wings  of  a 
metaphor.  He  is,  remember,  a  Celt,  and  the  Celt  always 
goes  a  little  too  fast  for  the  Saxon. 

But  this  is  not  all.  Even  when  you  are  prepared  to  meet 
Mr.  Meredith  half  way,  he  is  not  always  there  to  meet  j'ou. 
The  hardiest  pioneer  will  find  dim  impenetrable  recesses  m 
this  forest  of  poetry  where  his  heart  fails  him.  The  reason, 
we  think,  is  this :  in  Mr.  Meredith's  poetry,  art,  deliberate 
art,  plays  the  smallest  part,  temperament  the  largest.  He 
sings,  not  because  he  wishes  to  sing,  or  to  be  a  singer ;  but 
because  the  song  will  out.  He  broods  over  a  subject  until 
the  pool  of  thought  and  fancy  overflows,  or  a  sight,  a 
sound,  strikes  the  rock  and  sets  the  waters  free.  In  either 
case  the  song  itself  wells  straight  from  the  lyric  fount, 
with  something  in  it  at  least  beyond  the  poet's  control, 
inevitable.  Therefore,  the  lucidity  of  the  verse  must 
depend  upon  mood  rather  than  upon  purpose.  Is  the 
mood  serene,  then  the  poetry  is  luminous;  it  keeps  its 
banks  and  comes  bathed  in  a  golden  haze  of  beauty.  Is 
the  mood  troubled,  then  the  poetry  is  turbulent,  a  rushing 
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lava  flood  of  contorted  syntax,  wayward  metaphor,  and 
intricate  reasoning.  Yet  even  the  poems  which  most 
baffle  the  spirit  are  not  slow  to  repay  the  wrestle.  The 
hardest  shell  has  its  kernel  of  wisdom,  the  most  breathless 
period  its  redeeming  image.  What  exquisite  passages  gem 
the  course  of  that  tantalising  bit  of  dialogue,  A  Ballad 
of  Fair  Ladies  in  Revolt;  the  description,  for  instance,  of 
the  croaking  dames : 

It  is  an  ancient  bell  within  their  throats, 
Pulled  by  an  aged  ringer  ;  with  what  glee 
Befits  the  yellow  yesterdays  of  time ; 

Or  the  bit  on  love  : 

Love,  lady,  like  the  star  above  that  lance 
Of  radiance  flung  by  sunset  on  ridged  cloud, 
Sad  as  the  last  line  of  a  brave  romance  ! 

Mr.  Meredith'spoetry,  like  his  prose,  is  very  catholic  in 

its  inclusions.      Much   of  it  is  philosophical;    much  also 

political ;  national  were  perhaps   the   better  word.      He 

might  have  written   the   Soitg   of  the  Sword  before   Mr. 

Henley ;    he  has  his  proper  place    in   the  Lyra  Seroica. 

Modern  Love  is  a  tragedy  in  sonnets,  Jump-to- Glory  Jane  a 

wonderfully  successful  essay  in  the  serio-grotesque.     But 

nothing  springs  his  imagination  so  readily,    tunes   it  so 

finely,    as   "the   changeful  visible   face"   of  the  natural 

world. 

This  earth  of  the  beautiful  breasts. 

In  an  age  of  out-door  poetry,  he  is  the  most  outdoor  of  all 
our  poets.  He  walks  through  shaw  and  coppice  and  over 
hillside  with  the  eye  of  a  naturalist  and  the  heart  of 
a  lover,  noting  everything,  the  set  of  the  clouds,  the 
twitter  of  birds,  the  growth  of  berry  or  of  leaf : 

The  wooded  pathways  dank  on  brown. 
The  branches  on  grey  cloud  a  web, 
The  long  green  roller  of  the  down. 
An  image  of  the  deluge-ebb. 

Nor  does  he,  like  the  citizens  who  write  pastorals,  give  his 
affections  to  the  mighty  Mother  only  in  her  obviously 
boon  moods,  when  "  the  golden  foot  of  May  is  on  the 
hours,"  and  even  the  pessimist  must  needs  be  jocund. 
Certainly  he  loves  the  spring,  the 

twilight  of  the  year — 
Advancing  to  the  vernal  gate, 

but  no  less  does  he  love  the  fiercer  weather,  the  days  of 
tempestuous  bracing,  when  men  must  battle  with  the 
elements,  and,  like  Anteeus,  rise  invigorated  by  contact 
with  the  earth.     He  has  a  jubilant  response  to  every  wind : 

Bursts  from  a  rending  East  in  flaws 
The  young  green  leaflet's  harrier,  sworn 
To  strew  the  garden,  strip  the  shaws. 
And  show  our  Spring'  with  banner  torn, 
Was  ever  such  virago  mom  ? 
The  wind  has  teeth,  the  wind  has  claws. 

Equally  light-hearted,  equally  observant  is  his  welcome 

of  frjst  : 

With  splendour  of  a  silver  day, 
A  frosted  night  had  opened  May  : 
And  on  that  plumed  and  armoured  night, 
As  one  close  temple  hove  our  wood, 
Its  border  leafage  virgin  white. 


Remote  down  air  an  owl  hallooed. 
The  black  t  nig  dropped  without  a  twirl ; 
The  bud  in  jewelled  grasp  was  nipped  ; 
The  brown  leaf  cracked  a  scorching  curl ; 
A  crystal  off  the  green  leaf  slipped. 

And,  of  course,  like  every  great  poet  of  nature,  Mr.  Meredith 
is  not  content  to  describe  nature  :  he  must  bring  it  into 
the  closest  relation  to  the  life  of  man.  For  after  all  man 
is  the  only  thing  permanently  interesting  to  himself ; 
God,  or  nature,  holds  his  imagination  only  so  far  as  they 
can  be  in  some  way  humanised.  Thus  nature  may  be 
represented  as  in  sympathy  with  or  in  contrast  to  a  mood 
or  moment  of  human  emotion ;  and  so  you  get  the  pathetic 
fallacy  or  its  ojiposite.  Or,  again,  the  relation  may  be 
philosophical  instead  of  emotional ;  the  interpretation  of 
nature  may  raise  significant  issues  for  the  destiny  and 
conduct  of  man.  Both  these  aspects  of  the  poetic  treatment 
<jf  nature  are  famUiar  to  Mr.  Meredith ;  he  is  never 
more  felicitous  than  when  he  touches  upon  the  subtle 
interactions  between  the  outer  world  and  the  inner  blood 
and  spirit.  There  is  that  splendid  sonnet  towards  the 
end  of  Modern  Love  which  we  cannot  forbear  from 
quoting  once  more  here,  though  it  is  probably  better 
known  than  any  other  single  poem  of  the  author's  : 

We  saw  the  swallows  gathering  in  the  sky, 

And  in  the  osier-isle  we  heard  their  noise. 

We  had  not  to  look  back  on  summer  joys, 

Or  forward  to  a  summer  of  bright  dye  : 

But  in  the  largeness  of  the  evening  earth 

Our  spirits  grew  as  we  went  side  by  side. 

The  hour  became  her  husband  and  my  bride. 

Love  that  had  robbed  us  so,  thus  blessed  our  dearth  ! 

The  pilgrims  of  the  year  waxed  very  loud 

In  multitudinous  chatterings,  as  the  flood 

Fidl  brown  came  from  the  West,  and  like  pale  blood 

Expanded  to  the  upper  crimson  cloud. 

Love  that  had  robbed  us  of  immortal  things. 

This  little  moment  mercifully  gave 

And  still  I  see  across  the  twilight  wave 

The  swan  sail  with  her  young  beneath  her  wings. 

And  there  are  these  delicate  lines,  which,  for  sheer  natural 
magic  of  expression,  seem  to  us  perhaps  the  most  perfect 
thing  which  Mr.  Meredith  has  ever  written  : 

That  was  the  chirp  of  Ariel 
You  heard,  as  overhead  it  flew. 
The  farther  going  more  to  dwell. 
And  wing  our  green  to  wed  our  blue; 
But  whether  note  of  joy  or  knell. 
Not  his  own  Father-singer  knew ; 
Nor  yet  can  any  mortal  tell, 
Save  only  how  it  shivers  through ; 
The  breast  of  us  a  sounded  shell. 
The  blood  of  us  a  lighted  dew. 

We  hope  to  deal  in  a  second  article  with  Mr.  Meredith's 
philosophy  "of  nature.  Let  us  conclude  here  by  saying  that 
through  this  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  soul  of  things 
he  has  penetrated  to  the  very  arcana  of  the  Greek  spirit 
itself.  For  what  are  "Melampus"  and  "  Phccbus  with 
Admetus,"  and  above  all,  "The  Day  of  the  Daughter  of 
Hades,"  but  noble,  if  belated,  creations  of  the  mythopoeic 
faculty  ? 
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Mr.  Kipling-  and  the  Navy. 

Mr.  Kii"i.ino,  as  everyone  knows,  has  recently  heen 
cruising  with  the  Channel  S(iuadron.  On  the  last  evening 
of  their  stay  in  Bantry  Bay  an  entertainment  was  given 
on  Ijoard  the  flagship  MaJ-iilic,  at  which  he  was  jiresent. 
Complying  with  a  request  to  read  one  of  his  poems,  Mr. 
Kipling  chose  "  Soldier  and  Sailor  Too."  Another  and 
yet  another  piece  was  called  for,  and  he  then  gave  "The 
Flag  of  England."  When,  at  the  conclusion,  he  was  about 
to  step  from  the  platform,  he  suddenly  found  himself  hoisted 
high  upon  the  shoulders  of  eight  or  nine  young  subalterns 


The  Navy  to  Mr    Kipling. 

Ho  came  to  see  ub.     {Lord/  but  why  y 
There  turely  tcMn't  much  to  nhotc.) 

The  signals  diittered  broad  and  high, 
And  mighty  drinks  were  mixed  below. 

H»  came  to  see  us.    ( What  wen  loe  y) 
We  pointed  out  the  Things  we  Knew, 

And  told  fierce  stories  of  the  Sea, 
Explaining  how  Promotion  grew. 


On  Board  H.M.S. 


'Majestic."    (Mk.  Kiplujg  beixu  Chaiked  by  the  Subazterns  afteb  Kecitinq 
"SoLuiER  ASD  Sailor  Too.") 


-the  signal  for  the  massed  bands  of  the  Fleet  to  break  out 
ath  "He's  a  Jolly  Good  Fellow,"  which  was  taken  up  by 
lie  voices  of  a  couple  of  hundred  or  more  olRcers.     To 

this  accompaniment  Mr.  Kipling  was  carried  at  a  canter 

round  the  quarterdeck. 
Our  picture,  representing  this  scene,  is  reproduced  from 

the  Graphic. 
Mr.   G.   Stewart  Bowles,  the  author  of  A    Gun-Room 

DUfij-Box,    reviewed    in   another   column,    sends    us    the 

following  verses  suggested  by  tlie  incident  on  the  Majestte : 


He  came  to  see  us.    {That  it  old .') 

Ten  thousand  more  have  done  the  same, 

And,  drunk  with  Power  they  couldn't  hold, 
Have  gone  as  empty  as  they  came. 

Se  came  to  see  tis.     {TTuit  wot  new  .') 
He  saw  the  Meaning  through  the  Task ; 

Instinctive  took  the  Larger  View, 

And  found  the  Brain  behind  the  Mask ! 
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The  Contributors*  Playground. 

A  Neighbourly  Suggestion. 
"  They  should  send  for  the  English— they  should  send  for 
the  English,"  my  friend  repeated,  looking  up  from  his 
newspaper.  And  when  I  asked  him  what  he  was  talking 
about,  he  answered,  "What  is  the  whole  of  Christendom 
talking  about  ?  Believe  me,  there's  only  one  way  out  of 
it,  there's  only  one  way  out  of  the  impasse.  They  should 
send  for  us."  Then  he  rose,  and  marched  backwards  and 
forwards  through  the  room,  while  he  developed  his  some- 
what surprising  thesis. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  "they're  a  race  of  artists, 
they're  a  literary  race,  they  have  the  literary  temperament, 
they  can  handle  the  pen  comme  pas  un.  And  when  I  see 
how  just  at  present  all  their  attention  and  all  their 
energies  are  absorbed,  distracted,  by  this  unspeakable 
'Affaire,'  I  feel  exactly  as  I  should  feel  if  someone  told 
me  that  housekeeping  worries,  troubles  with  servants, 
were  absorbing  and  distracting  the  mind  of  (that  dis- 
putable biped)  the  greatest  living  author. 

"  Have  you  ever  heard  of  a  readable  literary  man  who 
was  a  good  housekeeper?     Housekeeping  is  to  the  indi- 
vidual what    managing   a   government    is   to    a    nation. 
Literary  men   are   notoriously   unpractical.       It   is   their 
privilege   to   be   so.      Why   shouldn't   it   be  equally  the 
privilege  of  a  literary  nation  ?     With  what  reason  can  you 
demand  of  a  literary  nation  that  it  should  make  a  success 
of  the  petty  material  business  of  managing   its  govern- 
ment ?     France,   at  any  rate,  has  ever  shown  herself   of 
governmental  muddlers  the  muddlingest.      She  muddled 
things   finely  enough,   in   aU   conscience,  under   her   Old 
Eegime  — though    then,    indeed,    there    was    a     certain 
splendour  in  her  disorder.     But  with  the  Eevolution  the 
splendour  vanished;    and  ever  since,  through  Directory, 
Empire,    Eestoration,   July    Monarchy,    Second    Empire, 
Third   Eepublic,    her   political   arrangements    have   been 
getting  more  and  more  sordidly  embroiled.     It  has  been 
an    unbroken    triumphal     progress     of     ineptitude    and 
turpitude— tiU   now   .   .    .!      Well,    now   they    have    the 
Dreyfus  Confusion,   with  the  menace  of   something    like 
a  Second  Terror,  and  the  actual  presence  of  the  Impasse. 

"It  is  a  thousand  pities,"  my  friend  continued,  "from 
every  point  of  view ;  but  from  the  point  of  view  of  people 
who  care  for  literature  it  is  downright  heartrending. 
For  France  is  the  literary 'nation  par  excellence.  French- 
men don't  know  how  to  govern,  but  they  do  know  how  to 
write.  And  think,  think,  if  you  please,  of  the  literature 
which  has  been  lost  to  the  world,  the  precious  verse,  the 
high  melodious  prose,  by  the  time  and  talent  which  they 
have  squandered  in  their  obstinate  attempts  to  govern— to 
fly  without  wings,  to  walk  without  feet,  to  govern  without 
the  smallest  capacity  for  governing.  Think,  if  half  that 
time,  half  that  talent,  had  been  concentrated  upon  their 
manuscripts,  think  of  the  long  roll  of  Villons  and  Yerlaines, 


of  Molieres,  of  Pierre  Lotis,  of  Flauberts  and  Maupassants,. 
we  should  have  had,  instead  of  a  niggardly  one  of  each. 
But  no.  Born  to  write,  my  lady  France  has  wasted  herself 
'  in  the  vulgar  drudgery  of  trying  to  keep  house.  It  isn't 
in  her.  It  is  a  task  for  which  the  very  delicacy  of  her 
endowments  renders  her  supremely  unfit. 

"Well  .  .  .?"  asked  my  friend,  pausing  for  the 
fraction  of  a  second.  "  What  is  the  obvious  solution  ? 
The  literary  man  who  is  wise  employs  some  trusty  capable 
body  to  do  his  housekeeping  for  him.  Then  he  writes. 
France  shoidd  employ  some  trusty  capable  body  to  do  her 
governing  for  her.  Then  she  should  write.  And  we,  the 
trusty  capable  English,  who  have  long  since  approved 
ourselves  the  skilfullest  governors  of  two  hemispheres,  we 
are  separated  from  her  shores  by  the  merest  contemptible 
ribbon  of  salt  water.  We  govern  our  own  household  to 
admiration ;  and  where  we  have  '  gone  out  to  service ' 
with  strangers,  we  have  never  failed  to  do  our  work  in 
masterly  style.     Look  at  India.     Look  at  Egypt. 

"  How  is  it  that  it  has  never  occurred  to  the  French  to 
send  for  us  ?  Anyhow,  the  moment  has  now  arrived  for 
them  to  do  so.  It  is  the  only  way  out  of  their  impasse. 
Let  them  send  for  us.  Let  them  cease  this  futile  straining 
to  run  their  governmental  machinery  for  themselves,  and 
consecrate  their  genius  to  the  noble  art  for  which  heaven 
intended  it.  Let  them  write,  let  them  look  into  their 
hearts  and  write.  We  wiU  do  the  rest.  Let  them  con- 
sider India  and  Egypt,  and  send  for  us.  Let  France 
employ  England  as  her  femme-de-charge.  With  an  English 
Governor-General  at  the  Elysee,  with  English  heads  at 
her  ministries,  with  English  judges  on  her  bench,  and 
(above  all)  with  English  soldiers  at  her  Etat-major,  her 
bothers  will  be  definitely  ended.  Her  housekeeping  will 
move  upon  oiled  wheels.  And  she,  the  Sappho  among 
nations,  will  be  free  to  bestow  her  undivided  mind  upon 
the  production  of  copy." 

Again  my  friend  paused,  this  time  for  a  longer  interval, 
standing  with  his  back  to  the  empty  fireplace,  and  gazing 
pensively  at  the  opposite  wall.  "Ah  me  !  "  he  sighed  at 
last.  "I'm  afraid  it's  but  a  beautiful  dream.  The  idea 
is  quite  perfect,  but  I'm  afraid  it  would  not  smile  upon 
the  French." 

I  repeat  my  friend's  suggestion  a  litre  de  curiosite.  It  I 
really  seems  to  me  that  there  is  a  good  deal  in  it.  But, . 
like  him,  I  fear  it  would  not  smile  upon  the  French. 
What  is  the  kink,  the  perversity,  in  their  intelligence^  ^ 
which  would  prevent  their  seeing  and  accepting  it  ? 

Hexry  Haelajjd. 


A  Rigmarole. 

I   roRGET   now   exactly-   how  it  came  about ;   I  only  ron 
member  the  story  they  told.     One  of  them  suggested  a| 
"  rigmarole,"   and   the   others   agreed.     As   Mr.   Gissin 
had  been  the  most  silent,  they  made   him   begin  ;   the 
Mr.  Anthony  Hope  was  to  spin  the  story  on  until  MisJ 
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Humpliry  Ward  wiw  ready  to  take  it  up,  and  Mr.  Le 
Oallienne  was  to  finish  it. 

iSo  Mr.  (Hssing  began  : 

"  Drearily  and  medianically  the  woman  laid  the  cloth, 
smootliing  the  stains  and  groaso-niarks  with  the  palm  of 
her  liand.  With  a  heavy  sigh  she  placed  the  lialf-loaf, 
its  dry  side  downwards,  on  the  cracked  Jubilee  plate. 

'Mrs.  I'ogson,'  called  a  slirill  voice  through  the  key- 
hole, 'I'm  gettin'  a  'aporth  of  pickles  for  mother,  and 
she  says  will  you  go  'alvos  ? ' 

'  Yes,  Su.sy,  wait  a  minute,'  answered  the  woman,  as 
she  felt  in  the  limp  gown  hanging  behind  the  door  for 

•farthing. 
'The   first  fioor's    'avin'  kippers,'  volunteered  tSusy  as 
an  explanation  of  a  curious  odour  hanging  heavily  about 
the  landing,  then  her  little  feet,  in  her  mother's  slippers, 
slopped  down  the  stairs." 

"  A  door  bangs  smartly,  a  confident  step  is  heard,  and 
soon  the  little  room  is  ringing  with  a  man's  laugh. 

'Ha,  ha,  Clementina!  That  fickle  jade  Fortune  has 
smiled  at  me  at  last.  We  are  off  to  South  Greenland  to- 
morrow.' 

'  And  the  passage  money  ?  ' 

'The  passage  money  and  an  extra  £10,000  repose  in 
my  pocket.' 

'  May  one  ask  how  it  got  there  ? ' 

'  Does  my  queen  want  business  details  ?  Well,  listen. 
I  have  borrowed  Ijord  Ballyfuly's  shares  in  the  new  Far 
from  Home  Magazine,  and  sold  them,  holding  the  money 
until  it  can  be  returned  in  South  Greenland  Bonds. 

'  A  masterly  stroke,  but  you  must  carry  it  out  alone.  A 
woman  would  be  in  your  way. ' 

'  Clementina ! ' 

'  Oh,  I  am  very  sorry ;  but  I  am  getting  a  little  tired 
of  doing  the  waiting  while  you  do  tho  adventures.' " 

"  Wlien  Maurice  was  away,  Clementina  forced  herself  to 
face  tho  iirobleiu  which  so  persistently  beset  her.  Had  .she 
been  right  in  letting  Maurice  go  alone,  were  her  motives 
entirely  altruistic,  or  were  they  tainted  with  self-interest  ? 
Did  not  her  inherited  passion  of  doubt  lead  her  to  distrust 
the  Ukelihood  of  there  eventually  being  any  fortune  to 
share  ? 

She  looked  at  her  watch,  it  was  nearly  time  for  the 
meeting.  She  hastily  glanced  tlirough  her  notes  on  the 
'four-hours-a-day '  question,  when  the  door  opened  sud- 
denly, and " 

"A  telegi-am  was  brought  in  by  a  pleasant-looking  house- 
'  parlour  maid.  Oh,  fantastic  pink  little  message !  How 
often  have  you  stirred  the  hearts  of  lovers  !  It  ran  thus : 
'  Tho  gentle  south  wind  has  blown  me  back  to  England, 
out  not  to  fame.  Tho  brains  of  my  ignorant  countrymen 
are  too  narrow  to  let  in  the  idea  of  South  Greenland. 
They  will  not  accept  me  nor  my  story.  Oh !  Clementina, 
I  am  lost.    Let  our  hearts  break  together.' 


That  evening  the  loveni  sat  out  in  tho  starlight,  hand 
in  hand.  The  deep,  dark  ocean  of  love  \iw\  crowded  out 
all  thoughts  but  its  own. 

'  What  nonsense  the  astronomers  talk  aliuut  the  iitan,' 
murmured  Clementina.  'Surely  that  rod  one  is  nut  ao 
very  far  off.' 

'  What  a  wonderful  inspiration  ! '  said  Maurice.  '  liet 
us  go  on  a  walking-tour  until  we  reach  it.' 

So  of  course  they  went." 

Oabike  Cadby. 


Things  Seen. 


Operation. 

The  nurse  stole  into  the  room:  "Please  put  on  your 
dressing-gown  and  slippers,  and  come  downstairs."  Four 
doctors,  in  their  shirt  sleeves,  were  standing  behind  the 
operating  table.  "  It's  a  hard  bed,"  I  said,  making  a 
great  eifort  to  be  brave,  for  the  sight  terrified  me.  "  Not 
80  hard  as  a  plank  bed !  "  came  the  cheerful  answer. 
They  were  accustomed  to  amateur  patients.  I  stretched 
myself  upon  the  table.  As  they  uncut  the  bandages  I 
remarked  that  the  afternoons  were  ilrawing  in — drawing 
in.  "This  will  send  you  to  sleep,"  said  a  voice,  placing 
an  india-rubber  cap  over  my  face.  "  Take  a  deep  breath." 
His  hands  pressed  the  cap  to  my  lips  :  the  veins  below  my 
ears  throbbed  beneath  tlie  touch  of  his  fingers.  I  heard 
them  discussing  which  instruments  tliey  should  use.  "  To- 
day," I  thought,  "  the  Guards  come  home." 

An  eternity  later  my  mind  partly  awoke.  I  was  in  bed. 
My  hands  went  down  to  the  bandages.  The  ether !  That 
terrible,  nauseating  etlier.  Will  it  never  leave  me  ?  Dim 
forms  flitted  about  the  room.  They  were  kind,  I  knew,  but 
I  was  so  lonely  with  my  pain.  I  could  have  killed  them 
for  not  assuaging  my  awfid  thirst.  I  cried  and  com- 
plained, but  nobody  attended.  If  only  I  could  cough. 
I  thought  of  running  brooks  in  Ireland,  and  water-hens. 

If  only   I   could   turn    over  on   my   side.      If  only 

Strong  hands  moved  me.     Oh,  the  relief ! 

When  I  awoke  the  doctor  was  bending  over  me : 
"Then  you  haven't  killed  me,"  I  said.  To  which  he 
replied  gruffly  :  "  You'll  do  now."  "  What  a  casual 
man,"  I  thought.  Something  pricked  me  on  the  shoulder. 
I  fell  asleep — quite  happy. 


Tribulation. 

The  Fulham-road  was  dotted  with  knots  of  men  trying  to 
finish  indeterminate  arguments.  Through  the  mid- 
night mizzle  came  raucous  voices  proclaiming  the 
closing  hour.  In  front  of  me  loomed  an  object,  moving 
mysteriously  through  the  mist.  Overtaking  it,  I  saw  it 
was  a  four  -  wheeler.      Between  the  shafts,  bent  almost 
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double,  was  a  man — an  old  man,  for  under  the  brim  of  his 
tall  hat  I  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  wisp  of  white  whisker. 
"  'Ello !  are  you  the  'awse  or  the  driver  ?  "  asked  the  man 
with  the  cornet. 

The  group  shifted,  expectant.  The  old  man  set  down 
the  shafts,  came  round  and  sat  on  the  step,  wizened  and 
very,  very  old. 

"Closed?"  he  said.     The  youth  in  the  apron,  looking 
this  way  and  that  way,  said,  compassionately,  "  Pint  ?  " 
"  "Where's  the  'awse  ?  "  asked  the  man  with  the  comet. 
The  old  man  wiped  the  froth  from  his  lips  with  his 
sleeve. 

"Bus-pole  ran  clean  into  'er,"  said  the  old  man.  He 
spoke  in  a  high,  quavering  voice,  quite  devoid  of  emotion. 
"  Lays  up  there,"  he  continued.  "  Eight  years  and  more 
I  drove  her ;  best  mare  ever  I  drove.  Bus-pole  ran  right 
clean  into  'er — coming  rarnd  the  corner.     Blarst  'un  !  " 

"  It's  that  racin' ;  that's  where  it  is,"  said  the  youth  in 
the  apron.     "  Yer  own  mare  '? " 

The  old  man  nodded,  looking  into  his  tankard. 
"  Got  another  'awse  ?  " 
The  old  man  shook  his  head. 

The  group  stood  round  in  silence  as  the  old  man  rose, 
and  stepped  between  the  shafts. 

"  Fur  to  go  ?  "  asked  the  man  with  the  cornet. 
"  Lambeth,"  said  the  old  man.     "  I  stands  at  Lambeth. 
Stood  there  thirty  year  and  more." 

Slowly  the  old  man  bent  to  the  shafts  once  more  and 
pulled.  The  four-wheeler  creaked,  started,  jogged 
forwai-d,  grew  dimmer  in  the  drizzle,  and  faded  finally 
from  view. 

"  'Ard,  I  call  it,"  said  the  youth  in  the  apron. 


Academy     Portraits. 


Contrast. 


Sunday  morning  at  the  end  of  a  hot  September.  A  green 
path  between  the  heather ;  the  scent  of  pines  wafting  over ; 
a  sky  of  jiure  and  aqueous  blue.  No  sound  at  all  but  the 
pattering  of  husks  dropped  by  squirrels  through  the 
branches  of  the  beeches,  a  distant  belfry,  and  now  and 
then  the  rustle  of  a  wrenched  bramble  as  we  pulled  black- 
berries. The  road,  twelve  steps  below  us,  winding — a 
white  snake — out  of  the  dark  fir  wood,  was  silent  too. 

"  Peace  !  peace  !  perfect  peace !  "  said  sub-consciousness ; 
when  ftt  !  fit  !  fit  !  fit  !  fit  !  broke  into  the  landscape. 
Louder  it  grew,  louder  and  nearer  and  faster  and — yes — 
terrible.  Ft  !  fi  !  fi  !  fi!  fi!  .  .  .  .  and  a  motor-car  panted 
by,  snorting  paraffin.  A  man-  with  drawn  features  gripped  a 
lever,  a  woman  clung  to  the  seat  beside  him,  and  above 
the  engine's  sobs  they  screamed  conversation — probable 
speed  and  distances. 

In  a  moment  the  thing  had  gone,  its  gasps  grew 
fainter,  fainter,  and  were  lost.  A  whiff  of  its  noisome 
wake  wandered  up  our  little  path ;  passed ;  and  the 
world  was  sweet  again.  But  the  pattering  of  the  husks 
dropped  by  squirrels  through  the  branches  of  the  beeches 
was  heard  no  more. 


XL. — J.  K.  Huysmans. 
By  One  Who  Knows  Him. 
I  n.WE  made  the  journey  many  times  during  the  last  few 
years  to  the  hovise  in  the  Eue  de  Sevres  where  the  author 
of  JSn  Route  lives,  and  many  times  has  the  doer  been 
opened  by  Joris  Karl  Huysmans'  housekeeper,  that 
mystic  old  woman  whom  ho  has  introduced  into  more 
than   one   of   his    novels.     And   so   many  pleasant  chats 


J.  K,  HuYSMAxs  IN  HIS  Study. 

have  1  had  with  this  French  author  about  his  books 
and  those  by  other  people,  about  men  and  about  things 
in  general,  that  it  hardly  seems  possible  the  call  I  recently 
made  will  be  the  last— yet  it  is  highly  probable 
M.  Huysmans  will  shortly  leave  Paris  for  Liguge,  in  the 
department  of  the  Vienne,  there  to  pass  the  remainder 
of  his  days  in  solitude. 

One  might  almost  bo  said  to  be  able  to  read  the  life 
history  of  M.  Huysmans,  a  grey-headed,  blue-eyed  man 
with  a  Eoman  nose  and  a  wrinkled  forehead,  in  the 
objects    which   crowd    his   cosy   study.      Things  worldly 
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unci  things  spiritual  lio  side  by  side,  marking  the  two 
extremes  of  his  life.  On  the  walls  are  drawings  by 
I'arisian  artists  and  engravings  by  Flemish  masters,  in 
the  book-case  facing  the  window  are  priceless  works  on 
mysticism  and  devil-worship  side  by  side  with  works  of 
devotion  and  rare  Bibles,  over  the  title-pages  of  which 
their  owner  will  go  into  ecstasies ;  on  the  mantel-piece 
are  carved  figures  of  saints,  an  altar  decoration  and 
tapers,  suggestive  of  devotion  and  a  saintly  life.  There 
is  a  strange  air  of  faith  and  wanton  unbelief  in  the  room, 
and  each  is  so  pronounced  that  one  begins  to  wonder 
which  has  gained  the  mastery  in  the  contest  for  a  soul. 

No  matter  what  volume  of  the  fifteen  works  comprising 
M.  Huysmans'  literary  baggage  we  take  in  hand,    it    is 
not  difficult  to  detect  his  nationality.     Though  French  by 
education  and  in  sympathies,  he  is  Dutch  by  origin  ;  and 
ho  possesses  a  certain  faculty  of  using  words  as  though 
they  were  colours,   a  power  over  detail  such  as  may  be 
observed  in  the  work  of  Teniers  and  Jordaens.     He  was 
born   in   Paris   on   February   5,    1848,    his   father   being 
Dutch  and  his  mother   French.      His   debut   as   a  writer 
was  made  under   M.   Emile   Zola,    in   those  days— now 
long  since   past   and,    with   their  literary   ideals,   almost 
forgotten— when  Guy  de  Maupassant,   Ceard,  Hennique, 
and  Paul  Alexis  used  to  meet  at  Modan.     Lea  Soirees  de 
Medan,  principaUy  dealing  with  the  1870  War,  was  the 
result— a   remarkable   one,    too,    in    its   way,    since    that 
volume    of     short    stories,    which    had    been    published 
previously  in  France  and  abroad,  contained  several  notable 
pieces    of    work,    Maupassant's    Boule    de    Suif    bomg, 
undoubtedly,    the  greatest,    and   Huysmans'    Sac   au    Dos 
by  no  means  the  least  important  of   the   collection.     In 
that  story,   the  earliest  which  M.   Huysmans  wrote,  the 
author's  pessimistic  outlook  upon  life  found   expression  ; 
and  so  it  was  to  be  in  the  more  pretentious  works  which 
followed.      Take   no   matter   what    novel   or   short   story 
written  by  h\m—Marthe,  which  was  published  in   1876; 
Les    Smirs    Vatard,   1879  ;   En  Menage,   1881  ;    A  Rehours, 
1884;  A   Vau  I'Eau,   1882;   En  Bade,   1887;  and  Z<l-Bas, 
1891— all  contain  the  outpourings  of  a  soul  embittered  by 
life,  and,  what  is  more,  an  evident  love  on  his  part,  as 
M.  Eodenbach  has  pointed  out,  for  "I'odeur  du  peche." 
A    Vau  /'^a«—"  Drifting  "—the  story   of   a   Government 
official,    M.   Folantin,    wlio   can   find   no   ray  of  hope  in 
anything,  is  the  most  pessimistic  of  all.     But  in  Zd-Bas 
the  modem  apostle  of  pessimism  strayed  somewhat  from 
his   usual  path;  he   gave  his  readers  a  minute  study  of 
Satanism  in  the  mystic  rites  of  which  he  is  as  great  an 
authority   as   M.   Jules   Bois,    the   author   of   Les   Petites 
Religions    de    Paris.      "  There    is    no    doubt,"    said    M. 
Huysmans  to  me  upon  one  occasion,  "  that  devil-worship 
exists   in   Paris   at  the   present  time.     I  have  published 
mucli  of  the  truth  in  lA-Bas,  as  much  as  I  can,  for  I  have 
not  disclosed  all.     There  are  some  things  which  I  could 
show  you  in  works  in  my  library  here  which  are  really 
terrifying."    Mysticism  led  M.  Huysmans  to  Catholicism. 


Durtal,  the  mystic  in  D\-Ba»,  is  no. other  than  M. 
Huysmans  himself,  and  he  makes  no  secret  whatever  of 
the  fact.  He  appears  again  in  En  Route  and  in  La 
CatMdralo,  both  of  which  have  been  translated  into 
English,  and  he  will  finally  be  seen  in  V  Oblaf,  a  forth- 
coming study  of  the  Benedictine  life  up<m  which  M. 
Huysmans  is  at  present  engaged.  Of  the  genuineness  of 
M.  Huysmans'  conversion  there  can  be  no  doubt  whatever. 
It  is  now  six  years  ago  since  he  made  a  retreat  at  Tia 
Trappe,  and  since  then  he  has  carried  out  everything  that 
could  be  retiuired  of  the  most  devout  Catholic. 

In  writing  his  books  M.  Huysmans  is  very  slow  and 
painstaking.  His  method  of  work  is  very  siniil.ir  to  that 
of  M.  /ola.  He  reads  everything  which  bears  on  the  main 
idea  and  characters  of  his  novel,  at  the  same  time  taking 
careful  and  voluminous  notes.  His  researches  are  made 
principally  in  the  evening,  the  morning  until  noon  being 
devoted  to  the  classification  of  his  notes.  And  what  a  labour 
these  researches  entail,  M.  Huysmans,  as  did  his  old 
friend  Gustave  Flaubert,  has  discovered.  When  writing 
En  Route  he  had  to  read  whole  libraries.  Then,  when  he 
has  thoroughly  mastered  his  subject  and  the  characters  of 
his  novel  have  begun  to  take  the  form  of  living  men 
and  women,  he  works,  principally  in  the  early  morning, 
upon  the  actual  writing  of  the  chapters  of  liis  book.  But 
during  this  part  of  his  work  M.  Huysmans  takes  long  rests, 
sometimes  never  touching  his  pen  for  five  or  six  days 

together. 

M.  Huysmans  has  not  solely  followed  the  profession  of 
literature ;  like  Charles  Lamb,  he  was  engaged  for  thirty 
years  of  his  life  in  "sucking  his  sustenance  through  a 
<iuill."  In  fact,  it  is  only  a  short  time  since  he  retired 
upon  a  pension  from  the  Service  de  1' Administration  of  the 
Ministry  of  the  Interior.  He  feels,  now,  that  he  is  well- 
entitled  to  a  rest,  and  that  is  why  he  intends  to  build  a 
hermitageafter  his  own  heart  at  Ligugo,  where  he  will 
coin  the  golden  phrases  for  L'Oblat  and  for  that  Life 
of  Sainte  Lidwine. 


The  following  are  excerpts  from  a  criticism  of  a  new 
novel,  and  they  appeared  in  an  evening  contemporary  last 
Saturday.  We  leave  the  title  and  the  author  to  our 
readers'  ingenuity :  "  It  is  one  of  the  few  books  which 
defy  comparative  criticism.  It  declines  to  be  classed.  It 
is  of  no  school.  It  owns  no  lineage,  acknowledges  no 
tradition.  Its  form  is  new,  its  ethical  message  is  new,  and 
both  are  cast  in  a  giant  mould.  In  the  grandeur  of  its 
conception,  the  tremendous  sweep  of  its  action,  the 
sublimity  of  the  human  passions  which  wrestle  in  it  Uke 
Titans,  it  soars  into  the  dread  ether  of  iEschylus,  the 
awful  altitudes  of  Milton.  .  .  .  In  aU  literature  we  can 
recaH  no  study  of  the  love-passion  which  can  compare  with 

.     Others  give  us  gUmpses  of  the  fires  in  the  volcano. 

They  show  us  the   smoke,   the  cinders,   the  tongues  of 

flames  Ucking  the  edges  of  the  crater.     But  in we  are 

in  the  very  heart  of  the  volcano  all  the  time." 
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Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

The  marriage  of  tlie  Hon.  Neville  Lytton  and  Miss 
Judith  Blunt,  which  will  take  place  early  in  the  winter, 
unites  two  families  already  intimately  associated  by  the 
friendship  between  the  fathers  of  the  bridegroom  and  the 
bride.  That  was  a  friendship  of  life— and  life  as  young 
diplomatists  see  it  in  sunny  capitals — and  of  literature,  the 
complementary  life,  the  very  breath  to  both  of  them.  Nay, 
the  late  Earl  used  to  say  he  might  have  died  by  his  own 
hand  had  that  hand  not  also  been  occupied  by  the  writing  of 
Lucile.  His  Bohemian  boyhood,  the  bitterness  of  parental 
strife,  the  loss  of  his  only  and  devoted  sister — to  these 
unnerving  experiences  were  added  those  of  an  impecunious 
young  diplomatist  launched  on  the  world  at  the  age  of 
seventeen  by  his  uncle.  Lord  Dalling,  and  sent  abroad  on 
an  insufficient  allowance,  fitful  even  so.  His  miseries 
seemed  to  be  greater  than  he  could  bear,  when  his  love 
of  poetry  came  to  rescue  him.  His  first  volume,  pub- 
lished when  he  was  twenty-four,  was  quickly  followed  by 
The  Wanderer,  written  mostly  in  Florence,  where  he  enjoyed 
the  intimate  friendship  of  the  Brownings.  Lucile,  pub- 
lished in  1861,  estabHshed  the  name  of  "  Owen  Meredith  "  ; 
and  it  was  at  that  time  that  Mr.  Wilfrid  Blunt,  then  a 
young  unpaid  attache,  passing  through  Vienna  on  his  way 
from  Constantinople,  made  the  beginnings  of  a  friendship 
of  some  thirty  years. 


Calling  at  the  Embassy,  Mr.  Blunt  found  together 
Robert  Lytton  and  Julian  Fane,  who  had  recently  pub- 
lished their  joint  metrical  version  of  "  Tannhauser."  It 
was  only  a  passing  glimpse  ;  but  Mr.  Blunt  has  never  lost 
his  first  impression  of  the  face  and  figure  of  Robert 
Lytton  as  he  sat  writing,  one  hand  on  his  work  and  the 
other  caressing  his  black  poodle — an  attitude  and  an  act 
which  was  afterwards  known  to  be  typical.  It  was  not  till 
the  August  of  1865  that  the  two  met  again.  By  that 
time  Lytton's  happy  marriage  had  taken  place,  and  his 
fortunes  were  assured.  He  was  in  charge  of  the  Mission 
of  Lisbon,  and  Mr.  Blunt  had  been  sent  thither  into  exile 
— as  he  thought  it — from  Paris  by  the  paternal — he 
thought,  perhaps,  the  grandmotherly — care  of  Lord  Ham- 
mond. Mr.  Blunt — who  has  been  of  the  frankest  with 
his  autobiography,  both  in  verse  and  in  prose — was  then 
at  a  crisis  of  his  own  youth.  He  stood  "just  at  that 
parting  of  the  ways  where  a  little  sympathy  of  a  certain 
kind  means  a  whole  world  pf  difference  in  the  choice  of  a 
road — on  this  side  to  salvation,  on  that  to  perdition." 


Lisbon  was  hot  and  deserted  when  Mr.  Blunt  reached  it, 
only  to  be  told  that  Lytton  had  fled  to  Cintra  for 
villeggiatiira.  Thither  Mr.  Blimt  followed  him,  and  found 
a  welcome  which  transformed  those  parched  hills  into  the 
Delectable  Mountains.  All  that  evening,  and  tiU  late 
into  the  night — Lytton  was  a  bachelor  for  the  time — they 


discovered  each  other,  and  they  were  stiU  talking  of 
poetry  and  philosophy  when  the  candles  burnt  out  in 
the  sockets  and  dawn  moved  on  the  hills  and  in  the  cork 
woods.  What  Curran  once  said  to  Lord  Avonmore  has  its 
■fit  quotation  in  this  case  also,  as  in  all  the  annals  of 
generous  youth :  "  We  can  remember  those  nights  with- 
out any  other  regret  than  that  they  can  return  no  more ; 
for 

We  spent  tliem  not  in  toys,  or  lust,  or  wine ; 

But  search  of  deep  philosophy, 

Wit,  eloquence,  and  poesy. 
Arts  which  I  loved,  for  they,  my  friend,  were  thine." 

Thus  were  three  months  passed.  "  On  diplomatic  ques- 
tions," Mr.  Blunt  confesses,  "  I  do  not  remember  that  we 
wasted  a  single  word."  It  was  a  holiday  of  poetry,  never 
to  be  repeated  under  those  conditions  of  exaltation.  But 
it  was  thenceforth  the  lot  of  Mr.  Wilfrid  Blunt  to  be  with 
Lord  Lytton,  not  only  in  the  careless  intimacy  of  private 
life,  but  when  his  father  difed  ;  when  he  became  Secretary 
in  Paris  under  Lord  Lyons ;  when  he  was  offered  the 
Governorship  of  Madras  ;  when,  at  Simla,  he  signed  the 
Treaty  of  Gandamak  ;  on  his  return  from  India  ;  at  Kneb- 
worth,  when  he  was  writing  Gleiiaveril  \  and  lastly,  when 
he  lay  on  his  death-bed  in  the  green  drawing-room  of  the 
Paris  Embassy.  The  article  Lord  Lytton  wrote  on  "A 
New  Love  Poet,"  when  Mr.  Wilfrid  Blunt  published  Tli^ 
Love  Sonnets  of  Protem  in  1881,  and  the  memorable  tribute 
which,  in  the  same  page  of  the  Nineteenth  Century, 
Mr.  Blunt  paid  a  decade  later  to  his  departed  friend,  are 
two  last  links  in  that  chain  of  friendship  which  carries  to- 
day its  worthy  pendant — the  announcement  of  the  marriage 
of  the  only  daughter  of  one  of  these  poet-friends  with  the 
son  of  the  other. 


Those  who  had  the  privilege  of  knowing  Blanche  Willis 
Howard  during  her  visits  to  England  will  hear  of  her  death 
with  regret,  keen  and  keener  according  to  the  closeness  of 
their  acquaintance  with  her.  For  an  author  so  widely 
read — no  "young  girl"  in  America  but  has  begun  her 
novel  reading  with  One  Summer — wonderfully  little  is 
known  of  her  personality.  You  may  take  up  Who's  Who 
or  Men  of  the  Time  and  not  find  her  name.  She  was  inter- 
viewed never.  Without  having  any  unbalanced  dislike 
of  publicity,  .she  simply  gave  it  the  go-by.  The  letters  and 
circulars  from  compilers  of  biographical  dictionaries  were  > 
not  torn  into  shreds  or  stamped  upon — they  simply  lay  un-' 
opened  at  some  abandoned  address,  or  were  edged  byi 
degrees,  and  almost  imperceptibly,  from  her  table  into  thei 
waste-paper  basket.  She  never  sought  out  a  reviewer,  Of 
said  a  good  word  with  the  hope  of  getting  one  in  retumi 
If  reviewing  were  the  corrupt  thing  it  is  sometimes  said  ■ 
be,  she,  indeed,  would  have  fared  ill ;  but  anybody  who 
recalls  the  praises  printed  of  Gwen,  no  less  in  England 
than  in  America,  will  hardly  have  an  easy  crediUity  for  th( 
Legend  of  the  Logroller. 
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M188  Howard  was  very  young  when  she  publishwl  Om 
Summer,  and  its  immediato  popularity  brought  her  from 
lier  puhlishors  the  commission  to  write  anotlier  story  for 
a  fixed  Hiim.  It  was  a  large  sum  to  the  girl  in  her  toens, 
who  had  hardly  gone  beyond  lior  birthplace  in  the  State 
of  Maino,  and  was  now  beset  by  the  desire  to  wander.  To 
I'hiropo,  of  course,  it  took  her;  and  her  steps  turned  to- 
wards Brittany  and  paused  at  Pontaven,  where  the  little 
colony  of  English  and  American  painters  included,  at 
least,  one  of  her  friends.  He  was  tho  Hamor  of  Owen, 
one  of  the  few  books  about  artists  which  the  studios 
accept.  About  the  fisher-folk  it  is  equally  exact.  G  wen, 
tho  fisher-giri,  sits  to  Hamor,  loves  him,  and  dies  a  victim 
to  his  egotism.  The  book,  indeed,  is  a  study  in  egotism 
—subtle  and  penetrating.  It  established  the  author's 
reputation  in  her  own  country,  and  hero  in  England  it 
has  found  a  wide  and  a  wonderfully  enthusiastic  body  of 
readers.  Of  her  several  other  books  the  greatest  interest 
was  that  they  came  from  tho  pen  that  composed  Given, 
anil  this  notwithstanding  tho  really  clever  passages  to  be 
found  in  The  Open  Door. 


Lord  Ddfj-eein  has  many  stories  to  tell  of  his  famous 
contemporaries,  and  they  include  at  least  ono  of  Mr. 
Eiidyard  Kipling,  whom  he  knew,  and  whose  father  he 

Kknew,  in  India.     Later,  Lord  Dufferin  was  in  Venice,  and 
e  was  there  accosted  by  a  man  whose  face  and  name  he 
id  not  at  first  recall.     "  Let  me  think  who  it  is,"  he  said, 
alf    in    query.      The    reply   came  :    "  I    am   Lockwood 
ivipling's  son." 


^^^1 


Is  it  by  accident  or  design  that  Mr.  Eudyard  Kipling's 
The  Day's  Work  (twenty-fifth  thousand!)  and  Lord 
Robert's  Forty-one  Yean  in  India  are  advertised  next  to 
eaeli  other,  with  particular  boldness,  in  Messrs.  Macmillan's 
newspaper  lists?  The  neiglibourhood  is  particularly 
happy  and  suggestive  ;  and  if  it  reminds  us  that  "Bobs" 
does  not  advertise,  it  proves  also  that  his  publishers 
lost  skilfully  and  excellently  do. 


Talking  of  Mr.  Kipling,  I  am  reminded  that  a  Folke- 
stone innkeeper  the  other  day  refused  to  serve  two  quarter- 
master sergeants  from  the  School  of  Musketry  because 
they  wore  the  (iueen's  uniform.  Hythe  and  Shorncliffe 
are  indignant,  and  General  Sir  William  Butler,  com- 
manding the  district,  has  put  the  inn  in  question  "  out 
of  bounds"  for  all  the  troops.  This  is  as  it  should  be; 
but  perhaps  the  general,  who  can  turn  a  neat  rhyme 
himself  on  occasion,  might  order  a  copy  of  the  Tommy 
Atkins  verses  to  be  sent  to  every  publican  round  about. 
It  could  hardly  fail  of  its  effect ;  and  the  modern  oidooker 
might  again  be  able  to  say  that  if  you  gave  him  the 
barrack-room  ballads  of  a  country  anybody  could  have  a 
present  of  the— now  somewhat  defective— laws. 


The    Book    Market. 

To  Cut  or  Not   to  Cut? 

TiiK  question  whether  books  should  bo  issued  cut  or  uncut 
by  tho  publisher  is  being  debated  with  warmtli,  not  to  wiy 
acrimony,  in  various  quarters.  A  representative  of  tlie 
Academy  has  sought  and  obtaine.!  interviews  witli  u 
loading  Publisher,  a  busy  Reviewer,  a  strong-minded 
Eeador,  and  a  London  Bookseller.     Here  are  the  results. 

A  Publisher. 
"Well,"  he  said,  "personally  I  prefer  my  books  uncut. 
That  is  because  I  like  cutting  them." 
"You  do!" 
"  Many  people  do." 
"But  j'/Hpersonally " 

"Impersonally,  I  think  that  novel*  should  be   issued 

with  cut  pages." 

"  Do  ym  issue  them  cut?" 

"No." 

"Then  your  testimony  seems  weak.  But  why  cut 
novels  ?  " 

"Because  people  want  to  read  a  novel  quickly  and 
throw  it  aside.  Oh,  novels  should  be  cut  I  Scientific 
works  and  every  book  of  reference  should  also  be  cut, 
because  if  left  to  the  paper-knife  these  books  cannot  l>e 
manipulated  easily  when  a  reference  is  wanted." 

"I  am  told  that  a  publisher  cannot  issue  a  book  cut 
except  at  a  serious  extra  cost." 

"  The  extra  cost  is  not  serious.  But  the  risk  to  the 
book's  appearance  is  serious.  The  guillotine,  with  which 
the  cutting  is  done,  is  a  fascinating  instrument,  and  the 
binder  who  knows  where  to  stop  is  rare.  Still,  novels 
ought  to  be  cut." 

"  But  you  don't  cut  them  ?  " 

"No." 

A  Reviewer. 

"This  'cutting'  controversy— do  you  think  that  books 
should  be  issued  with  cut  pages  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  How  do  you  cut  books?" 

"With  railway  tickets,  and  with  the  edge  of  my  hand." 

"  Do  you  never  use  a  paper-knife  ?  " 

"Oh,  no." 

"  What  do  you  think  publishers  should  do  ?  " 

"They  should  cut  their  books.  A  book  is  not  finished 
until  it's  cut.  Why  should  I  co-operate  in  its  production  ? 
I  would  rather  cut  a  publisher  than  a  book,  any  day." 

A  Reader. 

"You  read  a  great  many  books — how  do  you  like 
cutting  them  ?  " 

"My  dear  sir,  there  is  no  after-joy  to  corai)are  with  it. 
The  explorer  hewing  his  way  through  the  forest  primeval 
has  no  rarer  exultation." 
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"Oh,  come!" 

"  Well,  perhaps  that's  a  little  strong.     But  who  would 

buy  a  cut  Pater  ?     Belles-lettres  must  be  uncut.     AU  books 

rinted  on  hand-made  paper,  all  poetry,  all  essays  should 

e  uncut.     Let   Hall  Caine  be  shorn   if  you  will,  but  I 

must  carve  my  own  way  through  Norman  Gale." 

"  Do  you  like  novels  to  be  uncut?  " 

"Ah,    I    discriminate  —  I    discriminate.     Meredith! — 

yes;    but   the   herd! Henry   James!— yes;    but    the 

herd! " 


"  I  understand." 


A  Bookseller. 


"  Do  your  customers  like  their  books  cut  ?  " 
"  No,   not  as  a  rule.     I  do  a  large  business  with  the 
'book-loving'  class;  and  my  customers  resent  out  pages." 
"  Even  in  novels  ?  " 

<i  Well — in  some  novels.     Here  is  a  case  in  point.     Mr. 

Kipling's  Dai/s  IFork  is  the  first  of  his  books  to  be  issued 

with  cut  pages  and  a  gilt  top.     What  is  the  result  ?    My 

customers  complain.' 

"Complain?  " 

"  Complain.     Only  yesterday  a  man  brought  back  his 

copy.      '  Mr. ,'  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  injury,   '  you  have 

sent  me  a  horrible  cut  copy  of  Kipling's  book  :  I  prefer  to 
cut  my  own  books.'  Another  man  has  written  to  the 
same  effect.  Of  course,  I  don't  deny  that  the  average 
novel-reader  who  wants  the  average  novel  in  a  hurry  likes 
cut  pages.  Kipling  is  regarded  as  a  classic.  He  should 
not  be  cut." 

"  And  books  of  poetry,  belles-lettres,  &c.  ?  " 
"  Oh,  they  should  never  be  cut." 

"  It  has  been  said  that  if  books  were  issued  with  cut 
pages  people  would  handle  them  and  dip  into  them,  and 
spend  half-hours  reading  them  without  buying.  Would 
you  urge  that  as  one  of  your  arguments  against  issuing 
books  with  cut  pages?  " 

"  No.  That  does  not  weigh  with  me,  for  it  is  my  fixed 
principle  to  confer  on  everyone  the  freedom  of  my  shop.  I 
like  men  to  drop  in  here  in  their  luncheon  hour,  browse 
round  the  shelves,  warm  themselves  at  the  stove,  and  go 
out  without  buying." 
"  Well,  to  sum  up?" 

"  To  sum  up,  I  should  say :  let  publishers  issue  novels 
with  cut  pages,  but  let  them  leave  lelles-lettres  to  be  cut 
by  the  book -lover." 


C  orrespondence. 

"  The  Foiled  Explorer." 

giK  —There  are  one  or  two  minor  matters  connected 
with  Mr.  Savage  Lander's  account  of  his  attempt  to  get  to 
Lhassa  which  excite  my  curiosity,  and  which  I  should  be 
grateful  if  the  explorer  himself,  or  some  other  competent 
person,  would  explain. 


In  October  of  last  year  Mr.  Larkin,  a  political  officer  on 
the  Indian  frontier,  drew  up  and  forwarded  to  his  Govern- 
ment a  report  upon  Mr.  Lander's  expedition.  After  examin- 
ing the  explorer's  servants  and  certain  Tibetan  witnesses, 
he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Mr.  Landor's  account  of  his 
adventures  and  suiTerings  was  quite  trustworthy.  This 
report  was  apparently  pigeon-holed  at  Simla  and  for- 
gotten, for,  to  the  best  of  my  belief,  it  never  saw  the 
light  of  day  until  it  was  published  in  the  Times  about  a 
month  ago,  a  few  days  before  the  publication  of  Mr. 
Landor's  book.  For  nearly  twelve  months  this  document, 
which  would  have  silenced  those  evil  speakers  who  are 
always  ready  to  throw  doubt  upon  a  traveller's  tale,  was 
allowed  to  remain  unknown.  This  was  unfair  to  Mr. 
Landor,  and  was  not  atoned  for  by  the  fact  that  the 
moment  finally  chosen  for  its  disclosure  coincided  with  the 
publication  of  his  book,  to  the  veracity  of  which  it  formed 
a  remarkable  testimonial. 

Probably  more  interest — so  bloodthirsty  are  modern 
readers — has  been  taken  in  the  account  of  the  tortures 
which  Mr.  Landor  endured  so  manfully  than  in  any  other 
part  of  his  narrative.  The  intensity  of  his  sufferings  may 
be  partly  realised  by  a  careful  examination  ot  the  photo- 
graphs which  you  published  last  week  of  the  explorer 
before  and  after  the  attempt.  Not  only  was  his  face 
seamed  and  lined  by  the  agonies  which  he  under- 
went, but  its  actual  contour  was  altered.  Before,  he 
had  a  somewhat  receding  forehead ;  after,  it  was 
dome-shaped.  But  the  most  remarkable  change  is  in 
the  ear.  It  appears  to  be  set  on  higher  than  it 
was  before — a  circumstance  which  may  be  due  to  muscular 
contraction— and  the  cartilages  have  altered  their  shape. 
The  two  ridges  above  the  opening  of  the  auditory  canal  or 
concha  are  almost  parallel  in  the  first  photograph.  In  the 
second,  the  upper  ridge  has  been  bent  until  it  forms  almost 
an  equilateral  triangle  with  the  lower.  It  would  be  very 
interesting  if  some  physiological  expert  would  give  us 
instances  of  similar  changes  as  the  result  of  torture.  If 
not,  Mr.  Landor  has  yet  another  claim  upon  the  gratitude 
of  science.     I  enclose  my  card. — Yours  &c., 

London  :  Oct.  19,  1898.  Inquirer. 


Mr.  John  Ruskin's  Publisher. 

Sir,— Mr.  George  Allen  writes  me  that  he  has  "for 
many  years  published  all  Mr.  Euskin's  works,  includ- 
ing  the  selections  mentioned,"  and  he  hopes  that  I 
"  will  inform  the  readers  of  the  Academv  of  my  mis- 
apprehension." 

In  justice  to  Mr.  Allen,  I  must  inform  him  that  I  WM  ^ 
quite  aware  of  what  he  states ;  at  the  same  time,  I  must 
reiterate  that  my  book  of  selections,  which  may  or  may  ■ 
not   accord  with    his,  was   pubUshed  by  Messrs.    Smith, 

Elder  &  Co.— I  am,  &c., 

Isidore  G.  Ascoeh. 
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MESSRS.    METHUEN'S    NEW    BOOKS. 


"UNSURPASSED  IN  GEOGRAPHICAL  AND 
HUMAN   INTEREST."— Times. 

THROUGH  ASIA.     By  Sven  Hedin,  Gold 

Mciliilliiit  of  tho  Royal  Gooffrftpliical   Society.     With  .tOd  Illaatralions 

from  Skotclics  and  I'liotoip-aphs  by  the  Author,  and  3  Maps.      2  vols., 

royal  8vo,  368.  not. 

In  thirt  book  Dr.  Svon  Hodin,  tho  (listinRiiishod  Swedish  explorer,  descrilMS 

his  four  years'  experiences  and  his  extraordinary  adventures  in  Central  Asia, 

Dr.  Iledin  is  an  accomplished  artist,  and  his  drawinfts  are  full  nf  vigour  and 

interest. 

In  adventurous  interest  and  substantial  results  in  various  departments  of 
knowlcdRe,  Dr.  Hedin's  journey  will  boar  comparison  with  the  travels  of  the 
great  explorers  of  the  past,  from  Marco  Polo  downwards. 

Thi!  Gold  Medals  nf  the  Uoyal  GeoRravhical  Society  and  of  the  Russian 
Geonrsjihical  Society  have  been  conferred  upon  him  for  this  journey. 
AS  THRILLING  AS  INSTRUCTIVE. 
"  It  would  be  diWcult  to  mention  any  Ixwk  of  travel  covering  so  extensive  a 
field,  richer  in  sulistantial  information,  interest,  and  entertninment,  from 
bcginninf;  to  end  :  muili  of  it  is  a  revelation  ;  there  are  few  readers  who  will 
ni  t  find  in  it  somothiud  now  and  guKuestivo  ;  it  is  one  of  those  rare  books  of 
travel  that  one  is  loath  to  lay  down." 

'•  It  is  imjmfRiblo  to  give  an  ade(|uate  idea  of  the  richness  of  tho  contents  of 
this  book,  nor  of  its  abouniling  attractions  as  a  story  of  tmvel,  unsurpassed  in 
geographical  and  human  interest.  Altogether  the  work  is  one  which  in  solidity. 
novelty,  and  interest  must  take  a  first  rank  among  publications  of  its  class." 

A  GREAT  AND  LUMINOUS  RECORD.  ""'*■ 

"It  will  undonbteilly  take  rank  as  one  of  the  most  remarkable  books  of 
travel  of  the  century,"— Daily  Chronicle. 

"The  most  notable  contribution  of  the  decade  to  the  literature  of  Asiatic 
exploration.  Wo  must  not  omit  to  say  that  the  general  get-up  of  these  volumes 
is  beyond  praire.  Photographs,  sketches,  portraits,  and  maps  are  given  in 
profusion,  and  they  are,  without  exception,  finely  produced." 

.S7.  James's  Gazette, 
UNSURPASSED  IN  GEOGRAPHICAL  AND  HUMAN  INTEREST. 
"There  is  not  a  ehaiiter  which  is  withnul  its  human  or  its  scientific  interest. 
The  record  of  Dr.  Hedin's  journey  is  as  thrilling  as  i»  is  instructive.     We  know 
of  no  m  10  appalling  anil  reall^tio  account  of  the  butlcrings  ■  t  a  shipwrecked 
caiavan  in  tlio  sea  of  sand  than  his  account  of  his  desperate  march  from  the 
last  camp  to  the  pool  in  the  dry  bed  of  tho  Khotan-dari.i."— PuH  Mall  Oaxitte. 
"Dr.  Hedin  is  surely  em itled  to  rank  asapiiice  among  Asian  travellers. 
Certainlv  no  one  has  made  more  valuable  cnntriliuTious  to  the  knowloilgeof  tbe 
geography  of  that  part  of  the  world."'-  H  estminxltr  Qnzette. 

ONE  OF  THE  MOST  REMARKABLE  HOOKS  OF  THE  CENTURY. 
"  His  liigh  intellectual  attainments,  as  well    as    the  mural  and  physical 
qualities  that  go  to  the  making  of  a  great  traveller  are  apparent  in  his  book." 

<i  mi  ,    ■      ■   ■ ,       ,  Slanaard 

Ihest.vle  IS  vivid  and  picturesque,  and  the  reader  is  carried  on  without 
any  effoTl."^3tanrht'ifler  Guardian. 

"A  gre»t  and  luminous  lecord  of  adventure  and  exploration  across  0,1*10 
niiles  of  unknown  country."— i^ai/^  Mail. 

"The  whole  story  of  the  desert  adventure— whicli  occupies  the  last  two 
hundred  pages  of  the  first  volume— is  worthy  to  be  added  10  the  classics  in  its 
kind.  Nothing  more  vivid  or  intensely  thrilling  has  been  published  for  several 
years." — World. 

THE    PATH    TO    THE    POLE. 

NORTHWARD   OVER  the  GREAT  ICE. 

By  R.  E.  PEARY,  Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society. 

With  over  Sixi  Illustrations.  2  vols.,  royal  8vo,  S2s.  net. 
This  book,  the  only  one  written  by  the  great  explorer  who  has  started  on  a 
determined  attempt  to  reach  the  North  Polo,  contains  the  complete  account  of 
his  Arctic  exploration,  and  is  of  the  most  absorbing  interest  and  scientific  value. 
It  is  magnificenily  illustrated.  Tho  Royal  Geographical  Society  conferred  its 
Gold  Medal  on  the  author  last  May. 

"  The  bonk  is  full  of  interesting  matter— a  tale  of  brave  deeds  simply  told  • 
abundantly  illu-traied  w.th  prints  and  iaRpa."—Standard. 

"  His  book  will  take  its  place  among  tho  permanent  literature  of  Arctic 
exploration."— 7'i;ne*. 

"  The  value  of  the  illustrations  is  immense."— i)ai7i/  Chronicle. 

"An  impressive  and  fascinating  mirrative."— Dai!;/  Telegraph. 

"  Advouture  follows  adventure  in  continuous  procession."— Kai/y  Mail. 

"A  valuable  and  beautiful  work  of  thrilling  iaterest."— Scotsman. 

"  Crowded  with  adventures,  and  intensely  interesting."—  World. 

"An  exciting  and  thoroughly  well-arranged  book."— ,S<.  James't  Qaxette. 

"It  .yields  neither  in  interest  nor  in  ability  to  Nansen's  '  Farthest  North  ' 
while  its  results  are  no  less  \a\mMo."— Glasgow  Herald. 


TWENTY  YEARS  in  the  NEAR  EAST. 

By  A.  HULME  BEAMAN.  Demy  8vo,  with  Portrait,  lOs.  Od. 
A  personal  narrative  of  experiences  in  Syria,  Egypt,  Turkey,  and  the 
aikan  States,  including  adventures  in  the  Lebanon,  during  the  bombardment 
Of  Alexanilria,  the  first  Egyjitian  Campaign,  iho  Dongola  Expedition,  the 
Uretan  Insurrection,  &c.  The  book  also  contains  several  chapters  on  Turkey. 
Ita  people,  and  its  Sultan. 


CANON  LAW  in  ENGLAND.    By  F.  W.  Maitland, 

M.A.,  Lfi.D.,  Downing  ProfesHor  uf  tho  Lawn  of  KuKlaml  iu  tba  UalT«r> 
Hity  of  Cambridge.    Royal  hvo,  7ii.  6cI. 

MEMOIRS    of    ADMIRAL    SIR    COOPER    KE7. 

By   Admiral  P.   H.   COLUMB.     With  Portrait.     Dmnj  Hvo,  ■«■. 

ANNALS  of  ETON   COLLEGE.     By  W.  Sterry. 

M.A.     With  numcritiu  Illnstratirjiis.     Demy  Hvo,  7m.  (U\. 

VAILIMA  LETTERS.    By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

With  an  Elche<l  Portrait  by  William  Strang.  Cheaper  IMitlon.  Crown 
8vo,  buckram,  6«. 

AN  OLD  ENGLISH  HOME.    By  S.  Baring-Oould. 

With  nuioorouH  F'lariH  tiiid  lUuntrations.    Crown  8»o,  On. 
Thift  book  dcscnhnft  the  life  and  environment  of  an  old  Knglifh  family. 

READING  and  READERS.    By  Clifford  Harrison. 

Fcap,  8vo,  28.  ad. 

A  little  book  of  principle!  and  taints  \ij  tbe  most  distingnished  of  living 
reciters. 

DANTE'S  GARDEN.    By  Rosemary  Cotes.    With 

Front inpicce.     Fcap  8vo,  2h.  Od.  {Shorttjf. 

CAMBRIDGE  and  its  COLLEGES.    By  A.  Hamilton 

THOMPSON.  With  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  New.  Post  8vo,  3*. ;  leather, 
3s.  6d.  net. 

This  book  is  aniform  with  Mr.  Wells's  very  saccwsful  book,  "Oxford  and 

its  Colleges." 

DOCTRINE   and   DEVELOPMENT.     By  Hastings 

IIA.SIIDALL,  M.A.,  Follow  and  Tutor  of  New  College,  Oifoid.  Crown 
8vo,  6s. 

APOSTOLIC   CHRISTLA.NITY :   as  Illustrated  by 

the  Epistles  of  S.  Paul  to  tho  Corinthians.  By  H.  U.  HENSON,  M.A., 
Fellow  of  All  Souls',  Oxford.    Crown  8vo,  as. 

THE    XXXIX.    ARTICLES    of   the    CHURCH    of 

ENGLAND.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  E.  C.  B.  GIBSON,  D.D., 
Vicar  of  Leeds,  late  Principal  of  Wells  Theological  College.  Cneaper 
Edition  in  one  volume.    Demy  8vo,  128. 6(1.    [Haicdbooks  of  Thioioot. 

CARPENTRY   and  JOINERY.     By  F.  C.  Webber. 

Witli  many  Illustrations.    Crown  svo,  ;t«.  6d. 

[TsxT-BooKa  OF  TBCD!roi.oor. 

PRACTICAL  MECHANICS.     By  Sidney  H.  WeUs. 

Illustrated.    Crown  8vo,  3.s.  6d.  [rixr-Booxa  or  TKiBHOtoox. 

UNIVERSITY  and  SOCIAL  SETTLEMENTS.     By 

W.  RKASON,  M.A.    Crcwn  8vn,  2a.  6d.        LSocul  Oiestiok  Sibiis. 


Important   Moticom 

Messrs.  METEUEN  have  Just  puUished  Mr.  GILBERT 
PARKER'S  New  Romance,  "THE  BATTLE  of  the 
STRONG."     Crown  8vo,  6s. 


FIFTEEN  POPULAR  N0YELS.-6s.  each. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  STRONG. 

THE  ANGEL  OF  THE  COVENANT. 

DOMITIA. 

THE  TOWN  TRAVELLER. 

PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS. 

TO  ARMS ! 

THE   JOURNALIST- 

FROM   EAST  TO   WEST. 

AN   ENEMY  TO   THE  KING. 

DEADMANS. 

OWD    BOB. 

CORRAGEEN    IN    '98. 


Gilbert  Parker. 

Haclaren  Cobban. 

S.  Baringr-Gould. 

George  Qlsslngr. 

B.  M.  Croker. 

Andrew  Balfour. 

C.  F.  Keary. 

Jane  Barlow. 

R.  N.  Stephens. 

Mary  Gaunt. 

Alfred  Olllvant. 

Mrs.  Orpen. 

J.  Keighley  Snowden. 


THE    PLUNDER    PIT 

ANANIAS.  The  Hon.  Mrs.  Alan  Brodrlck 

A  VENDETTA  OF  THE  DESERT.     3s.  6d.     W.  C.  Scully, 


JTESSJiS.  METHUEN'S  NEW  BOOK  GAZETTE  and  CATALOGUE  sent  to  any  address. 

METHUEN  &  CO.,  Essex  Street,  W.C. 
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Book  Reviews  Reviewed. 

TnF,    T)ailii   Chroniele'n  opening   stiitorueut    is 

"The    CaUfor-  ''  I  » 

niana."      Hy       this  : 

Atherton."  Afrs.  Gertrude  Atherton  has  given  us,  as 

(  o  nLane.)  usual,  a  plever,  brilliant,  irresponsible  and 

interesting  piece  of  work,  full  of  brisk  epigrams,  vivid 
turns  of  speech,  and  effective  local  colour,  coupled 
as  usual  with  evidences  of  over-haste,  slap-dash 
execution,  and  a  feverish  trick  of  cheap  generalisation. 

The  Fall  Mall  Gazette  says  of  this  story : 

As  an  undercurrent  to  the  main  plot,  we  have  that 
curious,  crude,  rather  pathetic  Califomian  life  which 
impressed  Stevenson  so  deeply,  and  the  book  ends  on 
a  note  of  tragedy  with  the  extinction  of  one  of  the 
few  Spaniards  who  had  the  intelligence  not  to 
be  dispossessed  by  the  westward  course  of  the  Star  of 
Empire.  It  is  a  remarkable  book,  which  will  add  to 
Mrs.  Atherton's  reputation. 

Mrs.  Atherton's  book,  says  the  Daily  News,  "  is  a  sort  of 
'  Wild  West '  of  fashionable  fiction,  which  will  attract  or 
repel  English  readers  in  proportion  as  they  are  large- 
minded  enough  to  care  for  other  horizons  than  their  own." 
This  critic  has  revelled  in  Mrs.  Atherton's  epigrammatic 
touches  and  her  vocabulary.     Thus  : 

The  injunction  to  "  be  good  till  you  are  thirty," 
though  not  exactly  put  in  those  terms,  is  one  of  its 
pearls.  The  society  talks  as  they  talked  in  Swift's 
Polite  Conversation,  when  our  own  product  was  still,  so 
to  speak,  in  the  amorphous  state.  The  heroine  lias 
made  a  roninrk  about  violets.  "  Yes,"  replied  Mrs. 
Washington,  "they  are  lovely — they  are  for  a  fact. 
Mine  have  chilblains  or  something  this  year,  and  won't 
bloom  for  a  cent.  Hang  the  luck  !  I'm  as  cross  as 
a  bear  with  a  sore  head  about  it."  This,  we  must 
remember,  is  the  author  speaking,  not  for  herself, 
but  for  one  of  her  characters.  Sometimes,  when  she 
does  speak  for  lierself,  she  has  a  tendency  to  create 
hor  vocabulary  as  she  goes  on  ;  and,  during  that 
process,  she  makes  the  English  of  Addison  hum. 

The  Daily  TelegrapKs  critic,  on  the  other  hand,  concerns 
liimself  deeply  with  the  development  of  the  story,  finding 
grave  fault  with  its  denouement.  The  fate  of  Magdalena 
Yorba  grieves  him  much  : 

It  is  not  for  nothing  that  an  authoress  draws  a 
heroine  for  whom  she  manages  to  win  the  interest  of 
her  readers.  .  .  .  But  what  wo  can  neither  understand 
nor  forgive  is  that  Magdalena  Yorba,  a  solitary  figure 
of  woe,  marked  with  the  too  obvious  signs  of  unkind 
fate,  should  cease  to  be  a  Niobe  or  a  Eizpah,  and 
become  the  happy  mother  of  a  more  degenerate  race 
of  half-breeds  than  herSelf . 

Perhaps  the  Spectator's  review  is  the  most  representa- 
tive, with  its  concluding  judgment : 

There  are  many  jarring  notes  in  the  book — it  ends 
up  on  a  note  of  rather  gruesome  melodrama — but  it 
would  be  idle  to  deny  the  brilliancy  of  its  portraiture 
or  the  humour  and  freshness  of  the  dialogue.  Much 
may  be  forgiven  to  an  author  who  writes  with  such 
spontaneity  and  sincerity  as  are  shown  in  this  power- 
ful and  original  novel. 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  2. 

The    answers    to    last    week's    paper    of    questions  were   as 
follows  : 

1.  "My  father  had  a  small  estate  in  Nottinghamshire ;  ]  was 
the  third  of  five  sons."     ("  Gulliver's  Travel".") 

2.  ' '  You  havi  requested  m',  my  dear  frii  nd,  to  hestow  some  of 
tliat  leisure  with  which  Providence  has  Messed  the  decline  of  my 
life,  in  registering  the  hazards  and  difficulties  which  attended  its 
commencement."     ("  Rob  Roy.") 

3.  "  '  Droj}  it,  yer  white-faced  monkey,  or  I'll  gire  yn  some- 
thing to  sniielfor.'  "     ("  A  Village  Tragedy.") 

4.  "  The  full  truth  of  this  odd  matter  is  what  the  world  has 
long  heen  looking  for,  and  puhlic  curiosity  is  sure  to  welcome." 
("  The  Master  of  Ballantrae.") 

5.  "  The  20th  April,  1S14,  an  almost  clourllrss,  perfectly  sunny 
day,  saw  all  Lonilon  astir."  ("The  Revolution  in  Tanner's 
Lane.") 

6.  "  The  heroic  deeds  of  highlanders,  hoth  in  these  islands  and 
elsewhere,  have  been  told  in  verse  and  prose,  and  not  mure  often, 
viir  more  loudly,  than  they  deserve."     ("  Hereward  the  Wake.") 

We  are  sorry  to  say  that  these  questions  proved  too  hard. 
No  answer  was  complete.  "  L.  W.  B."  (Birkenhead)  was  nearest, 
giving  all  but  No.  3,  which  he  attributed  to  John  Halifax, 
Oentlemnn. 

Competition  No.  3. 

This  week  we  have  chosen  the  following  half-a-dozen  quotations 
from  the  verse  of  living  writers  : 

1.  '■  Tliis  is  the  night  when  I  must  die. 

And  gnat  Orion  iralketh  high 
In  silent  glory  overhead: 
He'll  set  just  after  I  am  dead." 

2.  "  His  blameless  days  were  spent  ivithin  the  neighbourhood 

of  York; 
A  dentist  [so  at  least  'twas  noised),  a  connoisseur  in 
jiork." 

3.  "His  books — and  they  sufficed  him — ivere 

Cotton's  'Montaigne,'  'The  Grave'  of  Blair, 
A  'Walton  ' — much  the  worse  for  wear — 
And  '.Esop's  Fables.'  " 

4.  "  /  would  my  days  had  been  in  other  times. 

That  I  in  some  old  abbey  if  Touraine 

Had  watched  the  rounding  grajies,  and  lived  my  life, 

Ere  ever  Luther  came  or  Babelais  !  " 

5.  "  Under  the  trembling  summer  stars 

I  turned  from  side  to  aide; 
When  she  came  in  and  sat  n'ith  me 
As  though  she  had  not  died." 

6.  "  Parallels  all  things  are,  yet  miny  ofth'.ae  are  askew  ; 

Yon  are  certainly  I,  hut  certainly  I  am  not  you." 

To  all  of  our  readers  who  name  correctly  the  authors  of  the 
foregoing  extracts  will  be  sent  a  copy  of  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker's  new 
novel,  The  Battle  of  tlie  Strung.  Answers,  addressed  "  Literary 
Competition,  The  Aiudemy,  -43,  Chancery-lane,  W.C,"  must 
reach  us  not  later  than  the  tirjt  post  of  Tuesday,  October  25. 
Each  answer  must  be  accompanied  by  the  text  of  Competition  3, 
cut  from  this  column,  and  we  rely,  of  course,  on  our  readers' 
sense  of  what  is  fdir  not  to  communicate  the  solution  to  others. 
All  answeri!  luust  bu  the  result  of  independent  research. 
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The    "  Academy  "    Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 

An     Offer     to     Authors. 

The  conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion  with 
the  Academy  invite  unpublished  works  in  MS.  for  criticisni. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  The  project  is  set  forth  more 
fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should  be 
accompanied  by  a  num-de-jilitme  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed,  must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper, 
"  Academy  Bureau,"  and  accompanied  by  postage  stamps  for 
return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  distinctly  understood  that 
each  MS.  should  contain  enough  to  fill  a  volume,  and  that  the 
proposal  of  the  Academy  applies  only  to  books  that  ha7e  not 
been  published,  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors  of  the 
Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MS8.  submitted  to  them,  but 
will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss. 


(J.  S. :  A  Nahrative  of  the 

Peninsulab  War.  Edited  by  W.  "V. 

It  was  given  to  few  of  the  officers  engaged  in  the  Peninsular 
War  to  see  so  much  of  the  fighting  as  G.  S.  saw,  and  there  is 
a  tone  of  scrupulou.»  care  in  the  diary  and  the  letters  in  which 
his  experieut^es  are  recorded.  The  editing  is  equally  thorough. 
"G.  S.,"  indeed,  is  a  work  of  historical  value,  as  well  as  of 
human  interest.  A  proposal  for  pubUoation  will  bo  made  to 
W.  V. 

A  Day*  Outing.  By  J.  P.  S. 

This  is  a  short  story,  and  short  stories  do  not  fall  within 
the  proposal  of  the  Bureau. 


VALE^T1^•E   AND  MiCIIAEL. 


By  W.  H. 


This  play  shows  considerable  literary  skill  and  grace  ;  but, 
being  an  adaptation,  without  leave,  of  a  novel  by  another 
writer,  it  cannot  be  dealt  with. 


The  Oeey  Dawn. 


By  R.  R.  J. 


This  novel  rends  like  a  summary  of  many  "problem  plays." 

"Nature   presents    itself    to    Eleanor's    eyes     as    something 

antagonistic   to   her,  indifferent   to   Humanity,   anti-human." 

Why,  if  she  walked   "  into  that  gi-ey  pool   of  water  close  to 

her  tiny  feet,  no  breath,  no  touch  of  Nature  would  call  her 

back."    Therefore,  Miss  Ferrinian  tried  religion,  and  found  it 

no  better.      "  The   dogmas  and  worldliness   of  the  religious 

ksects  were  unveiled  by  her  growing  intellect  and  soul,  wliich 

ietested    insincerity."      The    conseijuence   was    "  cynical  in- 

Jifference  and  almost  moral  negation."     The  world  of  dances, 

heatres,   and  the   opera  was   worse   and  worse.      "  When   a 

lover  thought  the  right  moment  had  come  for  him  to  strike. 

Be  would  be  sent  empty  away  by  some  question  as  to  what 

lie  considered  was   the   essential  basis  of  marriage,    and   the 

uswer,  of  course,  invariably  was   Love,   and   if  Love,  how 

be  proposed  they  should  live  on  dreams  of  perfect  sex  equality." 

I.  11.  J.,  it  will  be  seen,  has  a  wide  range  of  interests.     He  is 

not  yet  well  trained  either  in  thinking  or  in  expression ;  but 

re  should  be  sorry  to  discourage  him. 

Pauochiat,  Sketches  axd  ViaNETTEs.  By  "Nyle." 

"  Nyle  "  is,  no  doubt,  intimately  acquainted  with  his  subject, 
vhich  is  village  life  in  the  West  of  Scotland.     We  are  inclined, 
adeed,  to  think  that  he  is  too  well  acquainted  with  it — or, 
father,  that  the  lack  of  a  wider  experience  causes  him  to  see  it 
Dut  of  proper  proportion.     He  is  not  by  any  means  without  a 
ase  of  humour;  but  sometimes  he  stands  towards  his  subject 
an  attitude  of  absurdly  serious  reverence.     This  is  notably 


the  case  in  the  three  chapter*  about  "  A  NamcUs*  Minstrel." 
The  minstrel  was  not  a  poet  at  all ;  but  "  Nyle  "  diaconnet  u 
if  he  were,  and  the  result  is  not  improsaiTo.  Wn  began  ottr 
reading  of  this  work  with  much  hope.  The  writer  Myi  wlwt 
he  baa  to  say  in  a  style  unusually  direct  and  pleasant.  The 
trouble  is  that,  in  this  case,  wh»t  he  has  to  say  ia  scarcely  worth 
the  saying.  We  are  confident  that,  on  reflection,  he  will  nbt 
consider  this  judgment  harsh. 


Passion's  Slani. 


Bt  M.  H. 


M.  M.  has  much  dexterity  in  writing.  All  her  scutenoea 
are  well-turned.  A  few  of  them  are  even  witty.  There,  we 
are  sorry  to  say,  her  talent  seems  to  end.  We  have  read 
a  good  many  chapters  of  her  long  novel,  and  it  has  become 
clear  that  she  means  it  to  be  a  comedy  of  manners.  How  far 
she  succeeds  in  her  design  may  be  gathered  from  this  brief 
abstract.  Mr.  Geraud  Duar  has  a  yachtiug  picnic.  Lady 
Maurice  is  one  of  the  guests.  Miss  Cadayre,  a  beautiful  young 
woman  to  whom  Mr.  Duar  is  attracted,  is  another.  " '  I  suppoae 
you  do  not  know  me.  Lady  Maurice  'r '  Constance  said,  in  a 
cl?ar,  incisive  voice,  i)erfectly  cordial,  although  her  face  wore 
no  smile.  Lady  Maurice  was  astounded.  This  was  the  last 
address  she  had  expected.  She  really  had  not  expected  any. 
She  was  quite  prepared  to  patronise  the  girl  who  was  attracting 
notice  from  an  important  man  like  Geraud  Duar.  That  gentle- 
man regarded  the  little  scene  with  some  surprise,  noted  the 
flash  in  the  eyes  of  Constance,  and,  while  wondering,  aaid  with 
his  quietest  and  most  listless  air,  '  You  led  me  to  believe  that 
you  and  Miss  Cadayre  were  intimate,  Lady  Maurice.'  The 
lady  changed  her  tactics.  She  drew  herself  up,  and  said  sar- 
castically, '  I  remember  perfectly  meeting  Miss  Cadayre  on 
several  occasions — once  at  Maurice.'  Nothing  daunted,  Con- 
stance replied,  without  a  shadow  of  aci  imony,  and  in  the  most 
mellifluous  tone,  '  My  recollection  is  not  less  perfect.  I  cer- 
tainly did  go  to  Maurice,  but  I  have  never  spoken  to  your 
ladyship  before  to-day,  and  I  have  a  distinct  remembrance 
even  now  of  the  bow  you  bestowed  upon  me.'  She  made  a 
slight  one  now,  in  acknowledgment,  as  it  were,  of  a  favour 
granted."  Passion's  Slave  has  many  pages  in  this  facile  vein. 
The  ladies  keep  on  "bowing"  to  one  another,  after  making 
cutting  remarks ;  yet  there  is  no  reason,  either  stated  or 
implied,  why  they  should  be  hostile.  It  is  deplorable  to  find 
industry  and  the  gift  of  writing  wasted  as  M.  M.  wastea 
them.  We  daresay  that  she  belongs  to  the  society  with  which 
she  deals  ;  but,  if  her  pen  does  not  bewray  her,  she  neither  sees 
its  attitudes  nor  hears  its  talk. 

*,*  he  Imre  aluo  recHved  MSS./rom  £.  V. U.,  J.  G.  L.,  E. K.  It.. 
J.  M.  M..  It.  J.  M.,  "Brevirr,"  and  E.  M.  U.,  which,  ihall  be  dealt 
with.  n»it  week. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  October  20. 

THEOLOGICAL  AND  BIBLICAL. 

Walts  (U.  M.),  Leaves  from  tbo  Golilen  Legend (OonaUtble)    S/t 

The  Teacher's  Prayer  Book (Eyiet 

Konnody  (J.),  The  Book  of  Daniel  from  the  Christian  Staodpoint    ...(Eyre)    t/O 

Robortson  (J.),  Th'}  I'oetry  atid  tho  l!elii;ion  of  the  r.silma (Blackwood)  II/O 

Swci'te  (II.  B.),  The  GosjicI  According  t  j  St.  Mark (Macmillan)  W/0 

Bryant  (W,  M.),  Life,  Death,  and  Immontlity  (Baker  &  Taylor  Go.) 

HISTORY  AND  BIOOBAPHY. 

Home  (M.  A.  8.),  The  Great  Lord  Burghley ...(Niabet)  «« 

Krunelii^re  (C ),  Manual  of  History  of  French  Literature (Cnwio)  It/O 

Dimock  (Rev.  A.),  The  Cathedral  Church  of  Southwell (BcU) 

Hoche  (J.),  Biamarck  at  Home „..  (Macqnran)    7/t 

Pallisor  (K.  W.),  The  Irish  RelMllioo (Simpkin) 

Jacobs  (II.  E.),  Martin  Luther (Putnam's  8ons)  U/O 

Sanderson  (E.),  Africa  in  the  Nineteenth  Ontary   (.Seeley)    6/- 

Colomb  (P.  H.),  Memoirs  of  Sir  Astlcy  Cooiier  Key (Methuen)  !«/- 

Andrews  (C.  M.),  Historical  Development  of  Sarope,  lSM-1^7  (Putnam's  Sons) 
Vcre  (A.  de).  Legends  of  the  Chttivh  and  the  Empiis   (liaomillan)    t/b 
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POETRr,  CRITICrSM,  BELLES-LETTRES. 

Poste  (E.),  Bacohylides :  A  Prose  Translation (Macmillan)    2/0 

"Eglantine,"  Romances     (Macqueen)    2/8 

Raskin  (J.),  The  Stones  of  Venice,  Vol.  II (Allen)  net  10/n 

Butler  (S.l,  The  Iliad  of  Homer  (Longmans)    7/6 

Ilaosea  (M.),  Dutch  Painters  of  the  Nineteenth  Century  ...(Sampson  Low) 

Reed  (E.),  Bacon  versus  Shakspere    (Service  &  Paton)  10/8 

Swift  (J.),  Prose  Works  of  Jonathan  Swift,  Vols.  II.  and  III (Bell)    3/6 

Ilsley  (M.),  By  the  Western  Sea {Elder  &  Shepard) 

Bridges  (R.),  Poetical  Works  (Vol.  I.) (Smith,  Elder)    6/0 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Morant  (W.),  Fableland (Unwin)  2/8 

Miles  (A.  H.),  Fifty-two  Sunday  Stories  (Hutchinson)  6/0 

Miles  (A.  H.),  Fifty-two  Holiday  Stories  for  Boys (Hutchinson)  6/0 

Coombe  (F.),  Her  Friend  and  Mine (Blackie)  2/0 

Morris  (W.  CO.),  The  Groat  Campaigns  of  Nelson  (Blackie)  3/8 

Pollard  (B.  F.),  The  Lady  Isobol (Blkckie)  2/8 

iiarchant(B.),  The  Bonded  Three    (Blackie)  2/6 

Mockler(G.),  A  Dreadful  Mistake (Blackie)  2/8 

Hent.y  (G.  A.),  and  others,  Dash  and  Daring (Chambers)  6/0 

Pethybridge  (J.  L.),  The  Little  General (Wells,  Ganlner)  1/6 

King  (K.),  Love  and  a  Sword    (Macqueen)  6/0 

Anstoy  (F.),  Paleface  and  Redskin (Richards)  6/0 

Kcrnahan  (M.),  Nothing  but  Nonsense (Bowden)  3/0 

Kuppard  (S.),  The  Uncharted  Island  (Nelson)  3/6 

Avery  (H.;,  The  Triple  Alliance (Nelson)  3/8 

Green  (E.  E.),  Tom  Tufton's  Toll  (Nelson)  3/6 

Grant  (A.  F.),  Uhums  at  Last (Nelson)  2/6 

Whistler  (C.  W.),  King  Alfred's  Viking (Nelson)  2'6 

Stables  (G.),  A  Pirate's  Gold (Nelson)  1/6 

Green  (E.  B.),  French  and  English    (Nelson)  5/0 

Lamb  (C.  &  M.),  Poetry  for  Children iDent) 

Bulley  (E.  A.),  The  Whipping-Boy  (Wells,  Gardner)  1/. 

Rowsell  (M.  C),  The  Boys  of  Fairmead  (Warne)  S/o 

Armstrong  (A.E.),  My  Ladies  Three (.Warne)  3/6 

Esoott-Inman  (U.),  The  Owl  King (Warnej  3/6 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Qwynn  (S.),  The  Odes  of  Horace (Blackie)    1/6 

University  College  of  North  Wales:  Calendar,  1998-9 (Cornish) 

Shorthand  and  Typewriting  Tear  Book (Pitman)    1/0 

I'laistowe  (F.  G.),  The  Tutorial  Latin  Dictionary.. .(University  College  Press)    e/i 

Rippmaun  (W.),  French  Daily  Life  (Dent)    1/6 

Rippmann  (W.),  Hints  on  Teaching  French  (Dent) 

Alge  (S.)  and  Rippmann  (W.),  Fii-st  French  Book (Dent)    2/6 

Maeterlinck  (M.),  Wisdom  and  Destiny (Allen)    6/0 

Pitman,  German  Weekly  (Pitman) 

Pitman,  French  Weekly  (Pitman) 

Vachha  (D.  H.),  Key  to  Algebraical  Factors (Longmans)    2/8 

NEW  EDITIONS  OF  FICTION. 

Austen  (J.),Emraa (Allen)    6/0 

Thackoray(W.  M.),  Esmond (Smith,  Elder)    6/0 

Dumas  (A.),  Twenty  Years  After (Scott)    3/6 

Htnty  ((i.  A.),  Jack  Archer  (Sampson  Low)    6d. 

Kingston  (W.  H.  G.),  With  Axe  and  Rifle (Sampson  Low)   6d. 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOGRAPHT. 
A.  M.  F.,  Foreign  Courts  and  Foreign  Homes   (Longmang)    6/0 

SCIENCE  AND  PHILOSOPHY. 
Darwin  (G.  H.),  Tli9  Tides (Murray)    7/6 

FOREIGN. 

Carme  (Geo.  O.),  Lessing'.-i  Nathan  der  Weiso  (Macmillan  Co.)    3/6 

Rtville  (A.),  Le  Soulcvement  des  Travailleurs  d'Angleterre  (A.  Picard) 

S.P.C.K.  PUBLICATIONS. 
C.jleridge  (C.  R.),  Rough  Cast,  Number  One.— D.  (A.  E.),  Helen'.s  Proba- 
tion.—Roade  (F.  E.',  Janie  Fletcher.— White  (H.),  Mar  and  Lettice.— 
Lefroy  (E.  N.),  By  the  Gail  Water.— Mallandaine   (C.    E.i,   Jasper's 
Sweetbriar. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Studio  (The),  Pictures  from  the  "Studio"  ("Studio")  21/0 

Quiver,  Annual  Volume,  1898 iCassell)    7/d 

Hudson  (Rev.  W.)  and  Tiugoy  (J.  C), Records  of  the  City  of  Norvrich  (Burgess) 

Brabrook  (E.  W.l,  Provident  Societies  and  Industrial  Welfare (Blackie) 

Horsley  (  Rev.  J.  W. ),  Prisons  and  Prisoners  'Pearsonl    3/6 

Baring-Gould  (S.),  An  OlclKnglish  IXoiiie   (Methnen)    (l/n 

The  Edinburgh  Review,  October (Longmans)    6/0 

Dodge  (M.  M.l,  St.  Nicholas  Aituual  Volume ("Century"  Co.)    P/-! 

Century  Illustrated  Monthly  Magazine  Annual  Volume ...("  Century  "  (.'o.)  10/0 

The  English  Historical  Review,  October (Longmans)    6/0 

Fleming  (G.  F.),  The  Wanton  Mutilation  of  Animals (Bell)    1/d 

Harper's  Round  Table:  1898 (Harper) 

Stacpoole  (F.),Hom6  Ckioking (Scott)    6d. 


Announcements. 

Messrs.  Smith,  Eliier  &  Co.  are  publishing  a  new  story, 
entitled  A  Lover  of  Truth,  by  Miss  Eliza  Ome  White.  The 
scenes  and  obaracters  of  this  novel  belong  to  the  New  England 
which  Miss  White  knows  so  well. 

Mr.  Arthur  PATrERSON  has  in  the  press  a  new  novel,  called 
Tlie  Gospel  Writ  in  Stee!.  The  subject  deals  with  the  American 
Civil  War.     The  volume  will  be  issued  by  Messrs.  Inues. 

Me.ssrs.  Methuen  will  publish  in  a  few  days  a  little  book 
on  Reading  and  Readers,  by  Mr.  Clifford  Harrison,  the  well- 
known  reciter. 

Me.ssr.s.  Anf  hibald  Constable  &  Co.  will  publish  this 
week  Mr.  George  Meredith's  new  volume,  Odes  in  Contribution 
to  the  Son;/  of  French  lUsitry. 

Me.  Elliot  Stock  annoucces  as  the  new  volume  of  the 
"Book  Lover's  Library"  Book  Auctions  in  Enijland  in  the 
Sevniteenth  Century,  by  John  Lawler.  The  prices  given  for 
notable  books,  and  the  books  which  were  most  in  demand  at 
t^at  period,  are  specially  dealt  with.  The  auctiouears'  (quaint 
introductions  and  terms  appear  in  full. 

Miss  Charlotte  M.  Yonge,  whose  pen  is  seldom  allowed 
to  be  long  "  in  rest,"  has  just  finished  a  volume  called 
John  Keble'a  Parishes,  which  will  be  published  by  Messrs. 
Macmillan  &  Co, 


The  Academy  is  published  everij  Friday 
morning.  Advertisements  should  reach  the 
office  not  later  than  4  p  m.  on  Thursday. 

The  Eduor  will  make  every  effort  to  return  rejected 
contributions  J  provided  a  stamped  and  addressed 
envelope  is  enclosed. 

All  business  letters  regarding  the  supply  of  the 
paper,  Sfc,  should  be  addressed  to  the 
Pdbhshek,  43,  Chancery  Lane,  W.  C. 


SPECIAL    NOTICE. 

The  Academy  will  be  sent  post-free  to  every, 
Annical  Subscriber  in  the  United  Kingdom. 


Price  for  One  Issue,  Threepence ;  postage^ 
One  Halfpenny.  Price  for  52  Issues,  Thirteen 
Shillings;  postage  free. 


Form  of  Annual  Subscription  Order. 


Sir,  —  Be    so    good    as    to     send    me     The 
Academy,  post-free,  for  one  year,  for  which  j| 
enclose  Thirteen  Shillings. 
Name 

and 

Address.  I     

Date 

To  the  Publisher  of  The  Academy. 


it  October,  1898. 
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DIGB7.    LONG   &    CO.'S 

NEW    BOOKS. 


flocontl  Kdition  Now  Roa<1y, 
NKW  NOVKL  Jiy  RUSK-HOliKY. 

MANOUPA.    Cloth,  6s. 

"Tlio  iiuthor  han  tiilil  n  good  '  tioiware '  story  of 
tlio  Vaui&<i."—l''l«rature, 
"  A  book  ilouliladly  wurth  r<>t\i\hig."—Speak»r. 

XKW  NOVEL  IIY  I'IKUUE  LK  (T.KRCQ. 

OONOBRNINO  0HAELE8  ROYDaNT. 

ll.V  the  Author  iif  "  The  i,ovo  Htoi-y,"  &v.     (Jlntli, 
(sit.    8oc(inil  Kclltion. 
"This  book  l.s  (tno  of  the  mo»t  orUfinhl  which  haw 
come  to  hand  tor  11  long  tinio.    The  ftylo  is  (food." 

/it.  Paul's. 

NEW  BUC'OEBSPUL  NOVKL  BY  J.  E.  MUDDOOK. 

THE  LOST  LAIBD.    By  tbe  Antbor  of 

"  Htrlppcd  of  tho  Tinsel,"  i'c.    Cloth,  Cm.    Second 
Edition. 

NEW  BOOK  BY  AI,AN  ST.  ADBYN. 

Second  Kdltiou. 

UNDER   THE    ROWAN    TREE.      By 

the  Author  of  "  A  fiiTTow  of  Trinity,"  "  Fortune'.s 
Gtite,"  &c.    Cloth,  ys.  tJd. 

NKW  NOVEL  IIY  WE8T0TH  IDE. 

IN  THE  POTTER'S   UANU.      Crown 

evo,  cloth.  6.4. 
"This  sti'ry  la  pleimhiRly  told,  and  holds  the  reader's 
Interest  well." — Dundee  Advi-rtiser. 

NKW  NOVKL  BY  CLKMENT  A.  MENDUAM. 

A  baRIED  MTSTER7.    by  the  Antbor 

of  "  A  Troth  of  Tears,"  &c.    L'rown  Hvo,  cloth,  Us, 

iJiist  Out. 

NEW  ROMANCK  BY  MRS.  flNiSELL. 

ANQEIi :  a  Cornish  Romance.    By  the 

Author  of  "  Liinhorst,"  4c.    Cloth,  6s. 

[Nexi  Week. 

NKW  BOOK  BY  DR.  GORDON  STABLES,  R.N. 

A  aiRL  FROM  TaE  STATES.    Crown 

Svo,  pletorlul  cloth,  3s.  8d.  INcrt  Week, 


London:    DIGBY,  LONG  &  CO., 
18,  Bonverie  Street, 


A    OHARMIMO    GIFT   BOOK  I 

"A  brilliRnt  book." — Sketch. 
"Particularly  good." — Academy. 
6s.    net,    claret  roan,    gilt,    Illustrated, 

LONDON  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE 
DIAMOND  JUBILEE. 

London  :    Simpkin,  Marshall  &  Co. 
Llanp^ollen :  Darlingion  &  Co. 


DARLINGTON'S  HANDBOOKS. 

EUited  by  RALPH  DARLINGTON,  F.R.G.S. 

Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW. 
Fcap.  8vo.     ONE  SBILLINO  EACH.     Ilhistrated. 

THE    VALE    of    LLANaOIiLSN  ~  With 
'     Special  Coutrihutiutiij  from  His  Excellency  E.  .1.  I'llELt'S, 

late   American    Mini.ter  :     Frofessor    JOHN    RU81vIN. 

I.L.D. ;    ROBERT    BROWNLNO;    A.    W.    KI.NULAKE 

and  Sir  THEODORE  MARTIN,  K.C.B. 

BOURNEMOUTH  anil  NEW  FOREST. 

rUECIlANNEI,  IBLANDS. 

TUE  NORTH  WALES  COAST. 

SUE  ISLE  ut  WKillT. 

BRECON  anil  its  IIKAC0N8. 

THE  WYE  VALLEY. 

loss,  TINTEKN.  and  CHEPSTOW. 

fHE  SKVEUN  VALLEY. 

SBISToL,  hath.  WKLLS.  and  WESTON-SUPER-MARE, 

BKKillTON,  EASTBOURNE,   HASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEok- 

ARIW. 
LLANDUDNO,    RUYL,     BANGOR.    BETTWSYCOED   and 

SNOWDON. 
4BEHV8TWVT1I,     BARMOUTH,     MACHYNLLETH    and 

ABEUDOVEY. 
BARMOUTH,  IHILGELLY,   HARLECH,  CRICCIETH  and 

I'WLbHELI. 
MALVERN,    HEREFORD,   WORCESTER,   GLOUCESTER 
.     and  CMFLTENIIA.M. 
LLANDIilNDOD  WELLS  and  tlie  SPAS  ot  .MID-WALES. 


SECOND   EDITION,    ENLARGED,    6e. 
Sixty  Illustrations,  24  Maps  and  Plans. 

LONDON  AND   ENVIRONS. 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 
LlangoUen  :  DARLINGTON  &  CO. 

London : 

BlHPKiK,  Marshali.,  aAMiLTOs,  Kiiii  &  Co„  Ltd. 

The  Uailway  Bookstalls,  and  all  Booksellera'. 


Chambers's  Encyclopaedia. 

A    DICTIONARY    OP    UNIVERSAL    KNOWLBDUB. 

Complete  In  Ten  Vols.,  Imp.  8vo,  cloth,  £0  I  half  morooco  or  balf-ctlf,  AT  lOa. 

Contains  THIRTY  THOUSAND  ARTICLES,  contributed  by  Speoi»1i«U  roch  h 

W.  E,  Qladstone,  R,  D.  Blackmore,  Andrew  Lang,  W,  E.  Henley,  Canon 

AinKer,  Thomaa  A.  Edison,  A.  R,  Wallace,  Dean  Farrar, 

And  a  hoit  of  writer*  of  e<|iMl  emloence. 

CHAMBERS'S    ENCYCLOPAEDIA    IS    UP    TO    DATE. 

Pall  Mall  Oazotto,  March  f,  I8SI8  says  :— ■  In  many  way<  the  '  B'ltannlc^'  U  *  work  rather  fi>r  the 
opeclaiist  Ihftti  thfl  ordinary  man,  who.e  wants  are  far  bftfer  .npplled  hv  iHa  hrlof  hnr  far  m'wv  <yim'*'..- 
hensivn  notcx  of 'niianilierp-'x,'  Indeed,  In  the  Present  Form,  'Ohambera'a'  !•  almost  tun 
■deal  Work  of  Reference." 


CHAMBERS'S  ENGLISH  DICTIONARY. 

A     NEW     LARGE    TYPE 

DICTIONARY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE. 

Complete  la  One  V.ilame,  Imperial  8vn,  1264  lager,  cloth,  12e>  0d.  |  halfmorocco,  IS*. 
WITH   NrMI5ROt'.S   ILLUSTIIATIOXS. 

xidAtisci    -bsr    maons.A.8    x>.A.'vxi>soaa-, 

Auttistant  Editor  of  *'  Cfiambert't  Encycloptedia" 

Thl>  Kew  Library  Dlctk)nary  of  tbe  Ingll.h  Language  gtvea  tba  Kxplanatlon,  PrononcUtion,  and 
"tymology  of  Words,  tngetner  with  compound  Fhra»e«.  Teonnlcal  Terms  In  naa  In  lie  Art*  and  Hclfnuri 
Collc(|ulal  and  Slang  Words,  being,  In  f<ct,  a  Traasory  of  Bngltsh  from  the  Sixteenth  to  the  Twenileih 
Century. 

"Should  satisfy  the  needs  of  all  except  those  who  are.  In  a  speclflo  sense,  stodents  of  wnr.'s  and 
language.  ...  A  wnrkman-llkn  and  wellappolnted  volume.  ...  A  Tatnable  and  naefnl  dicttoaary 
th4t  won'd  enrich  any  library."—  Scotaman. 

"  Is  not  only  cheap,  hot  learned,  easy  ot  reference,  and  comprebenslTe."—  WetUg  Sun. 


CHAMBERS'S  BIOGRAPHIGAL  DICTIONARY. 

With  Copiout  BiWiographiei  and  Pronunciat ii>7i»  n/the  more  dijficult  Namti. 

One  Tolump,  crown  8ro,  cloth,  10*.  ed.  |  half-morocco,  is*. 

"  The  best  biographical  dictionary  In  a  single  volume  that  has  appeared  for  a  long  Ume.''—AikiinaHm- 
"  Easily  bests  al  I  hooka  of  Its  kind  and  aize  hitherto  arailabla  to  book-buyers  who  are  not  mllUooaires."— 
London  Daily  Mail. 

Chambers's  ConciseGazetteer  of  the  World. 

Topographical,  Statistical,  Historical,  Pronouncing-. 

Crown  Svo. ,  768  pages,  price  8s.  ;  clotfi,  or  with  32  Maps,  8s,  cloth ;  12s.  half-morocco. 

■'  A  very  nsefnl  volume,  which  contains  a  really  prodigious  amount  of  Information  about  macy  thousand! 
(f  places."— riffifs. 

"  As  a  desk  book  for  quick  consultation,  and  as  a  working  gazetteer,  it  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired." 

ISeotsman. 

In  rich  cloth  bindings  and  charmingly  illustrated  by  Lewis  Banmer,  W.  H  C. 

Groome,  W.  Boucher,  P,  Tarrant,  G.  Nicolet,  and  J.  Finnemore. 

NEW     BOOKS     FOR    QIRLS, 

5s.  Od.-THE  GIRLS  OF  ST.  WODE'S.    By  L   T.  MEADE. 

3s.  6a  —BELLE.    By  the  Author  of  "Tip-Cat,"  "  Laddie,"  &e. 

3s.  6d.— HERMY.    By  Mrs.  MOLES  WORTH. 

2s.  6d.-GREYLIN0  TOWERS.    By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

NEW    BOOKS     FOR     BOYS. 

5s.  Od.-DASH  AND  DARING     By  0,  A-  HENTY.  G.  M.  FENN,  D,  KER,  Ac. 

5s.  Od.— DRAW  SWORDS!    By  G.  MANVILLE  FENN. 

3s.  6d.— THE  WHITE  PRINCESS  of  the  HIDDEN  CITY.    By  D.  L.  JOHNSTONE. 

3s.  6d.-0'ER  TARTAR  DESERTS.    By  DAVID  KER. 

3s   6d.-NIC  REVJiL  :  A  White  Slaves  Adventures  In  Alllsrator  Lard. 

By  G.  MANVILLE  FENN. 
Is.  Od.— COLA  MONTI.    By  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax,  Gentleman." 

POPULAR     BIOGRAPHIES. 

2s.  Od.— TWO  GREAT  POETS  (Shakespeare  and  Tennyson). 

Is.   Od.-TENNYSON :   The  Story  of  his  Life.    By  E.  J.  CUTHBERTSON. 


>V±<3« 


ChambePs's  H^ui  Reciter. 

Edited  by  R.  C.  H.  HORISON. 


W.  &  R.  CHAMBERS,  Ltd.,  LONDON  and  EDINBURGH. 
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MR.  JOHN  LONG'S  NEW  LIST. 


ROBERT    BUCHANAN'S    NEW   NOVEL. 
FATHER  ANTHONY.     One  vol.     6s.  [Thuday. 

CHARLES  HANNAN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
CASTLE  ORIOL.     By  the  Author  of  "  The  Captive 

of  Pekin,"  &e.    One  vol.     63.  [This  day. 

ESME  STUART'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

SENT    TO    COVENTRY.      By  the  Author  of   "A 

Woman  of  Forty,"  &;c.     One  vol.    Gs.  [Xext  week. 

KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
A  WARD  OP  THE  KING.     By  the  Author  of  "  The 

story  of  Lois,"  &c.     One  vol.     Cs.  []Ye.Tt  weei. 

RICHARD  MARSH'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

CURIOS:    Some    Strange    Adventures    of    Two 

Bachplors.     By  the  Author  of   "  The  Beetle,"  &o.     One  vol. 
63.    With  Eight  Full-Page  Illu9tratioD8.  [iVext  wi-ek. 

BY  ROI.P  BOLDREWnOD'S  NEPHEW. 

WHEN  THE  MOPOKE  CALLS:   Australian  Bush 

Tales.    By  WILLIAM  S.  WALKER.    With  Twpnty-two  Kiill- 
Page  Illustrations  by  S.  H.  Vedder.     One  vol.     i^j.  6d. 

Next  week. 
•••  COMPLETE  L'ST  OF  BOOKS  POST  FREE. 


SOME   NEW   BOOKS. 

THE    CROSS   IN   TRADITION,  HISTORY,   AND 

ART.  liy  the  Rev.  W.  W.  .SEYMOUR.  With  liibli.igraijliy  and  a  full 
Index,  and  200  Illustrations,  comprising  620  pp.  handsomely  printed  in 
4to.    Cloth  extra,  gilt  tops,  £1  lis.  Cd.  net. 


"HEROES  OF  THE  REFORPIATION"  SERIES. 

A  Series  of  the  biographies  of  the  leaders  in  the  Protestant  Reformation. 
Men  who,  while  dirferinor  in  their  gifts,  were  influenced  by  the  same 
spirit.  Edited  by  .SAMUEL  MACAULEY  JACliSON,  Professor  of  Church 
History,  New  York  University. 

,     1.  MARTIN  LUTHER    (1483  1546).     THE    HERO 

!  OF  THE  REFORMAT^O^f.     liy  HENRY  EYSTER  JACOBS,  D.D.,  LT..II., 

Professor  of  Systematic  Theology,  Evangelical  Lutheran  Seminary,  Phila- 
delphia.   Fully  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6>. 

Full  proapectvs  of  this  Series  sent  on  application. 

JEWISH  RELIGIOUS  LIFE  AFTER  THE  EXILE 

Third  Series  in  the  Couree  of  American  Lectures  on  the  HisUiry  ol 
Religions,  1897-93.  By  the  Rev.  Canon  T.  K.  CHBYNE,  D.D.  Crown  Svo 
cloth,  es. 

BIRD  STUDIES:  an   Acr.ount   of  the  Land  Birds 

of  Eastern  Xorth  America.  By  WILLIAM  E  1).  SCOTT.  With  166  Illtts 
trations  from  Original  Photographs.    4to,  half- roan,  gilt  top,  21s.  net. 

CHRISTIANITY  AND  ANTI-CHRISTIANITY  IN 

THEIR  FINAL  CONFLICT.  By  SAMUEL  J.  ANDREWS,  Author  o 
"  The  Life  of  Our  Lord  Upon  Earth,"  &c.    Svo,  cloth,  98. 


LONDON :  JOHN  LONG,  6.  CHANDOS  STREET,  STRAND. 


G.  P. 


PUTNAM'S  SONS,  24,  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  London  ;  am 
NEW   YORK. 


BUCKIE  k  SON'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

Crown  Svo,  clotli,  2s.  6(1. 

PROVIDENT  SOCIETIES  and 

INDUSTRIAL  WELFARE 

By  E.  W.  BRABKOOK,  C.B. 
Chief  ReRietrar  of  Friendly  Societies. 
Being  the  New  Volume  of  the  "  Victorian  Era  "  Serief . 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  0,1. 

THE  GREAT  CAMPAIGNS 

of  NELSON. 

By  WILLIAM  O'CONNOR  MORRIS, 

Sometime  Scliolar  of  Oriel  College,  Oxford. 

With  Maps  and  Diagrams. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  Gd. 

THE  ODES  of  HORACE.    Book  I. 

Edited  by  STKPHEN  GWYNN,  B.A., 

Late  Scholar  and  Hulmean  Exliibitioner  of  Brasenose 

College,  Oxford. 

"With  Illustrations  from  antique  gems. 


Crown  Svo,  with  Maps,  cloth,  la. 

ENGLAND  and  the 

HUNDRED  YEARS'  WAR, 

1327-1485. 

By  C.  W.  C.  OMAN,  M.A., 

Follow  of  All  Souls'  College,  Oxford. 

Being  the  Concluding  Volume  of  the  "Oxford  Manuals 

of  English  History." 


TERRA   TENEBRARUM : 

Love's    Jest   Book,    and    other   Verses, 
liy  WILLIAM  K.S'OX  JOHNSON. 
"  He  is  no  mere  versifier  or  cle\-er  rhymer    .    .    . 
IV  book  which  is  of   liigh  literary  promise     .    .     . 
The  reader  will  readily  conftrm  this  juilgment-" 

Times. 
*'  A  careful  and  scholarlv  writer.    He  has  no  lack  of 
ideas,  and  his  ideas  are  serious,  well  thought  out,  and 
his  own.    He  has  not  studied  Lsopaidi  in  vain." 

Attienfeutn. 
"Among  recnit  sonnets  wo  know  of  none  finer 
than  some  of  Mr.  Knox  Johmaw."— Academy. 

"  Fmo  diction  .  .  .  magnificently  rhetorical 
.  .  .  metaphvsieai  problems,  desparing  specula- 
tions .  .  .  His  mood  may  not  abide  with  him 
.    .    .    he  coiild  write  memorable  work." — Critic. 


London:  KEOiir  P.icl,Teincb,  TkUbxku  &  Co., Ltd., 
Paternoster  House,  Charing  Cross  Bead,  W.C. 


Super-roval  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

ELEMENTARY     PERSPECTIVE. 

By  LEWES  R.  CROSSKEY, 
Director  of  Industrial  Arts,  Glasgow  Technical  College 
-Arranged  to  meet  the  requirements  of  architects  and 
draughtsmen,  and  of  art  students  preparing  for  the 
Elementary  Examinations  of  the  Science  and  Art 
Department. 

London:    BLAOKIE   &    SON,   LIMITED, 
Old  Bailey.   , 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S'  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 

BREAKFAST-SUPPER. 


THE    AUTOTYPE 

FINE  ART  GALLERY 

7*,  NEW   OXFORD   STREET,  LONDON,    W. 

Open  Free  Daily  from  10  to  6, 

A  VISIT  OF  INSPEOnON  IS  INVITED  TO  THE 

PERMANENT    EXHIBITION    of   AUTOTYPE 

(C4RB0N)    REPRIDUCTIONS    of 

FAMOUS  WORKS  of  ART. 


AUTOTTPBS  of  the  OLD  MASTERS  in  the  GREA 
CONTINENTAL  GALLERIES, 

AUTOTYPES  of  MODERN  BRITISH  ART. 

AUTOTYPES     of    W0RK3    by    ARTISTS    of 
PRE-RAl'lIAELlTE  SCHOOL. 

AUTOTYPES   of    PICTURES    in   the    NATIONi 
GALLERY. 

AUTOTYPES  of  DRAWINGS  by  OLD  MABTEBS 

AUTOTYPES  of    SELECTED    WORKS    from 
PAKIS  SALONS. 


ADVERTISEMENTS   (SELECT    TRADE) 
FOR  THE    COYER    PAGES    ONLY 

of  The  Academy  should  be  sent  not  later 
than  Wednesday  night  to  John  Haddox 
&  Co.,  Bouverie  House,  Salisbury  Square, 
E.G.     Terms,  &c.,  on  application. 


yunurous  Examples  in  npeciallff  (Usioned  Frameg  of  Oah 
Walnut,  and  other  h  ird  wooda  are  on  view. 

FRAMED     AUTOTYPES     possess    distinctive     Pine 
Chafrtcter,  ami  prove  accepcablw  presents.    They  are  emiaa  . 
suitable  for  the  adornment  of   the    Hall,    Library,    BoodA 
Dining- Room,  ijtiouting-BiJX,  &a. 


The  AUTOTYPE  FINE  ART  CATALOGOI 

Now  ready.  New  Edition  of  I6il  pages. 

With   upwards  of  100  Miniature   Pliotoirraphs   of    Notal 
Autotypes  and  '23  Tiut  Blocit  Illustratioua. 

Fur  convunience  of  reference    the   Puhlicationa  are 
AlpluibetiC'iUi/  unfbtr  Artiett'  names. 

Post  free.  ONE  SHILLING. 


THE      AUTOTYPE      COMPAS< 
71,  NEW  OXFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 


The  following  have  appeared,  and  the 
BEN  JONSON. 
JOHN   KEATS. 
SIR  JOHN  SUCKLING. 
TOM  HOOD. 
THOMAS  GRAY. 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 
SAMUEL  RICHARDSON. 
THOMAS  DE  QUINCEY. 
LEIGH  HUNT. 
LORD  MACAULAY. 
ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 


ACADEMY    PORTRAITS. 

numhers  containing  them  can  still  be  obtained; 
S.  T.  COLERIDGE. 
CHARLES  LAMB. 
MICHAEL  DRAYTON. 
WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 
SAMUEL  PEPYS. 
EDMUND  WALLER. 
WILKIE  COLLINS. 
JOHN  MILTON. 
WILLIAM  COWPER. 
CHARLES   DARWIN. 
ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 
HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 


or  Complete  Sets  may  he  had  separately. 

ANDREW  MARVELL. 

ROBERT  BROWNING. 

THOMAS  CARLYLE. 

PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY. 

CHARLES  DICKENS. 

JONATHAN    SWIFT. 

WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKEEi 

WILLIAM   BLAKE. 

SIR  RICHARD  STEELE. 

ALEXANDER  POPE. 

DOUGLAS  JERROLD.  I 

FRANCIS  BACON.     I     HENRIK  IBSJI. 
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Mr.  ELK  IN  MATHEWS  begs  to 
announce  a  New  Volume  by 
the  A  uthor  of  "  A  dmirals  A II " 
on  Tuesday  next,  November  I. 
crown  8vo,  5s.  net : — 

THE  ISLAND  RACE. 

By  HENUV  NEWBOLT. 

Of  the  40  Pieces  In  thia  Volume  12  were  pablished 
In  1807  in  **A(hniralR  All"  (no^ff  in  a  Fourteenth 
Edition).  Of  the  remaining  28  some  have  appeared 
In  thn  Poriodirnlfl  \  none  wore  written  oarlior  than 
♦•Admirals  All." 

•,•  F'ifty  copies  on  Hand-mado  paper,  lOa.  Bd.  net, 
a"d  forwliich  imraediiito  application  shoulcl  be  made. 

To  TToeC  the  larfre  domanil  for  this  book,  a  Second 
Thousand  la  in  the  press. 


Ready  Nov.  Ist.    Pot-t  Svo,  ;js.  (Id. 

PAPERS    from    "PUNCH."      By 

H.  IIEVKY  imOWNK.  With  Illustrations  by 
G.  Du  Mfturier,  Liul^y  Sambonmo,  J.  Bernard 
l*artridjfe,  Ac,        

Realy  Nov,  Ist.    Royal  16mo,  Is.  Od.  net. 

MORE    BABY    LAYS.      By    Ada 

STOW.    With  H  I'ictures  by  Eilith  Calvert. 


Now  ready.    Medium  4to,  15s.  nei. 

BALLADS    and    ETCHINGS.      A 

lionk   of   Ballndi*  by  AMOK    SAiUJANT.    With 
&  KtchiDgs  by  William  Strang. 


Now  ready.     Crown  4to,  4h. 

FANTASIES  from  DREAMLAND. 

By  E.    GII.I,IAT-S.\ltl'H.     With   Corer  Design 
and  Illustrations  by  Floii  Van  Acker. 


Now  ready.    Crown  Svo,  Ss.  net. 

IN    a    VILLAGE:    a    Volume    of 

Poems.     By  JOHN  A.  BRIDC3ES. 


Now  reidy.    Fcap.  4to,  28.  8d.  net. 

THE  SINGERS     By  H.  W.  Long- 

FELLOW.    With  9  Etchings  by  Arthur  Robert- 
hoo,  A.P.K. 

A  TALE  OP  THE  CONSULATE. 

THE  ADVENTURES  of  a  GOLD- 

■      SMITH.      By   M.    H.    BOURCHIEU.   Author  of 
'•The  C  Major  of  Life."    Crown  Svo,  Ce.    Second 
Edition. 
■*  The  story  is  good  readinar,  and  the  dialogues  are 
invariiibly  bright  and  witty."— At?tenaum. 


im 


Now  reativ.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  Cd. 

SOME  WELSH   CHILDREN,    By 

the  AUTHOR  of  "  FRATKRNITY." 

'^Veryfresb,  very  unaffected,  and  pre-eminently 
true  to  nntnro  in  ttiis  cliarminK'  little  volume  of  cliild- 
ftketcbes,     l)y    an     unnecenaaril  y     rande^  t.     bectuso 

anonvronnfl,    auf.hnr One  of    iha  most  d'h^htrul 

hooks  of  its  kind  that  we  have  read  since  Mr.  Kenneth 
(irahnme'a  'Golden  Arc.'  "—Outlook, 


"Telw 


_  Immediately.    Fcap.  Svo,  3s.  Od.  net. 

The  GARLAND  of  NEW  POETRY. 

With  a  Cover  DosiKn  by  Laurence  Hinyon. 
^he  First  Volume  of  an  Annual  Anthology  of  l.'n- 
ilifthed  Pieces  by  vnrions  Writers,     Contributors 
iMs  Volume    include  Victor     Plarr,    "Anodos," 
wyu  Image,  Laurence  Bmyon,  and  others. 


Immediately.    Cro^vn  Hvo,  3,s,  fid.  net, 

THE  WIND  AMONG  the  REEDS. 

By  W.  B.  YEATS.  With  Cover  Dosigo  by 
Althea  Gyles.  ^__^ 

Now  ready.    Fulin  size,  X'2  12s.  Cd.  net, 

ETCHED    PORTRAIT    of   the 

AUTHOR  of  "ADMIRALS  ALL."  Bv 
WILLIAM  STRANG,  R.I'.E.  (Ten  signed 
Proofs.) 

London :  ELKIN  MATHEWS,  Vigo  Stareet,  W. 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

RUDYARD    KIPLING'S    NEW    BOOK. 

THIUTIETH  THOUSAND. 

THE     DAY'S     WORK. 

^ Crown  8ro,  8«. 

With  nnmeroQq  lUnBtrationB,  Portraits,  and  Maps.    870,  lo*.  net. 

THE    EGYPTIAN    SOUDAN: 

Its  Loss  and  Recovery.    Including:  a  Sketch  of  tho  History  of  the  Soudan; 

a  Personal  Narrative  of  the  Dongrola  Expedition,  1896  : 

a  full  Account  of  the  Nile  Expeditions,  1897-98. 

By  HENKY    S.    L.   ALFORD,    Lieut.   Royal   Scots   Fiisiliere,    an<l 

W.  DENNISTOUN  SWORD,  Lieut.  North  Stafford  Regimen 


THE   CRISIS  IN  FRANCE. 

MR.    BODLEY'S    FRANCE. 

In  2  vols.,  demy  Svo,  21 «.  net. 
NTXETEENTn    CENTURY.— "  kAm\it.\Aa  volameg,  of    the  highett    merit  M» 
standard  iraide  to  French  political  instilntions." 

LE  TEMPS. — '■  Un  hommafre  maicniflqae  anx  vertne  de  notre  raon."        

With  Cnlcurwl  llllHtrations  by  HUGH  THOMSON. 

CRANFORD.    By  Mrs.  Gaskell.    With  a  Preface  by  Anne 

THACKfCRAY  RITOHtE.    With  40  Coloured  Illtistrations  and  «0  Pen-aud-lnk  Skelchaa  hy  UOOU 
THOMSO.V.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  eleirant,  gilt  top.  8j.  

NKW  VOLUMK  OK  MB.  HISSEVS  KOAD  HOOKS. 

OVER  FEN  and  WOLD :  a  Tour  in  the  East  of  England. 

By  JAMES  ,TOHN   HISSEY.     With  UluMrations  by  the   AUTHOR,  and  a  Mai  of  tie  Ilout*. 
Demy  Svo,  lOs. 

NOW  READY.    Price  Is.  net. 

THE    ARCHBISHOP   OF    CANTERBURY'S  CHARGE. 


DELIVERED    AT    HIS    FIRST    VISITATION. 


A   POPULAR   HANDBOOK  to  the   TATE   GALLERY. 

"  National  Gallerv  of  British  Art."    By  EnWARD  T.  COOK.    Rilnea  Oompanion  Volom*  to  the 
same  Aothor's  "  Popular  Handbook  to  the  National  Gallery."    Crown  8vo.  half-m'-oico.  S«. 


LIFE  and  LETTERS  of  HENRY  CECIL  RAIKE3.   late 

HKK  MAJKSTVS  roSTMASTER-GENKlSAL.     By  UENRY  ST.  JOHN  IIMKK.S.      With  Por. 

trait.    Svo,  10s.  net. 
Dyl/£1' CffBOAT/CiE— "A  connected  and  ent<>rt*lnln»  aVetch  of  a  man  who  nlayad  ar.  important 
part  in  public  life,  and  deserved  a  higher  place  in  his  u*rtv  than  h«  ri»oeived.      The  n^-m-ron*  lekMra 
quoted  are  the  best  revelation  of  what  Mr.  Raikes  wa«.    It  is  a  pleasantly  told  atory  of  »n  »cliv»  life." 


MACMILLAN'S    NEW    NOVELS. 

Crown  Svj, 


THE  LOVES  of  the  LADY  Ara- 
bella.   By  M.  A.  SKA.WELL. 

MORNING  POST,—"  ThBTo  ia  a  spirit  and  evident 
pnjoymeut  in  tlio  toUinif  of  tho  story  wliich  are 
refreshin^rto  the  reader  wearied  of  highly  ohiborutod 

literal"^'  efforts.'* 

The  ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS 

Foundling,  Thief,  JuKKlor,  and  Fencing  Master 
during  the  French  Revolution.  By  S.  WEIU 
MITCHKLL.  [.Vov.  1. 

THAT  LITTLE  CUTTY,  DR.  BAR- 

RERE,  ISABEL  DYS.UtT.  By  Mrs.  OLIPUANT. 

LITERATURE— "  \n  thfiso  the  author's  rellno- 
ment,  temlenioss,  and  churm  of  uinnnor  are  a«  well 
exemplilled  as  in  any  of  her  earlier  works  ..  .  The  book 
is  one  that  wo  can  most  conliaUy  recommend." 


Os.  each. 

A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN. 

By  ROLF  lli>I.lil!K\V001). 

HER    MEMORY.      By   Maarten 

MAARTENH. 
.97'.  ./4.VKSS  <}AZETTK.-"TtiKe  \^  fome- 
thinKp«rali»rlvf*scin«tini{iii  Mr.Mwlon  Mi«anen  ■ 
now  ^tl>^y.  It  'i«  one  of  thoxo  ei.|Ui«i'ivf  ly  lold  '_a'e». 
not  unhn'ppv,  nor  tr^gin.  yi-t  ii"t  o«a~tlv  •  hiippy.  imt 
lull .  f  tho  pain—an  a  phili  Kopiior  hss  put  it— thai  "ne 
preiiT',  which  are  re*<i.  when  the  reader  is  in  ibo 
rivht  mood.  wiih.  at  leaot,  a  sulxined  senne  of  uam, 
tears  of  nleasure," 

A    DRAMA    in    SUNSHINE.    By 

H.  A.  VA('11ELL.  ,      ,.      .  I 

SPKf'7'.JT'OK.— ■•Foil  of    ooloor.   incident,  aid 

human  imcrcst." 

GORLEONE 

CUAWKORII. 
MORSIXa  POST.- 


By 

•  A  delightful  nowl. 


F.    Marion 


MRS.   HENRY  WOOD'S   NOVELS. 

The  New  and  Cheaper  Editions,  each  Slorij  in  om  volume,  eioicn  8ro,  reii  cloth, 
price  2,?.  6d.,  or  in  green  cloth,  price  2s.,  may  be  obtained  at  all  Boohellers  ._ 
when  a  complete  List  of  the  Twenty-nine  Sloriet  may  he  teen. 

MACMILLAN  &   CO.,   Limited,   London. 
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CATALOGUES. 


WILLIAMS        &      NORGATE 
IMPOKTER8  OP  rOREION  BOOKS, 
14,  Henrietta  Street,  Coveot  Garden,  20,  South  Frederick  St., 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 

0ATALOQUE8  poet  free  on  application. 

TXT  M.  VOYNICH  and  C.  A.  EDGELL,  M.A. 

^'    •    FIRST  LIST  of  BOOKS  OFFERED  for  SALE. 

EARLY    PRINTING  (before   l.WO),  EARLY  AMERICANA, 

CONDEMNED  and   BURNED   liOOKS.   MUSIC, 

ENGLISH    BOOKS    before    16J0,    OCCULT    SCIENCE, 

REFORMATION  and  REFORMERS,  the  GREAT 

80CIN1AN  BIBLE,  :4c. 


M,  EDITH  GROVE,  CHELSEA,  g.W., 
Post  free.  Is.  (by  post  only). 


ONDON. 


TflOREIGN    BOOKS    and    PERIODICALS 
J-  promptly  supplied  on  moderate  terms. 

0ATAL0GDE8  on  application. 

DULAn    *    00..    »7,    SOHO    SQUARE. 


AGENCY  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

^^    p.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 

'J'  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  2  Ird  Street.  Nevr 
York,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C,  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  to  the  excellent 
facilities  presented  by  their  Branch  House  in  London  f  jr  iilliiig, 
on  the  most  farou.  able  terms,  o  ■  ders  for  their  own  STAN  DARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICAL8.-CATAL0GUE8  sent  on  applioation. 

IMPORTANT.-PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING, 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  &c. 
__,  .  —KING  SELL  Ji  RAILT^iN,  Limited,  high.elass 
Printers  and  Publisherc,  12,  Goueh  Cqiiare,  4.  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 
Ktreet.  E.C.,harespeci"*lly-built  Kotaiyand  other  fist  Machines 
I'.r  printing  illustTated  or  other  Fublioations  and  speciallv-built 
Jlachines  for  fast  folding  and  covering  8,  16,  24.  or  32.page 
Journals  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  Journals. 

Facilities  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  OfDces  free.  Adver- 
tising and  Publishing  Departments  conducted, 

Telepone  65121,    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 

npiYPE-WRITING  promptly  and  accurately 
-L  done.  lOJ.  nerl.oflo  words.  Samples  and  references,— 
Address,  MissE,  M,  18,  Mortimer  Crescent  N.W. 

rpYPEWRITING.  —  MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
j  t'.flc.  dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatness 
and  ra(>idity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars.  Ac.  multiplied 
by  hdisons  Mimeograph.  Long  experieuce.  — Miss  Spaina. 
S,  Agamemnon  Road.  West  Ilampstead. 

T  ITERARY  RESEARCH.  — A  Gentleman, 
:r^  ®*P,«rienced  in  Literary  Work,  and  who  has  access  to  the 
uritun  Museum  Reading  Room,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Autlior  or  any  person  requiring  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
search, or  in  seeing  Work  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. —  Apply,  by 
letter,  to  D.  c.  Dallas.  B.  Pumival  Street,  London,  E.C. 
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ONDON         _-_. 

ST.  JAMES'S  SQUARE,  8.W 


LIBRARY, 


Patrok-H.R.H,  the  PRINCB  OP  WAT.ES,  K,G, 
PaesiDtNT- LESLIE   STEPHEN,  Esq, 
Vice-PKESiDBNTS-Tlie  Right  Hon.  A.  J.  BALFOUR.  M.P.,  the 
Right  Bev.  the  LORD  BISHOP  of  LONDON.  HEKBEKT 
Sl>i!;.VCEH,  E.q..  HKNKV  BARKLY.  K.C.B. 
TausTEKs-Right  Hon    Sir  M.   GRANT  DUFF,  Right  Hon. 
Sir  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  Ban.,  M,P,  Eight  Hon,  EARL  of 
ttOSr.  BEIvY. 
The  Library  contains  about  180,000  Volumes  of  Ancient  and 
>loderu  Literature,  in  Various  I-anguages.     Subscripti-.n.  £:) 
a  year  ;  Life..Metnl.ership,  according  to  age.     Fifteen  Volumes 
are  allowed  to  Country  and  Ten  to  Town  Members.     Reading- 
Room    Open  from    lu  to  half-past  6.      CATALOGUE,  Fifth 
bdition,  2  vols.,  royal  Svo.  price  218.;  to  Members,  16s. 
0.  T.JIAGBSRG  WRIGHT.  Secretary  and  Librarian. 

I.MMEDIATELY.-ils. 

UNCLE    JACK     FROM     AMERICA. 

By  K.  G.  SOANS.  Author  of  "  John  Gilbert,  Yeoman,' 

acid  EDITH  L.  KENYON. 

SiMPRiN.  MARsriALi.  &  Co.,  Loudou. 


The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  comphteii  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  obtained  (jraUs  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S  '  S 

GRATEFUL-OOM  PORTING. 

COCOA 

BREAKFAST-SUPP£R. 


ST.  PAUL'S  PREPARATORY  80H00L, 
COLETCOITRT.  REOPENED  for  MICHAELMAS  TERM 
on  TUESDAY,  SeptemlK-r  i;t.  Appl-'-atioQ  for  filling  vacancies 
to  Iw  madn  to  the  Hea'l  Master,  Mr,  J,  Bewsher,  M.A,.  late 
Scholar  of  Balliol  Collefre.  Oxford. 

Durinn  the  last  School  Year  JO  Paulines  ftained  ScholatflhipB 
or  Exhibitions  at  Oxford  ami  Cambridfic,  and  8  gaiiifd  admiR- 
Bion  to  Woolwich  or  Sandhurst.  (I>iiriuK  th«  last  twelve  yeara 
231  Scholarships  have  been  taken  by  Paulines  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge.) 

At  the  Apposition.  19t»7.  there  were 82  Boys  in  the  School  wh"* 
had  gained  Oxford  and  '-Ambridge  Higher  ('ertiftoates,  i;»  who 
had  passed  the  London  Matricu'ation,  and  77  who  had  qualified 
for  Medioal  Registration. 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  Buooessea  had 
received  their  early  education  at  Colet  Court. 


T 


HE   DURHAM  COLLEGE  of   SCIENCE, 

NEWCASTLE-U  PON.TYNE. 


MODERN  HISTORY. 

The  Council  invite  APPLICATIONS  forthe  LECTURESHIP 
iu  MODERN  HISTORY.  Salary  £150,  rising  by  annual 
Increments  of  £10.  to  £'200  per  annum. 

Further  particulars  may  be  ohtained  from  the  SECRETAnv.  to 
whom  applications  must  be  sent,  not  later  than  November  Nth. 

THE     CAMBRIDGE     TRAINING     COL- 
LEGE for  WOMEN  TEACHERS. 

TWO  BCHOLARSTITPg.  one  of  £30  and  one  of  £20,  9re 
OFFERED  for  GRAD  PATES  coming  into  Residence  in 
January,  1899.— Full  details  on  application  to  the  Principal. 

TO  ARTISTS.— TO  BE  SOLD,  t^eether  or 
Kenaratelv.  the  PRKEBOLD  of  an  ARTISTS  HOUSE. 
GALliERY  and  STtJDD)S.  Very  suitable  for  a  resiilential 
Atelier;  moft  picturestpi'^  and  healthily  situated,  with  gardens, 
&c.,  in  a  well-known  art  quarter  of  Kereiugton 

I'articulars,  and  Carus  to  view,  to  be  obtained  of  Mr. 
NicKERsoN,  Auctioneer  and  Surveyor,  43,  Queen  Victoria 
Street,  E.C. 

OLD  COINS  and  MEDALS  of  all  times  for 
SALE.— SECOND  SALE  CATALOGUE,  OcroBKH.  181)3. 
Prices  quoted,  may  >)e  had  fre"  on  spplication.  wirh  o-^e  pUte 
Greek  Coins,  Is.— Dr.  Jacob  HtHScn,  Numigmstist.  Dealer  in 
Coins  aud  Medal".  Heniy  llirsch  succt'ssor.  15.  I.  K**icheii- 
baohstr.  Munich.  Bwniia.  Speciality  :  Fine  Greek  and  Roman 
Cuius,  General  Gold  Coins  and  Medals. 


rMVIh      SBRVrCE     COMMISSION. 

W  FORTHCOMING  E.XAMINATION. 

.lUNIOR  ASSISTANT  in  the  SOUTH  KENSINGTON 
MUSEUM  (Art  Branch).    (18-2.5.)    1st  DECEMBER. 

The  dale  specified  is  the  latest  at  which  applications  can  be 
received.     They  must  be  made  on  forinn  to  be  olitained.  witli 

Earticulars,  from  the  SECKErARY,  Civil   Service   Commission, 
londoo,  g.W. 

Beady  thi^  day,  Od.  j  by  post,  7Jd. 

THE   "AGNOSTIC  ANNUAL"  for  1899. 

Everyone  should  read  the  Paper,  "  What  is  the 
Harm  of  Christianity  ? ''  bv  Herbert  Flowkebbw, 
Author  of  "  A  Celibate's  Wife." 
London:    Watts  &  Co.,  17,   Johnson's  Court, 
Fleet  Street,  B.C. 


GLADSTONE  BEMINISCENCES.    By  O.J. 

Hoi-TOAKE.    See  "THE  AGNOSTIC  ANNUAL." 
Just  ready.    Price  7id.,  jiost  free. 
London:    Watts  &  Co.,  17.  Johnson'B  Coart, 
Fleet  Street,  E.G. 

MIJDIE'S  SELECT  LIBRARY 

For  the  CIRCUIA TIOX  and  SALE  of 

all  the  JIEST 

tNGLTSH,  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN, 
RUSSIAN,  ana  SPANISH  BOOKS. 


TOWN  SUBSCRIPTIONS  from  ONE  GUINEA 

per  annum. 

LONDON  BOOK  SOCIETY  (for  weekly  eicbanne  of  Books 

at  the  houses  of  Subscribers)  from  TWO  GUINEAS  per  annum 

JOONTRY  SUBSCRIPTIONS  from  TWO  GUINEAS 
perannuns, 
N.B.— Two  or  Three  Friends  may  UNITE  in  ONE  SUB- 
SCRIPTION, and  thus  lessen  the  Cost  of  Carriage. 


Toicn  and  Village  Cluls  snpphedon  Liberal  Terms. 

Prospectuses  and  Monthly  Lists  of  Books  gratis 

and  post  free. 


SURPLUS  LIBRARY  BOOKS 

Now  Offered  at 

GREATLY  REDUCED   PRICES. 


A  NEW  CLEARANCE  LIST  (100  pp.) 
Sent  Gratis  and  post  free  to  any  address. 
The  List  contains:  POPULAR  WORKS  in 
TRAVEL,  SPORT,  HISTORY,  BIOGRAPHY, 
SCIENCE,  and  FICTION.  Also  NEW  and  SURPLUS 
Copies  of  FRBNCH,  GKBMAN,  ITALIAN,  and 
SPANISH  BOOKS. 


MUDIE'B    BBLEOT    LIBRARY,    Limited, 

30-31,  Now  Oxford  Street ;  2-11,  Brompton  Road,  S.W.i 

48,  Queen  Victoria  Si  rest,  E.C..  London;  and 

at  Barton  Arcade,  Manrheater, 


Messn.  ARCHIBALD  CONSTABLE 
&  CO.  have  just  published  a 
new  Novel  by  T.  F.  DALE 
and    F.    E.    SLAUGHTER, 

entitled 


TWO  FORTUNES 


Crown  Svo 


AND  OLD  PATCH    6/- 


at  all  the  Libraries,  Booksellers 
and  Bookstalls. 


POPULAR  NOVELS  RECENTLY  PUBLISHED. 

WITHIN  BOUNDS. 

By  ETHEL  COXON.    60 

CALEB  WEST. 

By  F.  nOPKINSON  SMITH.    6/0 
Second  Eiition. 

THE  MODERN  GOSPEL, 

By  Mrs.  H.  H.  PENROSE.    6  O 

DINKINBAR. 

Second  Edition.       By  H.  C.  MacILWAINE.     6  O 

A  STATESMAN'S  CHANCE. 

By  J.  H.  CHARLES.     6  O 

THE  STORY  of  an  UNTOLD  LOVE- 

By  PAUL  LEICESTER  FORD.     6  0 
Second  Edition. 

AN  ELUSIVE  LOVER. 

By  VIRNA  WOODS.    3  6 


THE    WORKS   of 

HENRY   FIELDING 

12  vols.,  flem.V  8vn,  printed  on  Hand-ra«(le  paper 

at  the  Chiswick  Press,  and  limited  to  750  copies 

f  .r  EoRland  and  America. 

Mr.  Edmund  Gosse  has  written  a  Critical  Essay,  in- 

cliidtd  in  the  first  volume.    The  Text  is  based  on  the 

las',  edition  revised  by  the  Author.    78,  6d.  net  per 

volume,  and  Sets  only  sold. 

JOSEPH  ANDREWS,  2  vols.,  and  TOM 

JONE.S,  Vols.  I.  and  II.,  now  ready. 

*'  Messrs.  Constable  have  placed  book-lovers  nnder 
an  oliHoralion  by  their  pulilication  of  this  beautifnl 
edition  iif  Fieldin^t's  works.  Fielding,  althouEh  by 
universfll  acknowl  dgmeiit  our  greatest  novelist,  has 
not  lieeii  as  well  treated  as  some  of  the  older  writers. 
There  is  a  delightful  introductory  essay  by  Mr.  Gosse." 
Illustrated  London  yews. 


A  NEW  VOLUME  BY 

GEORGE     MEREDITH. 

ODES  in  CONTRIBUTION  to  the 
SONG  of  FRENCH  HISTORY. 

Crown  8yo,  buckram,  6s.  net. 


EMIN    PASHA: 

His     Life     and     Work. 

Compiled  from  his  Journals.  Letters,  and  ScientiSo 

Notes,  and  from  Official  Documents.     By  GBOBO 

SCHWEITZER.     With  an  Introduction  by  R.  W. 

FELKIN,  M.n.,  P.R.S.B..  &c.    With  Portrait  and 

Map.    2  vols.,  demy  svo,  cloth  gilt,  328. 

"  Appears  at  a  highly  opportDiie  moment. _  Scienon 

has  every  reason  to  honour  one  who  worshiptied  her 

witli  unremitting  devotion  and  zeal,  and  added  to  th« 

sum  of  human  knowledge  under  constant  disndvan. 

tages,  and  in  circumstances  of  almost  iiuprecedentett 

difficulty."— S<an(/ard. 

**  It  is  a  piece  of  rare  good  fortune  that  Emin*8  care- 
fully written  and  copious  diaries  have  been  so  com-  ■ 

pletelv  recovered The  book  abounds  throughout  j 

with  'matters  of  interest  to  the  gfograiiher,  the  i 
naturalist,  the  politician,  the  student  of  humanity,  i 
and  all  concerned  with  the  recent  history  of  Centiitf  I 
Africa."— TiJiMs. 

•'  Emin  Pasha  was  one  of  the  most  remarkable  per- ' 
sonalitios  in  the  history  of  Africa." 

Manchester  Guardian. 


2,  Whitehall  Gardens,  Westminster. 


29  bctober,  1898. 


The  Academy. 


ng 


HODDER  &  STOUGHTON'S  LIST. 

I'RKI'AHINIl   FDIi  IMMKDIATK  I'l:  lU.II'ATH  )N'. 

CATHOLICISM,  ROMAN  and  ANGLICAN.     By 

thn  Hfv.  A.  M.  FAIRUAIRN,  M.A.,  D.U.,  LL.D.,  Principal  of  Marmflolil 

CollcKO,  Ox  lord,  Author  of  "  Tlio  I'laeo  of  Chrlnl,  in  Modern  TIiooIok.v." 

OoKUNrs:— TlioChurdiesanil  llio  Idonl  of  Rcliirion— Oatboliiiiim  and  Iho 

A|)olo)r?  for  tlio  (nirisllan  Faith    nailioluii'iii  and  ThnuKht— CathollciKia  »•  d 

HiHtorical  CritioiHin-MHiiuirjc  i'"d  tlio  Catholic  Bovivai — Anglo-Cathol'clBui, 

the  Now  anil  tlie  ()I<1.  &c. 

N.U.— I'wintf  to  I'rincipal  Fairliairu's  vinit  to  fndi«,  the  puhlicstion  of  bin 
worlc,  "Tho  Person  of  Cbrixt  and  the  Plii'osophy  of  KeliKion,"  whicll  w«« 
annoiiDced  for  Jatiiary,  liaa  been  unavoidably  postponed  until  tho  autumn  of 
next  year. 

BY  PROF.  W.  M.  RAMSAY. 

WAS    CHRIST    BORN    at    BETHLEHBM  P      A 

study  in  ttc  Crcdiliility  of  .St.  Luke.  By  I'nif.  W.  M.  RAMSAY,  D.l'.L., 
1,1.. D.  Part  I.  Tho  Importanre  of  the  Proliicni.  Part  II.  The  Solution 
of  the  Problem.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5».  {Ready  next  tceek^ 

BY  PROF.  J.  H.  BKRNARD. 

VIA  DOMINI:    Sermons    for  Christian  Seasons. 

By  Dr.  J.  H.  BKRNARD,  U.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  DuMiu,  ^nd 
Aichl>iNhop  Kinj^'s  Lecturer  in  Divinity,  TroPHUrer  of  St.  Pntrick't* 
Cathedral,  Dublin.    Crown  fevo,  cloth,  Cs.  [Heady  next  tnek, 

ROBERT   LOUIS  STEVENSON'S  EDINBURGH 

DAYS.  By  K.  Hr,ANTYRE  SLMPSO.V,  Author  of  "Sir  Jaroes  Y. 
Simpson."    Crown  Hvo,  cloth,  6y.  [In  a/etc  days. 

PROF.   DRUMMONO. 

The    LIFE    of    HENRY    DRUMMOND,   F.RS.E. 

By  GEORGK  ADAM  S.MITH,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  Profofsor  of  Hebrew  and 
Old  TCHtament  E.\egesi8,  Free  Church  College,  Ulasgow.  With  Portraits 
Cloth,  78.  Od.  IReady  in  December. 

BY  TllK  DUCHKSa  OP  LEEDS. 

CAPRICCIOS.    By  the  Duchess  of  Leeds.    Crown 

Hvo,  art  linen,  e.s. 
"  W»  must  ooDirmtulaty  the  DuchuM  of  Leeds  ou  Iier  clover  volume  of  short  storiCF.  whi<"h 
dlsplHy  litetAry  al>llity  of  no  lUDart  order.    .    .    .    We  hnve   notliiug  but  praise  fur  this 
volume,  wliirli  is  oue  of  real  literary  interest."— A'i.  Jttnua's  (Jasette. 

SEVKNTH  EDITION. 

CONCERNING   ISABEL   CARNABY. 

TUORNEYCItOFT  FOWLER.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Os. 

"  Will  be  placed  among  tlio  most  tirilliaut  novels  of  the  yoir."— />((i/tf  A'ews. 

"  'The novel  of  the  season'  will  probably  be  the  popular  verdict  upon  this  amazingly  witty 
and  brilliant  story.'*— .Vpe^'tcr. 

"A  remarkable  iKiok."— ^i'«ra/«re. 

"  Beyond  doubt  a  Imok  to  lead."—  Wuttnituttr  GoKtte. 

"  It  is  an  extremely  clever  book,  and  Miss  Ir'owler  deserves  hearty  congratulations  upon 
her  success."- /ieview  u/ HtvUwn, 

BY  W,  J.  DAWSON. 

TABLE    TALK  with   YOUNG    MEN. 

DAWSON.    Crown  Svo,  c'.otn,  38.  Od. 


By  Eiien 


By  W.  J. 


'  A  very  K'mkI  lunik  tii  nut  inin  llie  liaritls  of  young  men."— Times. 
'  A  biglily  lielpful  ami  stiinulatiiig  buok."— {»(«8yf)i'j  Herald. 


liY  DR.  A.  T.  SCHOFIKLI). 

The     UNCONSCIOUS     MIND.      By    Alfred     T. 

SCIiOFlELI),  M.D.,  M.U.C.S.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  liiiijyrams,  "s.  6(1. 
"  It  is  uiidtintable  that  an  imiuiry  suoli  :is  that  which  Dr.  Suhu&ehl  has  uiulertakeu  may  (m 
paraueil  with  ailvautiiKc  ami  hia  hook  may  hu  read  in  thu  coriliileut  luaurauuu  that  it  witl 
ftfiurd  matiy  BUKgestivu  Hubjectq  for  the  oomtitiuralioii  uf  those  who  uouoeru  thcintwIVM  with 
the  problciiiB  of  the  miud  aud  itu  effect  ou  the  body. "—Murninu  foaU 

BY  llESBA  STRETTO.V. 

HESTER     MORLEY'S     PROMISE.       By     Hesba 

S  I'RI'IT'I'ON,     Author    of     "  Jcssica'.s    First    rrayor,"    ''Tho    Doctor'a 

Dilemma,'*  &c.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6b. 
"  Thu  bright  imrticultit  8t&r  of  the  l>ouk  is  Hester  Motley,  and  she  shincB  ateailily  right  to 
the  end.     Henb.i  .Strettoii  has  iiroduced  no  more  beautiful  iwreouuge  tliau  Hester  Murley. 
Une  in  thu  better  for  her  aeiiuaiutauce.      Tlie  curiously  comitlex   dittpoititiou  uC  llobert 
Wftldruu  is  liniucd  with  thu  greatest  skill."— i>unil«6  Adoertisa', 

London  :   HODDER  &  STOUGHTON,  27,  Paternoster  Row,  B.C. 

A    CHARMING    GIFT    BOOK! 

68.  net,  claret  roan,  gilt,  Illustrated. 

LONDON  IN  IHE  TIME  OF  THE  DIAMOND  JUBILEE. 

ARLINGTON'S  HANDBOOKS. 

ited  by  RALPH  DARLINGTON,  F.R.G.S.       Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW, 
p.  Svo.  OXE  SIIILLIXa  JlACIf.  rilustrmeU. 

THE    VALE    OP    LLANGOLLEN. 

Sth  Special  Couliibutions  from  Ilw  K.\cellcncy  E.  J.  PUKLFS,  Inte 
lerican  Minister;  Profeasor  JOHN  UUSKIN,  LL.D.;  ROUKUl' 
[OWNING ;  A.  W.   KINQLAKB,  and  Sir  THEODORE  MARTIN,  K.C.H. 

BOURNRMOUTH  and  NEW  FOREST.        THE  CHANNEL  ISLANDS. 

THK  NORTH  WALES  COAST.  THE  ISLK  OF  WIGHT. 

BRECON  and  its  BEACONS.  THE  WYE    VALLEY. 

»EOSS,  TINTEKN,  and  CHEPSTOW.  THE  SEVERN   VALLEY. 

BRISTOL,  BATH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUPER-MARE. 
BRIGHTON,  EASTliOURNE,  HASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEONARDS. 
LLANDUDNO,    RHYL,   BANGOR.    BETTWSYCOED   and  SNOWDON. 
ABERYSTWYTH,      HARMOUTH,     MACHYNLLETH     and     ABERDOVKY. 

UAR.MOUTll,   DOLtiELLY,  HARLECH,  CRICCIETH   and  PWLLHELL 
M.iLVERN,  HKREFORI),  WORCESTER,  GLOUCESTER  .t  CHELTENHAM. 

LLANDRINDOD  WELLS  and  tbo  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 
SECOND  EDITION,  ENLARGED,  5s.    Sixty  llluf.tratiuu8,  24  Maps  and  Plans. 


LONDON    and    ENVIRONS. 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 


I^K-London:  Sihpkin,  Marshall,   Hamilton,  Kent  &  Co, 


irARPKK    c^^    lUJOTIIKllS' 

NEW     PUBLICATIONS. 


Ltd. 


China  in  Transformation 

Hy   AROIIIB.Vl.D   R.    COLQUIIOUN, 

Qold  HedBllUt  Royal  Oeogrspbical  Society,  formerly  Drpoty  Com- 
miiaioner,  Burmab,  and  AdmiDiairator  of  Maibonatand,  SprcUtl 
Correspondent  of  the  Time;  kc. 

With  Frontispiece,  Maps,  Flanfl,  Copious  Index,  ico.    Oemy  8ro, 
cloth  extra,  His. 

"  Every  page  of  the  volume  should  ba  carefully  studied  by  those 
who  desire  to  gain  a  right  understanding  of  the  present  position  in 
China." — Atlfixeum. 

MEMORIES   OF   A  REAR-ADMIRAL,  Who  has 

Scrvud  fur  More  tlian  Half  a  Century  in  the  Navy  of  th.  Unit«l  BWtm. 
Hy  S.  R.  FRANKLIN,  Rear-Admltal  U.S.  .Navy.  llliutraMd.  Dnay 
Svo,  cloth  exlia,  deckle  ed^os  and  gilt  top,  \2»,  6d. 

NBW  AND  CHEAPER  KDITION. 

PRIMARY  CONVICTIONS.    B/  the  Archbishop  of 

ARMAGH.  Pfiinalo of  All  Ireluu'l.     Pc\iMl,  with  Index  and  Sybu|iM», 

cIoOi,  'in.  Od. 
"  Die  treatnioQt  nf  the  subject  is  marked  by  aM  cbo  Aalhor'i  mn«t  attmrtive 
charKctehHticf.      Hardly  a  paffo  is  Mithotii  iK>me  bhlliaiic  and  epifcr«*t>matic 
retlcction,  uome  itaaint  <  r  inurcbUug  anecdutCt  or  aome  moviriK  appeal.  ' 

LABOUR  COPARTNERSHIP.    Notes  of  a  Visit  to 

Oo-operativG  Work.'^hops,  FHcLorica,  and  Kftrnis  io  Great  Britain  »i>d 
IreUnd,  in  which  Kmployer,  Kniployec,  and  GonBunoer  nttara  in  Owiter* 
slnpiind  .\Ia>  ajremuni  iiTul  Ue»ultM.  by  HKNKY  DKMAUKST  LLOtD, 
Author  uf  "  Wealth  against  Common  we  altb."    Ch'th,  ;>s. 

THE    PATERNAL    STATE    IN    FRANCE     AND 

GERMANY.    By  HENRY  GAULLIEUR.    Post  Svo,  cloth  0». 

THE  GOLFER'S  ALPHABET.     Illustrated  by  A. 

B.  FHOST.  Rhymos  l)y  W.  G.  VAN  TASSEL  8UTPHKN,  Author  of 
"  Golllcide."    Square  4to,  with  Umamental  Cover,  7..  6d. 

HARPER'S  ROUND  TABLE.     Volume  for   1898. 

Clolh  extra,  gilt  top,  7f>.  ti<L 

HARPERS  MAGAZINE. 

BoinD  v'oT.uMK  :— .luno  to  Noveml>cr.    Oloth  extra,  Ss.  Cd. 
Ca^es  vo«  Biffoiiro,  supplied  soparatoly,  2a.  eacb. 

FOUR  FOR  A  FORTUNE :  a  Story.     By  Albert 

I^KK,  Anthor  of  "Touiniy  Toddles."     Illustratod  by  F.  G.   Yobu.     Crowa 

8vo,  (loth  extra,  kiU,  Oa. 

THE   ROCK   OF   THE  LION:    a  Story.    By  M. 

KLLIOT  SKAWELL,  Author  of  "  A  Virginia  Uavallor,"  *o.  lIlualraMd 
by  A.  \.  KKLLEK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ktlt,  Os. 

HARPER'S    FAVOURITE    NOVELS. 

Crown  .Sro,  cluth  extra,  6i,  each. 
LATEST  ADDITIONS. 

A  WORLD  BEWITCHED.    By  James  M.  Graham, 

Author  of  "  Tho  Son  of  the  Czur." 

THE  DUENNA  OF  A  GENIUS.     By  Bl  E.  Francis 

iMrs.  Francis  liluodel),  Auibur  of  "  In  a  -North  Uouutry  VillaRC,"  *c. 

MEG  OF  THE  SCARLET  FOOT.    By  W.  Edwards 

TIREBUCK,  Author  ot  "  Miej  Grace  of  All  Sooli,"  *c. 

THE  STORY  OF  A  PLAY.    By  W.  D.  HoweUs. 
BEHIND  A  MASK.    By  Theo  Douglas,  Author  of 

'*  Iras,  a  Mystery.*' 

IN  THE  SARGASSO  SEA.    By  Thomas  A,  Janvier. 
SILENCE,  AND  OTHER  STORIES.     By  Mary  E. 

WILiUNS,  Author  ot  "A  Meiv  tkUgUkud  Nim,"  ^o. 


HIBPER  &  BROTHEB?,  Publishers,  London  and  Xew  Torkj 
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Mr.  T.  FISHER  UNWIN'S 

LIST. 


Mra.  BURTON  HARRISON'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

A  TRIPLE  ENTANGLEMENT.  By 

Mrs.    mjRI'>N     MAIiUlSON,    Author    of    "A 
BacMlorMaid,"  &c.    Ulotb,  Os.        INvxt  week. 


New  Volume  of  "The  Builders  of  Qreatsr 
Britain  " 

EDWARD  GIBBON  WAKEFIELD. 

The  t)o'oiiisilion  of  South  Angtralia  and  New 
Zealand  )i.v  li  GAUNEl'T.  U.B.,  LL.D.  Photo- 
grivuro  front  and  Maps.    Clo.h,  6a. 

[Kext  week. 


An  Important  NawWork  by  the  Editor  of 
th3  '■R3VUO  des  Deux  Mondes." 

MANUAL    of   the    HISTORY    of 

FRRNOH  UTERATURB  By  FERDINAND 
BUUNRTIERE,  Preface  specially  written  f  ,r 
this  Eilitioa  D,v  the  Author.    Cloth,  12s. 

Professor  Dowdkn.  in  a  letter  to  the  Publisher, 
writes:  "I  know  alreailv  in  its  French  form  tbe 
Manual,  and  know  how  full  of  thouglit  and  of  learn- 
ing it  is.  I  8hu;l  do  whnt  I  cnn  to  get  any  of  my 
students,  who  tt'C  alsi  stndonts  of  French,  to  road  80 
useful  a  book  as  your  edition  of  the  Manual." 


W.    CL^RK    RUSSELL'S    NEW    NOVEL. 

THE  ROMANCE  of  a  MIDSHIP- 
MAN, liy  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL,  Author  of 
•'  The  Wreck  of  the  '  Urosveuor,'"  &c.  In  green 
clotb,  Us. 

The  Spectator  says  ;  "  It  is  readable  from  beginning 
t:>  end.*' 

The  Speakei-  fays  :  "  There  is  1  ovelty  here,  as  well 
as  excitement  and  inci(ient.  Indeed,  the  veteran- 
writer  has  never  shown  his  skill  in  devising  i)083ible 
Incidents  at  sea  more  fully  than  in  this  volume." 

Mr.  W.  H.  Lfcv  says;  "It  is  deliRhtful  to  ilnd 
Russell  excelling  himseU'  after  so  long  a  successful 
course." 


L0U:8    BECKE'S    NEW    BOOK. 

RODMAN,    the    BOATSTEERER 

Larse  crowu  Hvo,  GreeirCIoth  Library,  (Js. 

The  Sf.  Jamais  Gazette  savs:  "A  graphic  lidelity 
to  details,  couoied  with  u  pictviresciue  thoiisrh  simplo 
style,  which  makc^  his  bouk  disliuctly  valuable  as 
well  ua  intiresLia^." 

DOLLY  R4DFORD*8  NEW  BOOK. 

ONE  WAY  of  LOVE.      By  Dollie 

RAHrORD,  Author  of  "A  Light  Load,"  "Good 
Night,"  Ho.    Cloth,  3s.  6d.  'iNext  week. 

CORNISH     WHIDDLES      for 

TEENIN'     TIME.       Told    by    Mrs.      KRAN'K 
MORRIS,     llhisirated  by  Archibald  K.  Nichol- 
son.   Fc  tp.  U\-o,  piuat'^re  cloth  biuding,  :is.  I^d. 
[AdV  week. 

BV  JOHN  OLWER  HOBBES. 

THE   SCHOOL  for  SAINTS.     By 

JOHS  OLIVER  UOBHES,  Author  of  "The 
Ambassador,"  iic.  Tnird  Impresfiioa.  Green 
cloth,  gilt,  Vs. 

DR.  8.  WEIR  MITCHELL'S  NEW  NOVEU 

FAR  in  the  FOREST.    By  S.  Weir 

MITOHEI.L,  Author  of  " High'- Wynne,"  &c. 
Clotb,  88. 

BY  ETHEL  OOLBURN  MAVNF. 

THE   CLEARER  VISION:   Beinsr 

S'.orie*  of  the  tiecret  Life.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gil',,  63. 

"  Th»rfl  ia  ro  doubt  about  the  striking  clererness  of 
thesa  actional  ttlaiina.'—Vttiti/  TMegraph, 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers. 


London:    T.    FISHER    UNWIN, 
r«terno  'e-  fqaare,  E,0, 


Dr.BREWERS  READER'S  HAND 

BOOK    of     FAMOUS     NAMES    in    FICTION, 

ALLUSIONS,       KKFERENCES,      PROVERBS, 

PLOTS,    STORIES,    and    POEMS.       A    NEW 

EDITION,   Revised  anii  Enlarged.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  7s.  6d. 

"A  wonderfully  comprelieDFivc  dictionary  of  references  to 

matter-ti  wliicti  are  always  croi>|)ing  up  in  conversation  aud  in 

overy-dsy  life a  most  nandy  volume."— rimes. 

A    BIRD'S-EYE    VIEW    of   PIC- 

TUKKSQUK      INDIA.       By      Sir      RICHARD 

TKMI'LS,      With  32  IllaBtrationa.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  68. 

"  Amuiig  the  hundreds  of  books  on  India  it  does  manage  to 

cmvL-y,   perlmps   lietler  than  any  oth©     to  a  presiouslv   un- 

inioruied  render,  a  g  ueral  iutelligunt  CDUception  of  what  India 

is— its  gJveriiiULMit,  itn  native  courts,  it»  autiiiuitief<,  its  enort. 

.Sir  Kichard  Twinjile  has  urovided  us  with  a  volume  exccl- 

lo'itly  adapted  both  tn  interest  and  instruct  the  public  on  tbe 
buhject  uf  our  great  Eastern  Empire."— Literature. 


HAROLD  FREDERIC'S  NOVELS. 
SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.   Post 

8tu,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. ;  illustrated  board?,  28. 

"  llaniarkat'le  for  freshiieiB,  vigour,  and  truth AVe  know 

of  III*  ifouk.  whether  history  or  romance,  which  brings  the  reader 
so  directly  into  contact  with  the  reality  ut  American  lif»-." 

Manchtstcr  Guardian. 

THE  LAWTON   GIRL.     Post  8vo, 

cloth,  with  Frontispiece  by  Fred  Barnard,  3a.  6d. ; 
illustrated  i>oarda,  2a. 
"  '  Tlie  Lawton  Olrl '  is  a  stronic  book,  by  the  author  of  that 
remarkable  story  'Seth's  Brother's  Wife.* — It  is  one  of  the 
h.'st,  most  pathetic,  and,  in  tbtj  liighest  sonse,  most  humorous 
b  Kika  which  have  come  eVtin  from  America  witbiu  the  last  few 
y  ears."— -4  rafiemff. 


NEW  THREE-AND-SIXPENNY  NOVELS. 
JOAN,  the  CURATE.    By  Florence 

WARDEN.     SECOND  KDITION. 

"A  struijihlforward  story,  told  in  a  manner  which  befits  its 
subject.  Miss  Warden  keeps  our  interest  the  whole  way 
throufe'b."— //i((cA'  and  White. 

A   TRAGEDY  in   MARBLE.     By 

ADAM  LILBURN. 

■■  The  tale  is  told  with  rare  simplicity  and  tender  pathos 

We  congratulate  the  author  on  hij  natural  and  moving  little 
narrative."— iicAv. 

MRS.    CARMICHAEL'S    GOD 

DK3SE3.      By    SARAH    TiTTLKR,    Author    of 

"  Saiat  Muusfo's  City." 
"The  story  bag  mucli  pathos,  and  is  full  of  humour — Miss 
Tjtler'B  style  coutiuues  as  attractive  as  ever,  and  we  have  to 
tliauk  her  fur  an  able,  interesting,  aud  plea-^ant  story,  full  of 
local  colour  and  striking  luuideuti^." — Ou-itlKe  Courier. 

THIS  LITTLE    WORLD.     By  D. 

CHRISTIE     MURRiY,    Author    of    "Joseph's 
Coat  " 
"  Houe'tly  coDceived,  thoughtfully  aoil  even  teuderly  work.d 
out."— .K/Mjnau  H. 

ONCE     UPON     a     CHRISTMAS 

TIMS.      By  GEOaGE  R.  SIM3.     With  8  lllus- 

trationa  by  C.  Green,  R.l. 
"A  kindly,  old- fash i«niud  tale,  with  comic  and  sentimental 
intoiluiles.-   .3ome  excel'eut  drawings  hy  Mr.   C.   Ureeu   add 
charm  to  tlie  book." — Acailtmy, 

PROVINCIAL      LETTERS     of 

BLilSE  PASCAL.    With  I utroiiuction  and  Notes 
by  i'.  McCRlK,  U.D.    Post  avo,  hnlf-cloth,  28. 
[Ni;w  Volume  or  the  Pocket  Libkaicy. 

RAMBLES    ROUND    ETON    and 

HARROW.     By  ALFRED  RIMMBR,     With  52 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  tid. 

THE  GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE 

One  SbilUoff  Monthly. 
CosTBSts  FOE  NOVEMBER. 
AN  INVOliUNrARV  MURDER.     By  Vl.\oimi«  Kouohsm. 
WINTER  m  a  DEER-FOREST.    By  1Je(,tok  Fii&siiit. 
THE  WlE.VL'll  and  SIERll.\  LEUNE.     By  K.  A.  Edwards. 
IIEHALDIC    ASPEUI    of    SCOTI'J    WORKS.      By   J.    O. 

i'r.DKICK. 

THE  LUW  PEAK.    By  Joiiii  Htdb. 

THE  WAV  CHI-'iA  U  (1  :)V'E11NBU.    By  E.  II.  Pabber. 

A  MASTER  of  IRISITY.    By  Rov.  K.  I'tjcock,  M.A. 

1-R0URH3S  of  tlij  RUSSIAN  E.HPIRE.    By  Edward  Less. 

BY  the  KIVEK.    By  F.  B.  Ui.vet.m, 

JO.NSJNS  "MAV  lord."    By  Silvasu  Ubbvs. 


London:     CHATTO    &    WINDUS, 
111,  St.  Martin's  Lane,  W.e. 


NEW    BOOKS. 


NOW  READY. 

In  2  vo's.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  containing  Intaglio  Ilatc 

Froiitisi>ieco,  price  2  Is. 

ST.  THOMAS  OF  CANTERBURY. 

A  Study  of  tbe  Evidence  beaiLng  on  bis  De  <tb 

and  MiracleG. 

By  tbe  Rev.  KDWJN  A.  ABBOTT,  D.D. 

Part  I.  gives  fanslaiions  of  eleven  Latin  narratives 
of  the  Martyrdom,  together  with  those  of  Gamier, 
and  the  Sa^^^a,  compdrinir  the  whole  with  the  modern 
accounts  of  Stanley  and  Tennyson,  and  deducing 
general  rules  of  criticism  applicable  to  synoptic  docu- 
ments. In  Part  II.  the  Miracles  of  St.  Thomas  are 
oescribed  from  the  books  of  Benedict  and  William  of 
Canterbury,  and  those  common  to  both  writers  aie 
arranged  in  parallel  columns,  an  altem])t  being  made 
10  show  the  authenticity  of  manv  of  tnem,  to  trace 
their  gradual  degeneraiion,  to  indicate  the  originntion 
and  growth  of  legend,  and  to  pomt  out  the  bearing  of 
the  whole  subject  on  the  study  of  the  Gospels. 

NOW  READY, 

A    PRISONER     OF    FRANCE. 

Being  the  Reminiscences  of  the  late 

Captain    CHARLES    BOOTHBY,    R.E. 

Containing  Frontispiece  Portrait  of  the  Author  and 

several  Illustrations  in  the  Test,  from  Pen-and-ink 

Sketches  in  the  Author's  Journals. 

Square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  Cs. 

This  narrative  begins  with  tbe  Battle  of  Talavora,  a 

which  the  chronicler,  a  joung  ollicer  in  the   Royal 

Engineers,  was  disabled  by  a  wound  in  ths  leg.    It 

vividly  describeH  the  social  conditioos  uf  France  and 

Spain  during  tlie  wars  in  the  early  part  of  the  century, 

aud  in  particubir  the  chivalrous  courtesy  with  wbick 

the  French  othcers  treated  any  euemiea  who  fell  into 

their  bauds. 

NOW  BEADY. 

MEMOIRS    OF  LADY   RUSSELL 
AND  LADY  HERBERT. 

1623-1723. 

Compiled  from   Original  Family  Documents 

By  LA.DY  STEPNEY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  5b. 

The  Memoirs  and  the  Correspondence  contained  in 

this  volume  were  deavt  with  in  works  published  from 

time  to  time  in  the  earlier  halt  of  the  century.  It  vany 

be  considered,  however,   that  they  now  cjmc  with 

some  freshness ;  since  the  wcrks  retened  to  have  long 

been  out  of  print,  aud  in  this  volume  they  havo  inn-n 

compiled,  from  original  family  documents,  by  Lady 

Stepney,  who  lived  f  jur  generalions  ngo.    The  MSS. 

were  left  by  Lady  Stepney  lo  her  son  Admiral  ibiuners, 

by  whom  they  were  bequeathed  to  coluncl  Poliok,  h«r 

great-nephew,  at  whose  instance  they  are  now  puolished 

NOW  READY. 

THE     ENCHANTED     STONE. 

By  C.  LEWIS  HIND. 
Crown  yvo,  cloth,  price  Gs. 
Founded  on  the  theory,  prevalent  among  Orienta 
peoples,  that  the  ultimate  Revelation  will  ne  in  the 
West,  iho  plot  of  this  novel  is  laid  in  Li.ndon  amid  the 
most  modem  conditions.  The  story,  however,  althou^'n 
exceedingly  original  and  daring,  is  neither  fantaMic 
nor  frivolous.  On  the  coutrary,  il  will  commend  itself 
not  less  to  the  philosophic  student  of  icligiuu  than  to 
the  lover  of  an  exciting  tale. 

NOW  READY. 

Crown  &VO,  cloth,  i>rice  6fl. 

THE  MINISTER'S  CONVERSION. 

By    I.    HOOPER, 

Author  of  '*  dib  Grace  o'  the  Gunne." 

A  romantic  study  of  the  struggb  between  human 

nature  and  religious  fervour  m  a  dns-teniing  com' 

munity  in  tbe  West  of  Eugland.    The  novel  is  hy  tbt 

autuor  of  "  His  Giace  o  the  Gunne." 


In  1  vol.,  large  crown  8vo,  c'oth,  gilt  top,  price  7d.  (Jd  , 
with  41  illusLratiunsi 

THE  HISTORY  of  the 

REFORMATION  of  RELIGION. 

WITHIN    THE    REALM    OF    SCOTLAND. 
By  JOHN    KNOX. 
Transcribed  into  Modern  Spelling  by 
CHARLES    J.    GUTHRIE,    M.A.,    Q.C. 
'*It  is  really  a  loss  to  English,  and  even  touniver.**:!  . 
literature  that  Knux  s  hasty  and  tstranguly  inten 
in>;,  impressive,  and  peculiar  book,  '  Tue  Histm-.s  ■ 
the  tieformatiou  in  Scotland,'  bus  ijot  bpen  rendered 
far  more  exteusihly  legible  to   serious  mankind  at  I 
large  than  is  hitherto  the  case." — raoMAS  Cablylb. 


A.  &  C.  BIiACK,  Soho  Square,  London. 


The  Academy 
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Price  Threepence. 

[Regisltrtd  as  a  ffttupap*ts'\ 


The  Literary  Week. 

Mr.  Watts,  E.A.,  has  undertaken  a  statue  of  the  late 
Lord  Tennyson.  It  will  bo  of  lifo  size,  or  even  larger; 
and  the  artist,  who  is  in  his  eighties,  and  whoso  oil- 
portrait  of  the  poet  is  the  possession  of  the  nation, 
approaches  this  presentation  of  the  lato  Laureate  in  a  new 
medium  with  confidence  and  enthusiasm. 


TuE  booksellers'  windows  in  Berlin  and  elsewhere, 
which  were  recently  hung  with  black-edged  notices  of 
special  necrologues  and  memorials,  are  aflame  to-day 
with  yellow  placards  of  the  forthcoming  Thoughts  and 
Recollections  of  Prince  Bismarck.  The  work  will  be 
publisliod  towards  the  end  of  November  in  two  pre- 
liminary volumes  at  ten  marks  apiece,  and  a  limited 
number  of  copies,  printed  on  vellum  and  half-bound,  will 
be  simultaneously  issued  at  thirty  marks.  It  may  be 
remembered  that  Dr.  Busch's  account  of  these  memoirs 
describes  them  as  practically  of  very  little  value.  He 
relates  that  the  ex-Chancellor's  memory  was  failing  when 
he  dictated  the  work  to  Lothar  Bucher,  and,  further,  that  his 
rage  and  resentment  at  his  dismissal,  and  at  all  the  cir- 
cumstances attending  it,  had  warped  his  judgment  and  his 
sense  of  truth.  So  far  as  these  statements  have  been 
made  known  in  Germany,  they  are  taken  as  an  attempt  on 
Dr.  Busch's  part  to  assist  the  sale  of  his  own  "Secret 
Pages"  by  spoiling  the  market  for  the  authentic  work. 
But  the  name  of  Prof.  Horst  Kohl — the  editor  of  the 
"Bismarck  Annual,"  and  the  original  nominee  for  the  once- 
projected  chair  of  Bismarck  in  Leipsic  University — who  is 
preparing  the  Thoiujhts  and  Eecollectiom  for  the  Cotta  Press 
in  Stuttgart,  is  accepted  as  a  sufficient  guarantee  for  the 
lustorical  worth  of  the  publication. 


The  world  of  letters  in  Germany  is  already  making  its 
preparations  to  celebrate  the  150th  anniversary  of  Goethe's 
birthday  in  1 899.  A  proposal  to  commemorate  the  date  by 
the  erection  of  a  statue  of  the  poet  in  the  prido  of  his 
youth  comes  from  Strasburg,  where,  as  a  student  of  the 
University,  ho  lived  for  several  years,  and  where  he  planned 
the  outlinos  of  his  great  drama,  "Faust."  The  committee 
charged  with  tlie  execution  of  this  scheme  is  representative 
and  cosmopolitan. 

Since  retiring  from  the  management  of  Chapman  & 
Hall,  Ltd.,  Mr.  Crawfurd  has  sold  Chapman's  Magazine, 
of  which  he,  with  others,  wa.s  the  proprietor,  to  tlie 
General  Magazine  and  Eeview  Co.,  by  whom  in  future  it 
will  be  carried  on  under  a  new  title. 


It  may  perhaps  be  considered  as  a  result  of  the  acute 
competition  among  the  cheap  magazines  that  the  Englith 
Illustrated  Magazine  has  been  again  transferred.  The  pro- 
prietors of  the  Illuttrated  London  N'ewi  and  Sketch,  who 
acquired  it  a  few  years  ago,  have  sold  it  to  a  firm  of 
printers  at  St.  Albans,  who  propose  making  a  feature 
of  coloured  illustrations.  Mr.  Shorter  will  not  be  respon- 
sible for  the  editing  after  the  Christmas  number. 


Whex  Messrs.  Macmillan  started  the  Englith  Illuitrated 
Magazine  in  1884,  a  real  effort  was  made  to  compete 
with  the  pictorial  methods  of  the  best  American  monthlies. 
Mr.  Biscombe  Gardner  and  Mr.  Lacour  engraved  exquisite 
frontispieces,  and  Mr.  Comyns  Carr,  the  editor,  found 
delicate  examples  of  ancient  decorative  ironwork  to  serve 
as  headpieces  and  tailpieces.  The  text  was  also  distin- 
guished. Among  the  contril)utor8  were  E.  L.  Stevenson, 
Mr.  Shorthouse,  Mr.  Swinburne,  and  Mr.  Traill. 


The  publishing  world  is  still  greatly  agitated  over  the 
question  of  the  threepenny  magazine.  Itis  generallyadmitted 
that  there  might  be  a  vast  improvement  in  the  reading 
matter  of  both  the  Sarmsworth  and  the  Royal  magazines. 
Both  these  publications  are  filled  by  articles  and  stories 
by  unknown  writers,  and  with  one  or  two  exceptions  these 
are  not  of  first-class  interest.  The  editorial  expense,  when 
spread  over  a  miUion  copies,  is,  after  all,  an  infinitesimal 
amount  per  copy.  It  is  paper  and  print  that  cost  the 
money.  Another  hundred  pounds  or  two  paid  for  literary 
matter  would  make  a  vast  difference  to  the  future  sales. 


The  success  of  Messrs.  Cassell's  new  Penny  Magazine 
has  been  remarkable.  So  g^eat  was  the  demand  for  No.  1 
that  Messrs.  Cassell,  who  do  all  their  own  printing,  have 
had  to  postpone  the  publication  of  No.  2  until  next  week. 
We  believe  they  have  still  orders  in  hand  for  No.  1 ,  but 
that  they  have  decided  not  to  reprint  again.  The  reception 
of  the  magazine  is  all  the  more  astonishing  when  it  is 
remembered  that  by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  contents 
have  seen  the  light  before.  The  serial  story  must  have 
been  read  by  thousands  in  volume  form. 


Mr.  T.  p.  O'Connor  is  severing  his  connexion  with  the 
Weeklg  Sun.  Henceforwanl,  for  a  while,  he  intends  to 
devote  all  his  journalistic  energies  to  his  new  paper.  Mr. 
O'Connor's  journalistic  career  has  been  fertile  in  new 
ideas,  which  have  almost  always  been  popular.  Indeed, 
the  front-page  review  in  the  Weehlg  Sun  quite  set  a 
fashion. 
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Thackeray,  it  seems  from  Mrs.  Eitchie's  introduction  to 
the  Biographical  Esmond,  had  an  idea  of  illustrating  his 
Lectures  on  the  English  Humorists.  In  a  letter  to  his 
publisher  he  gave  aeveral  specimen  drawings.     One,  which 

we  reproduce,  re- 
presented John- 
son and  BosweU ; 
another,  Sterne 
and  the  grisette ; 
another,  Captain 
Steele.  The  pro- 
ject,  however, 
came  to  naught. 

The  passionate 
admiration  which 
the  murdered 
Empress  of  Aus- 
tria had  for  the 
verse  of  Heinrich 
Heine,  and  her 
pious  affection 
for  his  memory, 
are  well  known. 
Among  her 
papers  a  port- 
folio containing 
several  of  the 
great  poet's  autograph  letters  was  discovered  upon  her 
death.  These  letters,  it  appears,  were  given  to  the 
Empress  by  Heine's  only  surviving  sister,  Erau  von 
Embden,  when  she  visited  the  old  lady  in  Hamburg 
several  years  ago.  The  Emperor,  on  learning  that  Frau 
von  Embden  was  still  alive,  ordered  these  precious  letters 
to  be  returned  to  her.  In  the  packet  he  enclosed  a  letter 
written  by  his  own  hand,  thanking  the  old  lady  for  her 
present  to  his  wife,  and  the  latest  portrait  of  the  Empress. 


Johnson  and  Boswell. 

{Drawn  by  Thackeray.) 


Exit  Louis  de  Eougemont,  enter  Jean  Pacard.  Jean 
Pacard  was,  or  purports  to  have  been,  a  former  warder  on 
Devil's  Island  at  the  beginning  of  Dreyfus'  imprisonment 
there,  and  he  has  necessarily  an  interesting  story  to  tell. 
This  story  is  now  running  as  a  serial  through  a  weekly 
paper  entitled^?/  Sorts.  "  Mon  Dieu,"  says  M.  Pacard 
(in  translation),  "  it  was  strange,  very  strange.  Indeed, 
it  was  quite  a  thrilling  romance,  and  I  wiU  tell  it  to'you." 
Until  Esterhazy's  book  appears  M.  Pacard  should  serve. 


It  is  really  time,  writes  a  correspondent,  to  protest 
against  the  desecration  of  Dumas  that  has  now  set  in. 
Athos,  Perthes,  Aramis,  and  D'Artagnan  are  honoured  and 
sacred  figures  who  should  dwell  undisturbed  in  the  choice 
recesses  of  the  mind.  Thej'  should  be  inviolable — most  of 
aU  from  poster  artists  and  dramatic  adaptors.  But  both 
these  foes  to  idealism  have  now  wreaked  their  will.  It  is 
true  that  a  stage  version  of  Dumas  can  be  avoided  :  hence 
I  say  nothing  of  that ;  but  a  poster  smites  one  in  the 
face  at  every  turn,  and  I  wish  to  enter  a  protest  against 
the  Haymarket  poster  which  now  covers  the  hoardings  of 
London.  From  this  sprawling  ajpche  every  trace  of  distinc- 
tion has  vanished.   Athos,  Porthos,  Aramis,  and  D'Artagnan 


are  mere  conventional  swashbucklers,  of  no  more  account 
than  the  meanest  of  the  Cardinal's  creatures  whom  they 
abhorred.  They  are  denuded  alike  of  personality  and 
manners  :  four  grinning  tipplers,  they  sail  inanelj-  through 
the  air,  bestraddling  a  volume  and  brandishing  bottles  and 
arms.  Of  Dumas  there  is  no  trace.  The  picture  is  a 
crime  against  romance. 


In  consequence  of  the  production  of  "  The  Three 
Musketeers  "  at  the  Globe  Theatre,  and  the  imminence  of 
another  production  at  the  Haymarket  Theatre,  there  is  an 
extraordinary  demand  in  bookshops  for  Dumas'  novel. 
Fortunately  there  are  about  ten  editions  to  meet  it.  These 
are  of  many  styles  and  periods,  and  they  compare  with 
each  other  in  the  most  eccentric  way.  For  example, 
Messrs.  Warne  have  produced  a  two-shiUing  edition, 
selling  at  eighteenpence,  which  throws  more  expensive 
editions  into  the  shade,  and  makes  others  of  the  same  price 
look  ridiculous.  Many  people,  however,  wUl  prefer  Mr. 
Walter  Scott's  edition,  at  three-and-sixpence. 


Foe  a  piece  of  brilliant  destructive  criticism  the  reader  is 
commended  to  try  the  Quarterly's  attack  on  the  religious 
novels  of  Miss  Corelli  and  Mr.  Hall  Caine.  The  writer 
possesses  jDerfect  temper  and  masterly  analytical  skill. 
The  article  is  so  closely  knit  and  logical  in  progression 
that  to  quote  is  not  easy  ;  but  here  is  a  sentence  on  each 
novelist,  and  the  sum  of  the  whole  matter :  "  For  herself 
[Miss  Corelli]  she  cannot  distinguish  prose  from  verse, 
but  rambles  between  them  and  fancies  it  a  fine  thing  to 
'  go  '  made  in  white  satin  like  '  Tilburina '  in  The  Critic.  .  . 
Mr.  Caine  lives  and  dies  by  emotion  ...  he  has  an 
eye  for  what  he  sees,  but  he  lives  in  a  world  of  his  own. 
.  .  .  Their  religion  is  not  Christianity,  but  its  carica- 
ture ;  and  their  apologetics  are  as  wanting  in  balance  as 
they  are  fertile  in  sickly  and  sensuous  dreams." 


Shakespeabe  is  now  finally  doomed;  Greene  finally 
doomed  ;  Marlowe  finally  doomed  ;  Bacon  finally  justified. 
Mr.  Ignatius    Donnelly  writes  thus  to  the  Philadelphia 

Conservator : 

I  think  my  new  and  yet  unpublished  book  contains  a 
remarkable  array  of  facts  going  to  show  that  there  is  a 
cipher  in  the  Shakespeare  Sonnets  and  in  Ben  Jonson's 
Plays  as  well  as  in  the  Plays  that  go  by  the  name  of 
Shakespeare.  The  first  part  of  the  book  shows,  as  I  think, 
very  conclusively,  that  the  application  of  Bacon's  biliteral 
cipher,  given  in  the  De  Augmentis,  when  apphed  to  the 
curious  biliteral  inscription  on  the  gravestone  oyer  Shake- 
speare's remains — 

Good  Prend  for  Jesus  SAKE  forbeare 
To  diGG  THE  Dust  Enclo-Ased  He.Ee. 
Blese  be  THE  Man  Y'  spares  THEs  Stones 
And  curst  be  He  Y'  moves  my  Bones  — 
produces  this  cipher  sentence : 

Francis  Baron  wrote  the  Greene,  Marlowe,  and  Shakespeare  \ 
Plays. 

I  believe  that  when  published    my  book  will  go  far  to  I 
settle  the  whole  Baconian  controversy. 

We  await  the  book  with  a  calm  pulse. 


i 
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Mn.  Kenneph  Giiahame's  new  story,  Tlte  Ileadiuoman, 
whicli  fonus  No.  5  of  Mr.  Lane's  Bodley  Booklets,  is  a 
mere  trifle.  It  is  an  exercise  in  the  humour  of  the  Bah 
Jiallads,  carried  out  to  the  extreme  end.  It  will  not  add  to 
Mr.  Grahamo's  reputation  ;  but,  then,  probably  Mr. 
Grahame  knows  that,  and  is  surprised  that  so  slight 
a  thing  as  this  should  have  the  dignity  of  a  cover,  with 
Sir  Thomas  Bodley's  portrait  upon  it. 


Tire  omission  of  Mr.  Kipling's  lines  entitled  "Bobs  "  from 
the  new  collected  edition  of  his  works  is  deplored  by  many 
bookbuyers.      The  result  is  that  tlio  number  of  the  Pall 

Kail  Magazine  which  contained  the  poem  beginning — 
There's  a  little  red-faced  man,  which  is  Bobs, 
Bides  the  tallest  'orse  'e  can — Our  Bobs — 
18  being  eagerly  sought  after,  and  copies  now  command 
double  the  published  price. 


Kii'LiNG  collectors  am  multiplying  apace,  and  a  City 
firm  of  booksellers  are  sufficiently  alive  to  this  fact  to  turn 
it  to  profit.  Thus  the  thirteenth  number  of  the  Horsmonden 
School  Budget,  which  contained  Mr.  Kipling's  maxim  for 
school-boys,  has  been  bought  up  by  this  firm,  who  are 
obtaining  a  good  price  for  the  copies. 


By  the  way,  we  were  in  error  last  week  in  attributing 
the  drawing  reproduced  from  The  Cantah  to  Mr,  Kipling's 
pencil.     It  was  the  work  of  an  undergraduate. 


Mb.  Lang,  being  as  dissatisfied  as  Wild  Eelin,  in  Mr. 
Black's  new  novel,  with  the  ordinary  words  of  "  The 
Bonnie,  Bonnie  Banks  o'  Loch  Lomond,"  has  been  at  some 
trouble  to  find  a  new  version.  He  has  now  found  it  in  a 
book  entitled  The  Young  Chevalier,  published  at  Bath  in 
1748  (no  printer's  name).  Therein  the  mystery  is  cleared 
up.  "The  Bijeaker,"  says  Mr.  Lang,  "is  one  of  two 
acquitted  Highland  prisoners,  released  from  Carlisle  gaol, 
and  entering  Scotland  by  different  routes.  We  are  also 
enabled  to  understand  why  he  and  his  true  love  will  never 
meet  again  by  the  bonnie,  bonnie  banks  of  Loch  Lomond. 
The  young  lady  is  dead  of  a  heart  that  broke  on  Drumossie 
Day,  and  the  hero  vows  to  enlist  under  Sergeant  Mor 
Cameron  (hung  about  1753)  and  take  vengeance."  Here 
is  the  recovered  song : 

There's  an  eudiug  o'  the  dance,  and  fair  Morag's  safe  in 

France, 
And  the  Clans  they  hae  paid  the  lawing, 
And  the  wiiddy  has  her  ain,  and  we  twa  are  left  alane, 
Free  o'  Carlisle  gaol  in  the  dawing. 

So  ye'U  tak'  the  high  road,  and  I'll  tak'  the  laigh, 
An,  I'll  be  in  Scotland  before  ye ; 
But  me  and  my  true  love  will  never  meet  again, 
By  the  bonnie,  bonnie  banks  o'  Loch  Lomond. 

For  my  love's  heart  brake  in  twa,  when  she  kenned  the 

Cause's  fa'. 
And  she  sleeps  where  there's  never  name  shall  waken, 
Where  the  glen  lies  a'  in  wrack,  wi'  the  houses  toom  and 

black, 
And  her  father's  ha's  forsaken. 
Chorut, 


While  there'*  heather  on  the  hill  shall  luy  Teng|«anoe  nt'er 

be  still, 
While  a  bush  hidei  the  glint  o'  a  guu,  lad ; 
Wi'  the  men  o'  Sergeant  Mor  shall  I  work  to  pay  the  Kore, 
Till  I  wither  on  the  wuddy  in  the  ran,  lad  ! 

Chorut. 

At  this  point,  it  may  be  well  to  explain  that  7^*  Toung 
Chevalier  (published  at  Bath,  1718)  and  the  singer  are  but 
myths,  and  the  poom  is,  as  he  confesses,  Mr.  Ijang's  own. 
But  is  it  not  a  pretty  forgery  ?  We  still  think,  however, 
that  "  before  ye"  is  not  the  best  possiblo  rhyme  to  "  I/w-h 
Lomond,"  » 


Mb.  Frank  Sabin  has  just  acquired  Lonl  Byron's 
copy  of  the  plays  of  Aljieri.  The  fly  -  leaves  contain 
unpublished  notes  by  Byron,  among  them  this  dictum 
reflecting  on  critics :  "  Alfieri  has  been  attacked  by 
writers  who  consistently  contradict  themselves — this  seems 
to  me  the  best  proof  of  his  extraordinary  merits."  In  the 
volume  containing  "  Mirra  "  Byron  has  written :  "  Venice, 
Nov.  8,  1819. — Eead  '  Mirra,'  but  could  not  continue  read- 
ing— umph ! — When  I  went  to  the  representation  of  '  Mirra ' 
at  Bologna,  the  two  last  acts  throw  me  into  hj'sterics — not 
a  woman's.  This  same  feeling  choked  me  again  —  an 
agony  of  tears  unborn."  The  three  volumes,  each  enriched 
by  Byron's  comments  and  memoranda,  are  valued  at  £35. 


The  quiet  precinct  of  Stationers'  Hall  is  so  much 
frequented  by  publishers,  booksellers,  and  authors  that 
even  a  non-literary  fact  concerning  it  will  not  be  considered 
intrusive.  A  lofty  plane-tree  which  stands  against  the 
Copyright  Office  has  looked  down  for  seventy  years  on  the 
comings  and  goings  of  bookmen.  It  was  planted  by  a 
prominent  "  stationer,"  and  it  cost  him  just  -Id.  In  the 
inner  courtyard,  to  which  few  people  penetrate,  the  same 
bookman  planted  another  plane-tree,  which  cost  him  4Jd. ; 
and  the  two  are  twins  in  size  and  beauty. 


We  have  often  wondered  why,  in  these  days  of  assiduous 

book  making  for  children, 
foreign  juvenile  works  are 
not  more  often  drawn  upon. 
The  question  is  partly 
answered  bj'  the  appear- 
ance of  Two  Little  Run- 
(iwags  (Longmans),  an 
adaptation  by  Mr.  James 
Buckland  of  Zes  Aventure* 
de  Jean-Paul  Chojyparl,  a  fa- 
vourite French  story  by 
Ix)uis  Desnoyers,  published 
in  1843.  The  tale  is  very 
picturesque  and  full  of 
incident  and  humour,  and 
its  Gallicism  will  perhaps 
be  found  by  the  nursery  an 
agreeable  change.  Mr.  Cecil  Aldin  has  illustrated  the 
book  with  spirit  and  thoroughness.  We  reproduce  his 
very  excellent  cover. 
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A  Cover  by  Mb.  Cecil  Aldin. 
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In  commenting  upon  our  article  last  week  on  the 
"  Curiosities  of  Indexing,"  a  contributor  to  the  West- 
minster Gazette  writes  thus : 

An  amusing  addendum  might  be  made,  taken  from  the 
later  editions  of  Cioker'a  Bostoell,  which  would  seem  to  have 
been  hitherto  overlooked,  and  which,  besides  illustrating 
what  has  been  said  of  the  practice  of  the  old  controver- 
sialists of  letting  fly  a  few  Parthian  arrows  from  their  indexes 
at  their  opponents,  has  a  piquancy  all  its  own  arising  out 
of  the  relationship  known  to  subsist  between  Macaulay  and 
Croker.  It  will  be  remembered  that  Macaulay  in  his 
famous  review  took  Croker  to  task  for,  among  other  things, 
his  capricious  delicacy  in  occasionally  substituting  for 
certain  free  expressions  which  Johnson  sometimes  per- 
mitted himself  more  decorous  equivalents.  In  subsequent 
editions  of  the  great  work  Croker  defended  his  conduct  on 
this  head,  and  then  had  a  parting  shot  at  his  critic  from 
the  index  where  this  entry  occurs:  "  Indecency  and  in- 
deUcacy.     See  Macaulay,  T.  B."  ! 


We  hear  that  the  system  of  selling  expensive  works  by 
instalment  through  the  medium  of  the  newspapers  is  being 
extensively  taken  up.  One  of  the  leading  Church  papers 
will,  we  understand,  shortly  offer  in  this  way  a  well-known 
Biblical  commentary. 


Of  Mark  Twain  under  difficulties — Mark  Twain  in  the 
shade — too  much  has  of  late  years  been  heard.  Here  is  a 
portrait,  by  way  of  a  change,  of  the  humorist  in  the  sun. 
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Make  Twain  in  tue  Sun. 

The  photograph  was  taken  by  an  amateur  at  Onteora,  an 
American  summer  resort. 


the  first  to  resent  the  imprisonment  of  print,"  quoted  by 
us  recently  from  his  memoir  of  Sir  Frank  Lockwood, 
Mr.  G.  Somes  Layard  sends  the  following  verses  : 

I  catch  the  fleeting  fancies  as  they  fly. 

Lock  them  in  written  words 

As  darting,  nimble  birds 
Are  snared  and  caged  within  an  aviary. 

But  when  I  shew  my  thoughts  unto  my  friend, 

Thus  "cabined,  cribbed,  confined," 

Behold  him  disinclined 
To  sympathize,  admire,  or  recommend. 

And  yet,  to  interchange  his  thoughts  with  mine. 

As  men  fly  carrier  doves 

With  messages,  he  dearly  loves 
In  converse,  saying  my  thoughts  are  free  and  fine. 

Is  it  that  caged  thoughts  lose  their  beauty  bright 
As  birds  the  gloss  that  flecks 
Their  breasts,  their  wings,  their  necks, 

Pining  to  taste  again  the  wild  delight  ? 

Henceforth  my  thoughts  shall  fly  on  wings  of  speech, 

No  longer  droop  and  waste 

In  caging  type  encased 
Until  the  welkin's  topmost  arch  they  reach. 

Mr.  Layard  tells  us  that  he  wrote  these  verses  many  years 
ago,  which  accounts  for  the  inaccuracy  of  the  statement  in 
the  concluding  stanza.  Had  the  determination  been 
adhered  to,  we  should  have  been  without  Mr.  Layard's 
Ltfe  of  Charles  Keene  and  many  of  TrutKs  "  Strange 
Stories." 


Pkof.  Habey  Thubston  Peck,  one  of  the  editors  of  the 
American  Bookman,  has  added  another  to  his  literary  in- 
genuities by  translating  the  account  of  Trimalchid' s  Dinner, 
from  Petronius  Arbiter.   He  has  done  this  "  with  idiomatic 
freedom,  so  as  to  bring  out  in  modem  dress  the  easy  chat, 
the  colloquialisms,  and  the  slang  of  the  original."     The 
book   will  have  "  curious  and   interesting    illustrations." 
One  reason  g^ven  for  this  translation   is  that   Petronius  > 
Arbiter's  story  is  "  amusing,  and  the   language  is  crisp, 
striking,    and  fuU  of  epigram."     Another  reason  is  that 
"  readers  of  Quo  Vadis,  especially,  will  be  glad  to  have  am 
opportunity  of  perusing  a  work  to  which  attention  is  called  i 
in  that  remarkable  book  !  " 


A  DEPAETURE  is  to  bo  made  by  Messrs.  Methuen  withi 
the  publication  of  Mr.  J.  F.  Fraser's  book  Itound  the  WorlA 
on  a  Bicycle.     It  is  usual  first  to  publish  a  costly  edition  of" 
a    work,    and    then    a   cheap   or    popular   edition.      But 
Messrs.  Methuen  intend  the  first  appearance  of  Round  ih 
World  on  a  Bicycle  to  be  in  paper  covers  at  sixpence,  tc 
the  extent  of  100,000  copies.     Afterwards,  a  six-shilling 
edition  will  be  issued,  with  illustrations,  and  its  democratii 
forerunner  stopped. 


Apropos  Mr.  BirreU's  remark,  "  Spontaneity,  the  most 
attractive  of  all  the  charms  of  human  speech,  is  usually 


Apropos  of  our  story  last  week  of  the  purchaser  n 
FitzGerald's  Omar  Khayyam,  it  is  not  to  be  disputed  tha 
the  appeals  for  a  cheaper  edition,  which  were  recentl 
addressed  to  Messrs.  Macmillan  through  the  Bail 
Chronicle,  represent  a  widely  felt  want.  Every  booksellc 
of  standing  can  confirm  the  existence  of  this  want.     Meai 
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while  we  observe  that  Messrs.  Bell  have  just  endeavoured 
to  stave  tlio  hunger  of  the  public  with  Mr.  Gamer's  trans- 
lation of  tlie  quatrains  ;  Mr.  Nutt  has  in  the  press  a  cheap 
edition  of  Mr.  Justin  Iluntly  McCarthy's  prose  rendering  ; 
and  lastly,  Mr.  Grant  Richards  is  about  to  issue  a  cheap 
edition  of  Mr.  Le  Gallienne's  ingenious  substitute.  But 
these,  of  course,  are  only  sops.  The  public  wants  its  Fitz- 
Gerald,  and  won't  be  happy  till  it  gets  him. 


Some  very  largo  enterprises  in  new  editions  of  standard 
novels  now  progressing  or  lately  completed  deserve  note. 
Mr.  Dent's  edition  of  Dumas  ran  to  more  than  sixty 
volumes,  and  his  edition  of  Balzac  will  exceed  fifty  volumes* 
In  addition,  new  and  costly  editions  of  the  works  of  the 
Brontes,  of  Fielding,  and  of  Whyte-MelviUe  are  in 
progress.  All  these  editions  are  well  produced ;  but  not 
one  can  compare  with  the  "  Edinburgh  Stevenson." 


One  firm  of  publishers,  at  least,  has  taken  sympathetic 
count  of  the  reviewer's  position  with  regard  to  uncut 
books.  A  volume  received  by  us  from  Messrs.  Service 
&  Paton  contains  a  slip  of  paper  bearing  the  following 
note :  "  The  leaves  of  this  copy  have  been  cut  for  the 
convenience  of  the  reviewer."  Other  publishers  please 
copy.  (P.S. — Our  reviewer  has  just  written  to  say  that 
the  book  in  question  wanted  still  twenty-nine  cuts  for  his 
convenience  to  be  complete.) 


M.  Maeterlinck's  Wisdom  and  Bediny  is  selling  exceed' 
ingly  weU — a  dozen  copies  in  two  days  at  one  establishment. 
This  is  remarkable,  the  character  of  the  book  and  its  price 
being  considered. 


New  editions  of  Jane  Austen's  novels  are  being  absurdly 
overdone.  When  all  is  said,  Jane  Austen  appeals  now,  as 
in  the  past,  to  a  select  class  of  readers.  There  cannot 
possibly  be  room  in  the  market  for  six  editions  of  her 
works  at  one  time.  Yet  six,  if  not  seven  or  eight,  are  now 
in  circulation.  We  have  nothing  to  say  against  any  one 
of  these,  we  merely  remark  that  there  are  too  many.  We 
have  (1)  the  old  Bentley  edition,  now  in  the  hands  of 
Messrs.  Macmillan  ;  (2)  Messrs.  Macmillan's  own  edition, 
included  in  "Standard  Novels";  (3)  Messrs.  Dent's  ten- 
volume  edition,  now  being  re-issued  with  new  binding  and 
new  illustrations  ;  (4)  Mr.  Allen's  new  illustrated  edition, 
now  in  progress;  (5)  Mr.  Grant  Eichards's  new  library 
edition,  just  completed;  and  (6)  Messrs.  Eoutledge's 
reprints. 


"The  sex  novel  is  dead,"  said  a  bookseller  the  other 
day,  "  and  the  women  wlio  did  things  are  at  a  discount." 
Tlie  fact  is,  that  tlie  novel  of  adventure  is  the  live  novel, 
and  it  is  the  men  who  did  things  who  are  wanted. 


That  useful  invention  of  Mr.  Tuer's,  "The  Author's 
Hairless  Paper-Pad,"  has  just  undergone  improvement. 
A  better  quality  of  paper  has  been  adopted,  and  a  sheet  of 
blotting-paper  added  for  the  benefit  of  those  that  use  ink. 
Mr.  Punch's  comment  tliat  a  hairless  pad  may  lead  to  a 
bald  style  need  not  prevent  anyone  from  using  it. 


Anotheh  volume  of  Mr.  Aubrey  de  Vere's  poetical 
works  comes  from  Messrs.  MacmiUan — Legends  and  JUeord$ 
of  the  Church  and  the  Empire,  forming  Vol.  VI.  of  the 
collected  edition.  The  book  was  tint  publishefl  in 
1887.  Mr.  de  Vere  haa  prefixed  an  interesting  "  adver- 
tisement "  to  this  reprint,  wherein  he  says  that  Cardinal 
Newman  once  remarked  to  him  tliat  "  if  the  Mi<ldlo  Ages 
constituted  the  loftiest  period  of  Human  History,  the  long 
preceding  period,  witli  its  Orsoco-Latin,  its  Imperial,  and 
its  Barbaric  elements,  from  Augustus  to  Charlemagne, 
was,  on  the  other  hand,  the  richest  for  poetic  purposes, 
the  most  various,  and  eventually  the  most  terrible  period 
the  world  has  yet  witnessed."  Mr.  de  Vere's  poems  cover 
both  periods. 

An  examination  paper  on  fiction,  set  by  a  contributor  to 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  in  a  recent  number,  contained  among 
others  these  questions : 

Show  that  two  villains  are  together  less  than  one  hero, 
and  that,  if  a  be  a  heroine,  6  a  pair  of  breeches,  c  an 
amiable  misogynist,  and  d  the  literary  drama,  u  i-  b  +  c  =  d. 
If  A,  a  rising  novelist,  can  publish  four  uovels  in  one 
year,  of  which  49,000  copies  are  sold  at  Jis.,  and  ia  inter- 
viewed during  that  time  in  thirty-seven  papers  and  four 
illustrated  magazines,  and  if  he  then  changes  his  publisher 
and  sets  up  a  motor-car,  deduce  the  x>ric-e  per  thousand 
and  the  value  of  au  interview. 

Bibliographical. 

The  announcement  of  a  new  edition  of  the  Collected  Sonnets 
of  Cliarles  Tennyson  Turner  would  seem  to  show  that  that 
work  is  gradually  making  its  way  into  the  hearts  of  poetry 
lovers.  Gradually,  I  say,  because  it  has  been  before  the 
world  for  eighteen  years,  having  been  brought  out  in 
1 880  under  the  editorship  of  the  present  Lord  Tennyson, 
who  supplied  a  preface.  In  the  course  of  that  preface  it 
was  stated  that,  in  the  opinion  of  our  late  lamented 
Laureate,  "some  of  the  sonnets  have  all  the  tenderness  of 
the  Greek  epigram,"  while  he  ranked  "  a  few  of  them 
among  the  noblest  in  our  language."  Mr.  Kegan  Paul 
was  the  first  publisher  of  the  book,  which  was  transferred, 
in  1884,  to  Messrs.  Macmillan.  It  has  special  value  for 
students  as  containing  Alfred  Tennyson's  affectionate 
verse-tribute  to  his  brother. 

Is  it  not  rather  early  for  Mr.  William  Watson  to  be 
"  collecting  "  his  Poems  ?  Though  his  first  book  of  verse 
has  on  its  title-page  the  date  1880,  it  was  only  in  1890, 
when  he  published  Wordsworth's  Grave,  and  Other  Poems, 
that  he  came  prominently  before  the  public.  The  Prince's 
Quest,  and  Other  Poems,  of  1880,  made  no  mark  on  the 
public ;  nor  did  the  Epigrams  of  Art,  Life,  and  Literature  of 
1884 — no  doubt  because  it  was  issued  by  a  provincial 
house.  Mr.  Watson  has  now,  however,  an  opportunity  of 
bringing  together  such  of  his  old  and  his  later  work  as  he 
desires,  after  due  consideration,  to  be  judged  by.  He  has 
issued  altogether  nine  volumes  of  verse,  most  of  them  of 
slender  proportions.  It  wUl  be  interesting  to  note  how 
much  or  how  Uttle  he  reproduces  from  the  volumes  of 
1880  and  1884. 

By  the  way,  has  attention  ever  been  publicly  drawn 
to  a  noteworthy  parallelism   between  a  passage  in  Mr. 
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"Watson's  Epigrams  and  one  in  Mr.  Austin  Dobson's  ballad 
of  "  The  Ladies  of  St.  James's  "  ?  In  his  third  Epigram 
Mr.  Watson  says  of  the  Poet : 

Pluck'd  by  his  hand,  the  basest  weed  that  grows 
Towers  to  a  lily,  reddens  to  a  rose. 
In  Mr.  Dobson's  ballad  we  read  : 

But  PhylKda,  my  Phyllida  ! 

Her  colour  comes  and  goes ; 
It  trembles  to  a  Uly, — 
It  wavers  to  a  rose. 
There  is  no  question  here  of  plagiarism ;  the  instance  is 
merely  one  of  unconscious  similarity. 

I  am  glad  to  see  that  Bishop  Wordsworth  (of  Salisbury) 
is  to  give  us  an  account  of  the  Episcopate  of  his  uncle,  Dr. 
Charles  Wordsworth,  of  St.  Andrews.  Of  course,  we 
already  possess  two  volumes  in  which  the  latter  prelate 
embodied  his  recollections  of  the  years  1806-56.  Still, 
though  the  Bishop  of  St.  Andrews  was  not  without  the 
necessary  self-esteem,  it  is  well  that  the  full  story  of  his 
episcopal  labours  should  be  written  by  another  hand.  Dr. 
Charles  Wordsworth  ought,  to  be  sure,  to  have  been 
a  Bishop  in  England,  or,  better  still,  a  Dean.  He  was  a 
scholar,  and  had  been  a  schoolmaster ;  he  was  not  in  his 
element  as  a  Bishop  of  the  Scots  Episcopalian  body. 
He  was  a  Broad  Churchman,  and  coquetted,  most  amiably, 
with  Presbyterianism,  which  was,  tactically,  a  mistake. 
He  was  a  vigorous  writer  and  a  most  excellent  orator. 

I  note  that  Mr.  Bret  Harte's  Stories  in  Light  and 
Shadow  are  to  be  issued  by  0.  A.  Pearson,  Limited,  and  I 
feel  aggrieved  thereat.  Ought  not  a  writer  who  is  already, 
in  his  lifetime,  a  classic  (so  to  speak)  always  to  publish 
through  the  same  firm?  'Twould  be  convenient,  for  then 
every  successive  book  from  the  same  hand  could  be 
uniform  in  size  and  style  with  its  predecessors.  As  it  is, 
Messrs  Chatto  &  Windus  publish  Mr.  Harte's  "  Complete 
Works,"  while  some  of  his  recent  stories  figure  in  the  lists 
of  other  firms.  The  fact  is,  no  fictionist  should  issue  his 
"complete  works"  tUl  he  has  definitely  8topi)ed  writing. 
Thereby  would  much  bibliographical  "  strong  language  " 
be  avoided. 

The  memoir  and  correspondence  of  Miss  Forrier  which 
Mr.  J.  A.  Doyle  is  going  to  put  before  us  will  no  doubt 
have  a  cordial  welcome.  One  would  not  have  thought 
that  such  works  as  Marriage,  The  Inheritatice,  and  Destiny 
would  be  to  the  taste  of  the  present  generation  ;  and  yet 
all  three  have  been  reprinted  two  or  three  times  within 
the  last  sixteen  or  seventeen  years.  Nay,  it  is  but  three 
or  four  years  since  Messrs.  Dent  reissued,  in  very  pleasant 
guise,  all  the  stories  of  Miss  Ferrier.  From  which  one 
may  fairly  gather  that  the  lady  has  her  admirers  even  in 
these  days.  A  short  sketch  of  her  life  was  given  lately  by 
Sir  George  Douglas  in  his  Blackwood  Group. 

One  reads  that  there  was  sold  the  other  day  by  auc- 
tion the  MS.  of  two  stanzas  by  our  late  Laureate, 
beginning  "  From  Sorrow,  Sorrow  yet  is  born."  The 
statement  makes  your  true  Tennysonian's  mouth  water. 
He  knows  not  those  stanzas  ;  they  are  not  in  the  authorised 
Works ;  they  are  not  in  any  of  the  poet's  early  volumes ; 
there  is  no  sign  of  them  in  any  of  the  bibliographies  ;  they 
have  not  been  j^rinted  in  the  official  Biography,     Have 


they  ever  been  published  ?     They  may  be  of  no  great  im- 
portance ;  but  still,  one  would  like  to  have  read  them. 

There  is  nothing  more  misleading  than  initials.  Until 
lately  Mr.  John  Davidson,  the  poet,  was  being  credited 
by  many  with  the  authorship  of  sundry  articles  in  an 
evening  newspaper  signed  "  J.  D." ;  yet  was  he  quite 
guiltless  in  the  matter.  Now  one  notices,  at  the  end  of 
articles  in  a  Sunday  journal  the  initials  "  W.  P.  E-," 
which  are,  I  believe,  those  of  Mr.  W.  P.  Eyan,  though 
they  might  very  well  be  those  of  Mr.  W.  P.  Eidge. 
Wherefore  I  am  disposed  to  say,  if  articles  be  signed  at 
all,  let  them  be  signed  with  the  full  name. 

Another  book  of  travel  from  Miss  Bird  (Mrs.  Bishop) ! 
Why,  it  was  only  the  other  day  that  she  gave  us  Korea  and 
her  Neighbours.  Some  three  or  four  years  ago  we  had  from 
her  Among  the  Thibetans ;  before  that.  Journeys  in  Persia 
and  Kurdistan;  before  that  The  Golden  Chersonese  and 
the  Way  Thither ;  before  that.  Unbeaten  Tracks  in  Japan  ; 
before  that,  A  Lady's  Life  in  the  Rocky  Mountains;  and, 
before  that  again.  The  Rawaian  Archipelago,  which  dates 
from  1874-75.  I  fancy  there  is,  or  was,  a  book  called 
Women  Travellers  of  the  Nineteenth  Century  :  should  there 
ever  be  a  new  edition  of  that  work,  Mrs.  Bishop  should  be 
conspicuous  in  the  narrative.  Her  record  must  be  difficult 
to  beat. 

In  editing  the  plays  and  poems  of  Eobert  Greene,  and 
in  writing  his  Life,  Mr.  Churton  Collins  follows  both 
Mr.  Dyce  and  Mr.  Grosart.  Dyce's  edition  dates  from 
1831,  and  Mr.  Grosart's  from  1881-6  ;  moreover,  Mr. 
Grosart  reprinted  all  Greene's  works,  in  which  he  did 
well,  for  the  novels  are  much  more  notable  and  valuable 
than  the  plays.  It  is  as  a  romancist  and  a  poet  that 
Greene  deserves  to  live.  He  has  been  long  in  coming  into 
his  own ;  till  quite  lately,  Mr.  Palgrave  could  find  no  place 
for  him  in  the  Golden  Treasury,  but  he  is  fairly  well  repre- 
sented in  Mr.  T.  H.  Ward's  English  Poets.  Eobert  Bell 
edited  his  Poems  in  1816.  Certain  of  his  lyrics  ought 
never  to  be  absent  from  any  English  anthology  which 
professes  to  be  comprehensive. 

Mr.  C.  Kinloch  Cooke's  Memoir  of  the  Duchess  of  Tcck  will 
be  the  writer's  first  contribution  to  the  belles-lettres.  His 
Australian  Defences  and  New  Guinea,  and  his  Sandy  Book 
for  Electors,  were,  of  course,  highly  useful,  but  not  of  great 
literary  interest.  Mr.  Cooke  has  edited  the  English  Illus- 
trated Magazine,  the  Observer,  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  and,  I 
believe,  the  Illustrated  Sporting  and  Dramatic  News.  I 
have  also  heard  that  he  has  done  editorial  work  on  the 
Morning  Post.  He  is  a  barrister,  and  has  been  a  private 
secretary  and  an  examiner  for  inspectorships.  Altogether, 
"  a  man  so  various  " — and  so  forth. 

How  well  Thackeray  wears !  Here  are  Messrs.  Smith 
&  Elder  offering  us  another  edition  of  The  Rose  and  the 
Ring,  which  dates  back  to  1855,  as  well  as  a  reproduction 
of  the  first  issue  of  Mrs.  Perkins's  Ball,  which  belongs  to 
1847. 

By  the  way,  I  never  said  that  Mr.  Ascott  E.  Hope's 
literary  career  began  thirty  years  ago.  My  remarks  were 
confined  to  his  stories  for  boys,  and,  so  far  as  those  remarks 

went,  they  were  accurate. 

The  Bookworm. 


.29  October,  1898. 


The   Academy. 


H7 


Reviews. 


The  Sage's  World. 

Wisdom  and  Dedinij.     By  Mauric^o  Maeterlinck.     Trans- 
lated by  Alfred  Siitro.     (George  Allen,     (is.) 

Wisdom  and  Destiny  might  bo  defined  bh  the  work  of  an 
ajstheto  on  Moral  Beauty,  and  it  should  find  a  welcome  in 
England,  for  it  is  practically  a  book  of  .spiritual  teaching. 
For  ourselves  M.  Maeterlinck's  dreamy  plays  seem  to  us  more 
convincing  than  his  spiritual  essays,  for  though  both  have 


MAtmiCE  MAETERtlNCK. 
ProOT  a  Photograph  by  Senque^  Paris* 

atmosphere,  in  the  plays  the  morality  is  sublimated  in  their 
exquisite  form  and  their  tender  mystical  moods.  However, 
we  admit  that  in  Wisdom  and  Destiny  these  same  moods 
gather  and  group  themselves  into  an  individual  philosophy 
of  life  which  is  rare,  delicate,  and  fragile,  beautiful  as  a 
floating  mist.  M.  Maeterlinck  in  his  essays  is  artist  enough 
to  escape  all  that  narrow  dogmatic  utterance  on  morality 
which  has  vitiated  so  much  of  Mr.  Buskin's  excellent 
teaching. 

The  philosophy  that   Wisdom  and  Destiny  ofEers  us  is 
a  striving  towards  the  good,  and  the  good  in  M.  Maeter- 


linck's scheme  is  essentially  the  calm  and  lofty  attitude 
of  the  soul  that  can  transmute  all  experience,  oonacious- 
ness,  and  sorrow  into  divine  wisdom.  The  inner  wells  of 
the  spirit  should  be  depths  of  a  serene  happiness  which 
is  wisdom.  The  perception  of  the  good  in  itflolf  is  wiwlom 
and  the  spirit  always  striving  towards  the  beauty  of  moral 
perfection  conquers  self  and  sorrow,  and  never  loses  sight 
of  a  divine  beatitude  as  its  goal.  M.  Maeterlinck's 
philosophy,  springing  from  a  poet's  world,  is  thus  essen- 
tially religious  in  its  nature,  for  it  rejects  all  the  truths 
that  clash  with  or  diminish  a  serene  consciousness  of  joy, 
and  it  seeks  to  determine  all  consciousness  of  tragedy, 
evil,  and  suffering,  as  secondary  and  inferior  to  the 
consciousness  of  goodness  and  confidence,  of  indulgence 
and  love.  But  let  us  see  M.  Maeterlinck's  thought  shaping 
itself : 

Wisdom  i)erhsp8  is  only  the  sense  of  the  infinite  sjiplied 

to  our  moral  life Why  should  we  not  say  that 

wisdom  is  the  triumph  of  reason  divine  over  reason  of 
man?  .  .  .  Our  wisdom,  we  might  add— in  other  words, 
all  that  is  best  in  our  soul  and  our  cbaracter,  is  to  bo 
found,  above  all,  in  those  ideas  that  are  not  yet  clear. 
Were  we  to  allow  our  clear  ideas  only  to  govern  our  life, 
we  should  quickly  become  undeserving  of  either  much  love 
or  esteem.  For,  truly,  what  could  be  less  clear  than  the 
reasons  that  bid  us  be  generous,  upright,  and  ju»t,  that 
teach  us  to  cherish  in  all  things  the  noblfst  of  feelings 
and  thoughts  ?  .  ,  .  Reason,  the  well-beloved  daughter 
of  intellect,  must  go  take  her  stand  on  the  threshold  of  our 
spiritual  Ufe,  having  first  flung  open  the  gates  of  the  prison 
beneath,  where  the  living,  instinctive  forces  o(  being  lie 
captive,  asleep.  .  .  .  She  watches  the  flame  of  her  lamp ; 
needs  must  it  burn  brightly  and  remain  at  its  post,  and  be 
seen  from  afar.  She  listcos  imtroubled  to  the  murmur  of 
inferior  instincts  out  there  in  the  darkness.  But  the 
prisoners  slowly  awake  ;  there  are  some  who  draw  nigh 
to  the  threshold,  and  their  radiance  is  greater  than  hers. 
There  flows  from  them  a  light  less  material,  softer  and 
purer  than  that  of  the  bold,  hard  flame  which  her  hand 
protects.  They  are  the  inscrutable  powers  of  goodness 
and  love ;  and  others  follow  behind,  more  mysterious  still, 
and  more  infinite,  seeking  admission  ....  then  shall 
inefiable  changes  take  place  on  the  threshold,  from  lamp 
to  lamp.  Drops  of  an  unknown  oil  will  blend  with  the 
oil  of  the  wisdom  of  man  ;  and  when  the  white  strangers 
have  passed,  the  flame  of  her  lamp  shall  rise  higher, 
transformed  for  all  time  ;  shall  shed  purer  and  mightier 
radiance  amidst  the  columns  of  the  loftier  doorway. 

In  the  above  passage  there  floats  gently  before  us  the 
tender  dreamy  atmosphere  of  a  mystical  world,  whose 
peaceful  beauty  is  its  creator's  justification.  The  supreme 
type  of  man  in  M.  Maeterlinck's  eyes  is  the  sage.  Culti- 
vation of  the  soul  is  the  sage's  duty.  Whatever  happens 
to  us  in  life  is  to  fortify  our  consciousness  of  spiritual 
strength.  Filled  with  the  single  supreme  aim  towards  the 
good,  the  sage  moves  among  men,  conscious  of  an  immense 
inner  world  of  love  and  purifying  joy,  and  at  the  sage's 
coming,  worldly  strife  and  sin  and  tragedy  sink  abashed 
before  his  lofty  gaze,  his  evenness  of  soul,  his  immense 
tranquillity.     "He  seems  to  create,"  says  M.  Maeterlinck, 

some  kind  of  sanctuary,  whose  inviolability  will  be  in  the 
degree  of  his  wisdom  ;  and  the  consciousness  he  has 
acquired  becomes  the  centre  of  a  circle  of  light,  within 
which  the  passer-by  is  secure  from  the  caprice  of  fate  .  .  . 
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The  mere  presence  of  the  sage  suffices  to  paralyse  destiny  ; 
and  of  this  we  find  proof  in  the  fact  that  there  exists  scarce 
a  drama  wherein  a  true  sage  appears ;  when  such  is  the 
case  the  event  must  needs  halt  before  reaching  bloodshed 
and  tears. 
But  how  are  we  to  attain  to  this  immense  consciousness 
of  the  good  ?    And  whence  does  M.  Maeterlinck  derive  his 
fundamental  conception  of  life  so  opposed  to  the  sceptical, 
troubled  world  of  to-day  and  the  fragmentary  teachings  of 
science?     M.  Maeterlinck  has  gone  back  to  the  ancient 
world,  to  the  worlds  of  Antoninus  Pius,  Marcus  Aurelius, 
Paulus  ^milius,  and  Plato  ;  he  has  strengthened  his  own 
transfiguring  mysticism  with  the  teachings  of  all  the  sages 
of  history,  from  the  days  of  Buddha,  Socrates,  and  Marcus 
Aurelius,  to  the  days  of  Fenelon  and  Joubert.     His  teach- 
ing is  individual  only  in  the  sense  that  he  interprets  exqui- 
sitely the  Stoic,  Christian,  and  Epicurean  worlds  through 
an  atmosphere  of  spiritual  elevation  and  ennobled  power. 
His  interpretation  is  the  poet's  net  of  beauty,  which  strains 
out  all  the  harsh  dark  things  in  the  gi-eat  creeds,  and  lets 
only  the  gracious  pellucid  truths  slip  through. 

Accordingly,  at  the  point  where  Marcus  Aurelius's  no- 
bility hardens  into  stem  renunciation,  and  the  Christ  of 
"  Suffer  little  children  ..."  passes  into  the  Christ  of 
"Woe  unto  ye,  hypocrites  and  sinners  .  .  ,"  Wisdom  and 
Destiny  is  significantly  silent.  And  this  is  the  psychological 
moment,  so  to  say,  where  M.  Maeterlinck's  creed  becomes 
intensely  interesting  to  us,  where  he  makes  a  transition 
from  the  great  moralist's  worlds  to  the  ajsthete's  worlds 
— to  the  world  of  Pater.  In  quoting  the  following  passage 
we  wiU  make  our  single  criticism  on  the  sage's  world — 
viz.,  that  it  is  a  little  t-oo  safe,  for  it  is  the  world  of  the 
sage's  self.     Says  M.  Maeterlinck  : 

Why  not  admit  that  it  is  not  our  paramount  duty  to 
weep  with  all  those  who  are  weeping,  to  suffer  with  all 
those  who  are  sad  ?  .  .  .  Tears  and  sufferings  and  woimds 
are  helpful  to  us  only  when  they  do  not  discourage  our 
life.  .  .  .  After  all,  it  matters  but  little  whether  it  be  man 
or  the  universe  that  we  admire,  so  long  as  something  appear 
truly  admirable  to  us  and  exalt  our  sense  of  the  infinite. 
Every  new  star  that  is  found  in  the  sky  will  lend  of  its  rays 
to  the  passions  and  thoughts  and  the  courage  of  man. 
Whatever  of  beauty  we  see  in  all  that  surrounds  us,  within 
us  already  is  beautiful.  .  .  . 

Observe  in  the  above  passage  how  gently,  how  admir- 
ably, how  insensibly  the  moralist's  soul,  in  pursuit  of  its 
lofty  altitude,  glides  away  from  the  tormenting  moral 
problems  of  suffering,  and  is  found  calmly  adoring  the 
stars !  Now  this  might  perhaps  be  called  the  idealist's 
pursuit  of  virtue  under  difficulties.  One  of  the  idealist's 
difficulties  is,  as  M.  Maeterlinck,  perhaps  unconsciously, 
puts  it,  "the  immaterial  force  that  shines  in  our  heart 
must  shine,  first  of  all,  for  itself ;  for  on  this  condition 
alone  shall  it  shine  for  the  others  as  well";  and  accord- 
ingly it  is  that  the  idealist  in  actual  life  has  a  trick  of 
disappearing  whenever  difficulties  become  very  pressing, 
for  fear  lest  "the  immaterial  force  that  shines  in  his 
heart"  should  ,90  out.  Accordingly  it  is  that  the  idealist's 
(we  do  not  say  the  sage's)  happiness  in  life  is  generally 
built  on  sacrificing  others ;  for  the  same  reason  it  is  that 
he  never  explores  certain  ranges  of  dark  and  dangerous 
truths    lest    he    lose  sight    of     the    divine    light    that 


makes  him  so  exceedingly  spiritual.  The  idealist  is 
spiritual !  That  is  his  glory,  as  we  all  know  it,  we  other 
ones.  He  deplores  the  corruption  of  the  world,  and  always 
sits  some  way  off  from  it,  just  near  enough  for  it  to  hear 
liim.  He  is  wise  and,  above  all  things,  safe.  But  he  is 
very  stimulating  to  morals,  and  he  always  insists  on  his 
family,  his  friends,  and  his  world  keeping  up  to  the  high 
levels  on  which  he  finds  his  own  salvation. 

To  conclude,  we  beg  M.  Maeterlinck's  pardon  for 
digressing  in  our  admiration  of  the  idealist.  He  is  not  one 
himself.  He  is  an  artist,  a  poet,  a  mystic,  and  he  has  the 
poet's  privileges  over  beauty  that  we  do  not  think  the 
moralist  can  rightfully  claim.  His  book  is  full  of  tender 
and  beautiful  things,  which  the  coarse,  harsh,  greedy  world 
of  to-day  despises,  jeers  at,  and  tries  to  destroy.  He  is 
entitled  to  his  rare  world,  nay,  it  is  a  gift  to  us,  dear  to  even 
those  of  us  who  must  echo  Nietzsche's  words  and  say :  "  It 
is  possible  that  no  stronger  means  of  beautifying  mankind 
has  yet  been  found  than  that  of  piety :  through  it  man 
can  become  so  artificial,  superficial,  many  coloured,  and 
good,  that  his  appearance  no  longer  offends  anyone." 


The  Pen  of  a  Ready  Writer. 

A    Short    History    of    English    Literature.       By    George 
Saintsbury.     (Macmillan.     8s.  6d.) 

Pbof.  Saintsbury  is  an  amazing  fertile  man.  This 
"Herculean  task" — the  phrase  is  his  own — was  under- 
taken four  years  or  so  ago.  During  the  period  of  its 
accomplishment  ho  has  had  abundance  of  other  occupation  : 
he  has  cast  off  the  dust  of  journalism ;  he  has  taken  up 
the  new  and  exigent  duties  of  an  academic  chair ;  and  he 
has  succeeded  in  accumulating  no  fewer  than  twenty-five 
entries  to  his  name  in  the  British  Museum  Catalogue. 
Most  of  these,  indeed,  represent  only  new  editions  or 
editorial  and  introductory  work ;  but  even  such  things  take 
time,  and,  moreover,  four  substantial  books  at  least  are 
included  in  the  list.  Yet  here  Prof.  Saintsbury  is  making 
his  bow  again  with  a  History  of  English  Literature,  which 
claims  to  sketch  "  the  literature  of  a  thousand  years  in 
less  than  as  many  pages,"  and  which  must  have  required 
a  vast  deal  of  reading  and  a  very  considerable  deal  of 
rumination  for  the  putting  together.  The  scheme  of  the 
book  is  roughly  as  follows.  Prof.  Saintsbury  divides  his 
whole  period  from  Widsith  to  Huxley  into  eleven  books. 
In  each  of  these  he  treats  pretty  fully  of  the  dominant, 
formative  writers  of  the  age,  and  more  briefly  of  all  the 
minor  men  who  on  a  very  liberal  estimation  can  claim 
mention  at  all.  Perhaps  he  may  be  allowed  to  state  the 
ideal  which  he  has  kept  in  mind  in  his  own  words  : 

The  object  of  this  book  is  to  give,  from  the  literary 
point  of  view  only,  and  from  direct  reading  of  the 
literature  itself,  as  full,  as  well  supplied,  and  as  con- 
veniently arranged  a  storehouse  of  facts  as  the  writer  could 
provide.  The  substitution  of  bird's-eye  views  and  sweep- 
ing generalisations  for  positive  knowledge  has  been  very 
sedulously  avoided;  but  it  is  hoped  that  the  system  of 
inter-chapters  will  provide  a  sufficient  chain  of  historical 
summary  as  to  general  points — such  as,  for  instance,  the 
nature  and  progress  of  English  prosody  and  the  periods 
of  prose  style. 
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T/ike  all  Prof.  Saintsbury's  work,  The  Butonj  of  Englkh 
Literature  seems  to  us  to  combine  solid  merits  with  signal 
and  striking  defects.  We  propose  to  take  the  latter,  as 
more  ungracious  to  dwell  upon,  iirst.  We  do  not  lay 
stress  ui)on  tlie  fact  that  there  are  blanders  in  the 
book.  Such,  indeed,  are  almost  inevitably  incident,  if 
not  to  the  nature  of  the  enterprise,  at  least  to  the  rapidity 
of  its  execution.  And  judging  merely  from  those  which 
proclaimed  themselves  as  we  read,  without  particular 
reference  to  other  authorities,  blunders  are  not  here 
unreasonably  numerous.  A  few  we  note  for  the  benelit 
of  a  second  edition.  Thus  it  is  not  correct  to  say  that 
the  earliest  JISS.  of  the  Chester  Plays  belong  to  "the 
eve  of  the  sixteenth  "  century,  unless  by  "  eve  "  is  meant 
"  evening."  It  is  pretty  certain  that  Carew's  college  at 
Oxford  was  not  Corpus  Christi,  but  Morton.  "  The 
extreme  end  of  1594  "  is  obviou.sly  a  wrong  date  for  "  The 
Comedy  of  Errors,"  for  it  is  incredible  that  the  performance 
of  it  then  given  could  have  been  the  first.  Of  Vaughan 
Prof.  Saintsbury  says:  "His  poetry  as  originally  pub- 
lished is  contained  in  four  volumes — Poems,  chiefly  secular, 
in  1646;  Silex  Scintillans,  his  principal  book,  and  whoUy 
sacred,  in  1651  ;  Olor  Iscanus,  also  sacred,  a  year  later; 
and  Thalia  Rediviva,  many  years  afterwards,  in  1678,  which 
returns  to  the  secular  "  This  sentence  is  a  little  sheaf 
-of  errors.  Silex  Scintillam  was  published  in  1650,  and 
Olor  Iscanus  in  1651 ;  there  is  no  mention  of  the  second 
part  of  Silex  Scintillans,  first  published  in  1655  ;  and  Olor 
Iscanus  is  not  sacred,  but  wholly  secular.  Trivial  matters, 
of  course,  but  then  the  book  is  professedly  "  a  storehouse 
of  facts." 

At  a  higher  rate  we  set  our  rooted  objection  to  Prof. 
Saintsbury's  style.  He  does  seem  to  us  to  write  the  most 
distressing  English.  He  himself  speaks  of  "  the  inability 
'to  resist  the  temptation  of  adding  and  piling  up  epexe- 
getical  clauses "  which  mars  much  seventeenth  century 
prose.  Well,  Prof.  Saintsbury's  nineteenth  century  prose 
is  equally  marred  by  the  kindred  habit  of  adding  and 
piling  up  qualifying  or  adverbial  clauses.  His  sentences 
never  give  the  effect  of  a  preconceived  unity  :  they  are 
thought  out  and  watered  down  as  he  goes  along  ;  and  the 
■result  is  that  the  exact  unexaggerated  impression  which  ho 
•wishes  to  convey  is  conveyed  by  a  uniform  neutral  drab 
tint,  instead  of  by  the  vibration  of  bright  mutually  coun- 
teracting juxtaposed  colours.  Add  to  this  an  imdue 
predilection  for  the  humdrum  Latin  of  speech,  and  a  very 
I  imperfect  ear  for  the  production  of  harmonious  rhythm  in 
prose,  and  you  get  a  medium  for  critical  exposition  which, 
while  it  often  strikes  the  reader  as  cumbrous  and  often  as 
slipshod,  rarely  impresses  him  and  never  charms  him. 
Not  that  Prof.  Saintsbury  is  neglectful  of  style.  He  tries 
rather  sedulously  to  word-paint,  to  knock  out  the  effective 
phrase.  He  will  give  you  a  metaphor  which  may  be  fairly 
-called  a  conceit,  as  when  he  speaks  of  "  the  easy  wing- 
stroke  of  the  couplet,  at  once  propelling  the  poet  through 
upper  air  and  slapping  his  victim  in  the  face  at  «very 
beat " ;  and  he  will  give  you  an  irritating  paradox,  as  in 
the  absolutely  unintelligible  statement  that  "  it  may  be 
questioned  whether,  though  we  have  -since  had  greater 
poets  than  Beddoes  is,  we  have  ever  had  greater  poetry 
than  his." 


But  the  cliief  fault  whicli  we  find  with  Prof.  8aint»bury 
is  on  the  score  of  his  attitude  towanlg  recent  philological 
investigations,  in  the  larger  sense  of  the  torm  "  philology," 
with  regard  to  English  literature.  H^  ap|>eara  to  hare 
convinced  himself  that  moot  point«  as  to  tlio  authorship, 
authenticity,  and  so  fortli,  of  the  works  hi-  deals  with  are 
no  part  of  his  Itusiness  as  an  historian  of  literature.  Such 
matters  he  dismisses  contemptuously  as  "  hariolations," 
and  observes  that  his  book  "  attempts  to  be  a  history,  not 
of  the  latest  or  any  opinions  aliout  literature,  but  of  that 
literature  itself."  Surely  tliis  begs  the  question.  Nobody 
wants  him  to  write  a  history  of  critical  opinions ;  but  what 
he  is  bound  to  do  is  to  consider  and  take  into  account  the 
current  opinions  of  competent  and  well-equipped  researchers 
upon  subjects  as  to  which  earlier  and  less  critical,  or  less 
"documented,"  historians  have  been  content  to  remain 
silent,  or  to  follow  an  untrustworthy  tradition.  Nor  can 
we  agree  with  Prof.  Saintsbury,  that  so  long  as  a  poem  is 
a  good  poem,  it  matters  little  who  wrote  it.  To  take  an 
instance  very  much  in  point,  it  matters  a  good  deal  to  the 
judgment  we  form  of  the  Kingis  Quair  whether  it  is,  as 
some  think,  autobiographic,  or,  as  others  think,  a  ptutieht, 
compiled  from  a  chronicle  many  years  after  the  events 
which  it  narrates  occurred.  And  Prof.  Saintsbury's  indiffer- 
ence to  philological  conclusions  seems  to  render  his  work 
very  superficial,  and  of  very  little  value  when  he  does 
attempt  to  handle  philological  methods.  Consider  his 
treatment  of  this  very  Kingit  Quair  question,  as  to  which 
he  pronounces,  ex  cathedra,  that  it  is  "  really  unnecessary  " 
to  reply  to  the  arguments  against  James  the  First's  author- 
ship of  the  poem,  for  "  not  one  of  them  is  even  plausible." 
Prof.  Saintsbury  argues  thus  : 

It  is  sufficient  to  say  that  the  Kiiigia  Quair  (quire, 
book)  is  attributed  to  James  by  John  Major,  or  Mair,  not 
an  impeccable  historian,  but  fairly  near  the  time,  and 
likely  to  know ;  that  it  is  also  given  as  his  in  the  MS., 
which  seems  to  be  still  more  nearly  contemporary  ;  that  no 
other  attribution  of  the  poem  has  any  early  authority; 
and  that  nothing  is  to  be  gained  by  distiurbing  the 
accepted  tradition. 

What  are  the  facts?  One  is  that  Major,  who  wrote  not 
"  fairly  near  the  time,"  but  eighty  years  or  more  after 
James's  death,  does  not  ascribe  the  Kingis  Quair  to  him  at 
all.  He  says  that  James  wrote  a  poem  on  the  queen 
while  he  was  in  prison.  It  was  not  necessarily  this  poem ; 
for  Major  also  says  that  James  wrote  a  poem  beginning 
"  At  Beltayn,"  but  as  Prof.  Saintsbury  himself  admits, 
this  is  probably  not  the  extant  poem  with  that  opening. 
And  another  is  that  the  MS.  on  which  Prof.  Saintsbury 
relies  is  quite  untrustworthy  in  the  matter  of  ascriptions. 
It  ascribes  ten  of  the  twelve  poems  which  it  contains  to 
Chaucer,  and  five  of  these  ascriptions  are  wrong.  As  for 
Prof.  Saintsbury's  other  arguments,  nobody  has  proposed 
any  other  attribution  of  the  poem.  If  it  is  not  by  James, 
it  remains  at  present  anonymous.  And  the  statement  that 
"  nothing  is  to  be  gained  by  disturbing  the  accepted 
tradition,"  though  eminently  characteristic  of  Prof.  Saints- 
bury's way  of  approaching  these  problems,  is  at  least 
equally  characteristic  of  the  way  in  which  they  shoidd  not 
be  approached.  Space  does  not  permit  us  to  follow  Prof. 
Saintsbury  through  his  controversy  with  Prof.  Skeat  as  to 
the  determination  of  the   Chaucer  Apocrypha  ;   but  we 
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cannot  refrain  from  calling  attention  to  what  he  says  about 
the  alleged  French  original  of  the  Voiage  and  Tramilo  of 
the  pseudo-Sir  John  Mandeville.  The  passage  illustrates 
admirably  the  Professor's  fatal  tendency  to  appeal  to 
sentiment  rather  than  to  evidence  in  philological  matters. 
He  will  not  for  a  moment  admit  the  proposal  "  to  oust  the 
book  altogether  from  English  literary  history  and  give  it 
to  French."  The  French,  he  says,  don't  want  it :  they 
have  plenty  of  good  prose  of  the  period.  And  even  if  it  is 
only  a  translation  it  reflects  "  the  travelling  mania  of  the 
English,"  and  its  stories  have  "supplied  romantic  in- 
spiration to  generation  after  generation."  It  follows  that, 
"as French  it  is  little  or  nothing  to  Frenchmen  or  France  ; 
as  English  it  is  a  great  thing  to  Eagland  and  to  English- 
men." Let  us  therefore  keep  it,  as  we  intend  to  keep 
Fashoda. 

The  tale  of  Prof.  Saintsbury's  limitations  is  not  ex- 
hausted. He  annoys  us  by  his  inveterate  resolution  to 
treat  men  of  letters  in  vacuo,  to  the  neglect  of  all  the  forma- 
tive influences  which  make  them  what  they  are.  True 
criticism,  he  tells  us,  is  "the  pure  art  of  literary  com- 
parison," and  the  criticism  of  Taine  and  his  followers  is  "a 
barren  branch  of  pseudo  science,  buoying  itself  with 
question-begging  and  otiose  problems  of  race,  tendencies, 
and  the  like."  But  if  Prof.  Saintsbury  really  sees 
things  in  this  way,  there  is  no  use  arguing  with  him.  Let 
us  rather  hasten  to  say  that  those  who  can  tolerate  his 
method  at  all  will  find  in  his  book  a  very  interesting  and 
profitable  narrative.  He  has  a  gift  of  arranging  his 
material  in  clear  and  logical  order,  and  his  writing  has  the 
freshness  and  vitality  which  comes  from  thorough  first- 
hand knowledge  of  his  text,  and  from  a  discriminating 
taste  for,  and  a  genuine  delight  in,  good  work.  He  puts 
things  in  their  right  proportions,  and  is  neither  so 
absorbed  in  the  gi-eat  things  that  he  cannot  see  the  merit 
of  small  things,  nor  so  desirous  to  hunt  out  small  things 
as  to  let  them  blot  his  vision  of  tlie  great.  Moreover,  he 
has  the  synoptic  eye,  has  grasped  the  development  of 
literature  as  well  as  its  static  aspects.  He  has  succeeded 
admirably  in  giving  a  picture  of  the  pageant,  the  move- 
ment, the  slow  unrolling  of  the  long  tale  of  English  poetry 
and  prose  from  generation  to  generation.  This  applies 
especially  to  the  first  half  of  the  volume ;  in  the  later  books 
the  multiplicity  of  names  and  details  which  he  has  to 
handle  something  clog  and  impede  his  progress.  But  he 
does  bring  out,  as  any  book  of  the  kind  which  has  any 
claims  to  be  more  than  a  mere  cram-book  should  bring 
out,  the  unity  and  the  growth  of  his  subject.  Here  is  a 
passage,  which  so  far  as  the  matter  is  concerned,  shows  him 
at  his  best.  He  is  speaking  of  the  versification  of  Milton 
compared  with  that  of  Dryden  : 

The  two  are  not  older  or  younger,  reformed  or  un- 
reformed,  better  or  worse — they  are  different :  they  repre- 
sent two  independent  developments  of  the  same  really 
earlier  stage,  the  full-blown  undisciplined  blank  verse  of 
the  middle  and  later  dramatists,  coming  as  it  did  on  the 
heels  of,  or  simultaneously  with,  the  varied  stanza  metres 
of  which  the  Spenserian  is  at  onco  the  great  original  and 
the  unquestioned  chief,  and  the  loose  enjambed  couplet 
of  which  we  find  the  last  notable  example  in  Chamberlayne. 
Milton,  especially  devoting  himself  to  the  good  sitJes  of 
these  various    lawlessnesses,   created,   to    au    extent    not 


surpassed  or  sensibly  enlarged  to  the  present  day,  a  form 
of  blank  verse  at  once  infinitely  various  and  extremely 
precise,  capable,  by  the  further  elaboration  of  the  verse- 
paragraph,  of  being  made  to  subserve  almost  every  piirpose 
of  poetry  except  the  lyrical.  Dryden,  revolting  from  the 
"  bad  sides,  and  following  the  school  of  Waller,  rejected 
blank  verse  for  a  time,  even  for  dramatic  purposes  (though 
in  this  he  recanted),  rejected  it  almost  entirely  for  non- 
dramatic  purposes,  and  produced  a  form  of  couplet  which, 
if  not  the  best  vehicle  conceivable  for  all  kinds  of  poetry, 
was  at  any  rate  a  splendid  carroccio  for  invective,  for 
argument,  and  for  narrative. 

So  here  we  leave  Prof.  Saintsbury,  with  a  passing 
regret,  which  we  do  not  express  now  for  the  first  time,  that 
so  much  professorial  energy  is  displayed  in  the  multi- 
plication of  these  small  books  on  English  literature,  while 
the  big  books  still  remain  unwritten.  "We  could  name 
half-a-dozen  volumes,  or  series  of  volumes,  which  do  pre- 
cisely what  Prof.  Saintsbury  has  here  done,  and  do  it  nearly 
or  just  as  well.  Some  of  them,  indeed,  he  has  himself 
written,  or  helped  to  write.  And,  in  the  meantime,  the 
want  of  complete  and  comprehensive  histories  of  English 
literature  is  a  national  disgrace,  and  of  the  incomplete  ones 
that  exist  the  two  best  come  from  the  hands  of  a  French- 
man and  a  Dutchman. 


I 


Mr.  Watts-Dunton's  Romance. 

Aylwin.    By  Theodore  Watts-Dun  ton.     (Hurst  &  Blackett.. 

6s.) 

This  is  in  many  ways  a  fascinating  book,  the  outcome  of 
real  art,  the  reflex  of  a  real  personality.  The  mere 
writing  of  it  rises  at  times  to  the  very  poetry  of  prose. 
And  in  the  choice  of  material,  as  well  as  in  the  attitude- 
adopted  towards  human  life,  Mr.  Watts-Dunton  has  suc- 
ceeded in  being  thtttoughly  original,  without  becoming  in 
the  least  eccentric.  He  has  his  individual  outlook,  and, 
with  one  exception,  stands  quite  aloof,  both  in  manner 
and  matter,  from  all  other  writers.  The  exception  is,  of 
course,  Eossetti.  It  is,  we  suppose,  an  open  secret  that 
the  painter  D'Arcy,  who  plays  a  considerable  part  in  the 
narrative,  is  intended  for  a  portrait  of  the  writer's  master 
and  friend.  The  known  habits  of  Eossetti ;  the  Chelsea 
garden,  with  its  wombats  and  kangaroos  ;  the  manor-house 
at  Kelmscott,  in  the  occupation  of  which  Eossetti  preceded 
William  Morris — are  all  ingeniously  worked  in.  This  is 
part  of  the  heroine's  description  of  D'Arcy,  "feature  by 
feature  "  : 

I   suppose  I  mmt  b3gln   with   his   forehead.     It    was 
almost  of  the  tone  of  marble,  and  contrasted,  but  not  too 
violently,  with  the  thin  crop  of  dark  hair  slightly  curling- 
round  the  temples,  which  were  partly  bald.     The  forehead 
in  its  form  was  so  perfect  that  it  seemed  to  shed  its  own 
beauty  over  all  the  other  features ;  it  prevented  me  from 
noticing,  as  I  afterwards  did,  that  these  other  features — 
the   features    below   the    eyes— were    not    in    themselves 
beautiful.     The  eyes,  which  looked  at  me  through  spec- 
tacles, were  of  a  colour  between  hazel  and  blue-grey,  but 
there  were  lights  shining  within  them  which  were  neither 
grey,  nor  hazel,  nor  blue — wonderful  lights.     And  it  was 
to  these  indescribable  lights,   moving   and   alive  in  the 
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deeps  of  the  pupils,  that  his  face  owed  its  extraordinary 
attractiveness. 

But  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  Eossetti  and  Bossetti's 
liotures    and    Bossetti's    surroundings    occupy  space    in 
[ylwin  to  the  detriment  of  the  story  itself.     Mr.  Watts- 
nton  is  too  genuine  an  artist  for  that.     D'Arcy  comes 
legitimately  into  the  action,  and  is  needed  for  its  develop- 
ment.    We  do  not  propose  to  give  a  complete  analysis  of 
this  action,  for  that  would  destroy  one  source  of  interest  in 
the  book.     The  theme  is,  briefly,  tlie  recall  of  a  materialist 
to  belief  in  the  spiritual  world  through  suffering  and  the 
temporary  loss  of  a  beloved  mistress.     We  say  the  recall, 
^vlor,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  Henry  Aylwin  never  had  the  true 
^^nnaterialist's  temperament.      The  son  of   a  g^oat  mystic, 
^■irith  the  blood  of  the  gypsy  Fenella  Stanley  in  his  veins, 

r 


Theodore  Watts-Dunton. 

From  the  Drawing  by  Kossetti, 

he  was  really,  in  spite  of  his  professed  disbelief  in  super- 
stition, imjiressionable  from  boyhood  to  the  undertones 
and  whispers  of  life,  even  more  than  to  its  open  speech. 
The  strange  experiences  which  he  went  through,  the 
apparent  falling  of  his  father's  curse  upon  the  woman  he 
loves,  the  apparent  overruling  of  this  curse  by  a  happy 
destiny:  these  worked  upon  a  nature  admirably  shaped 
from  the  beginning  to  be  worked  upon  by  them.  Mr. 
Watts-Dunton's  handling  of  the  superstitious  or  the  super- 
natural appears  to  us  triuinjihant.  No  event  in  Aylwin 
is  without  its  physical  cause ;  but  the  indication  of  these 
events,  as  they  are  reflected  in  the  minds  of  various  types 
of  mystics — gypsies,  Celtic  women,  spiritualists  and  dreamy 
painters — is  admirably  done. 

The  most  interesting  figure  in  the  whole  book  is  perhaps 
the  gj'psy  girl  Sinfi  Boswell.  Mr.  Watts- Dunton  knows 
his  gypsies  intimately,  and  Sinfi,  with  her  rare  beauty, 


her  natural  poetry,  her  wild  heart,  and  her  tragic  dattinj, 
is  a  unicjue  character  in  fiction.  She  ia  the  real  harotn* 
of  Aylwin,  far  more  than  Ilenty  Aylwin's  Welsh  lore, 
Winnie  Wynne,  charming  as  Winnie  is,  and  her  fine  act 
of  self-devotion  brings  the  story  fitly  to  an  end.  Hare  is 
a  fragment  of  Sinfi's  musical  speech.  A  "aap"  is 
Bomany  for  a  serpent,  the  worm  of  conscience : 

Every  one  o'  them  wrong  things  as  you  does  seems  to 
make  out  o'  the  back  o'  the  airth  a  sap  o'  its  own  as  has 
got  its  own  portickler  share,  but  alius  it's  a  hungry  sap, 
Hal,  and  a  sap  wi'  bloody  fangs.  An'  it's  a  sap  as  follows 
the  bad  un's  feet,  Hal — follows  the  bad  un's  feet  where- 
soniever  they  goes ;  it's  a  sap  as  goes  slippin'  thro'  the 
dews  o'  the  grass  on  the  brightest  momin',  an*  dodg«s 
round  the  trees  in  the  sweetest  evenin',  an'  goes  wriggle, 
wriggle  across  the  brook  jis'  when  you  wants  to  enjoy 
yourself,  jis*  when  you  wants  to  stay  a  bit  on  the  steppin' 
stims  to  enjoy  the  sight  o'  the  dear  little  minnows 
a-shootin'  atween  the  water-creases.  That's  what  the 
Roniany  sap  is. 

The  "dukkeripen  "  or  a  sign  of  destiny  of  Henry  Aylwin 
and  Winifred  Wynne  is  a  fair  one,  the  dukkeripen  of  the 
Golden  Hand,  a  little  moving  cloud  in  the  sky  like  a 
feather  of  rosy  gold.  But  the  dukkeripen  of  Sinfi  is  a 
cruel  one,  and  bids  her  "beware  o'  Gorgios,  because  a 
Gorgio  would  come  to  the  Kaulo  Camloes  as  would  break 
her  heart."  By  her  sacrifice,  however,  she  masters  her 
dukkeripen,  and  passes  out  of  the  life  of  the  Gorgios  to 
her  own  Bomany  folk. 


The  Palmy  Days  of  the  Moral. 

Pages  and  Pictures  from  Forgotten  Children's  Boohs,     By  A. 
W.  Tuer.     (The  Leadenhall  Press.) 

"Pages  axd  Pictures  !  "  Why  did  Mr.  Tuer  stop  there, 
we  ask,  instead  of  choosing  a  smaller  number  of  books  and 
reprinting  them  entire?  Children  are  primitive,  artless 
animals,  and,  it  may  be,  would  be  as  glad  to  read  these  old 
stories,  which  were  all  the  literature  that  their  great  grand- 
mothers and  great  great-grandmotliers  had  to  amuse  them, 
as  the  chromatic  products  of  our  own  day ;  but  in  the  frag- 
mentary form  in  which  Mr.  Tuer  offers  them  any  sustained 
interest  is  impossible.  While  if  Mr.  Tuer,  as  we  suspect, 
was  aiming  his  work  at  the  elderly  adult  with  the  idea  of 
enabling  him  to  recapture  his  j-outh,  the  same  criticism  is 
pertinent ;  for  old  people  who  dimly  renember  would  be  as 
eager  as  the  young  for  the  end  of  the  tale.  As  it  is,  tho 
volume  is  not  a  book,  but  a  scrap-book.  So  far  as  it  goes 
it  is  entertaining,  but  it  should  go  farther. 

One  striking  difference  between  the  children's  1  books 
of  those  days  and  of  our  own  revealed  by  these  pages  i*, 
that  whereas  artists  are  now  employed  to  illustrate  storief , 
writers  were  then  called  in  to  justify  pictures.  Of  course, 
there  are  still  many  cases  where  the  artist's  work  comes 
first ;  but  among  better  books  it  is  customar}'  for  the  text 
to  precede  the  drawing.  From  the  point  of  view  of  the 
child  tliere  may  not  be  much  to  pick.  For  ourselves,  wf> 
are  more  refreshed  by  the  barefacedness  of  such  a  legend 
as  the  following,  accompanying  this  rude  cut,  than  by 
half  the  stories  laboriously  prepared  during  each  summer 
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by  condescencling  writers  for  the  delectation  of  the  ensuing 
Christmas: 


These  gentlemen  were  once  schoolfellows.  They  had 
not  seen  each  other  for  many  years,  when  one  evening  one 
of  them  called  upon  the  other,  who  was  glad  to  see  his  old 
friend.  He  had  been  residing  abroad,  and  having  gained 
much  useful  information,  he  is  here  represented  as  com- 
municating it  to  his  friend  ;  doubtless  it  was  very  instruc- 
tive, for  he  was  a  man  who  travelled,  not  for  idle  curiosity, 
but  to  acquire  useful  knowledge. 

Still  we  should  have,  in  all  we  say  or  do, 
Some  pleasing  and  some  useful  end  in  view. 

It  is  quite  shameless.  It  is  not,  and  never  was, 
interesting,  and  the  moral  is  an  offence.  But  the  years 
that  have  elapsed  since  it  appeared  in  The  Half-Holiday 
Task  Book  ;  or,  Mirror  of  Mind  ("  calculated  to  enlighten  the 
minds  and  improve  the  hearts  of  young  children  of  either 
sex")  have  made  it  funny.  Time,  so  cruel  to  many  a 
conscious  humorist,  is  the  best  friend  of  the  unconscious 
ones. 

Here,  from  the  same  little  book,  is  another  piece  of 
opportunism.  The  block  represents  a  buck  handing  a 
coin  to  a  girl  with  a  basket  at  a  street  corner  : 

A  gentleman  met  a  little  girl  in  the  street  selling  water- 
cresses  ;  and  although  he  did  not  just  then  want  any 
cresses,  he  was  so  pleased  with  her  neat,  clean,  and  modest 
appearance  that  he  kindly  gave  her  a  penny,  which,  of 
course,  greatly  delighted  her.  So  she  went  along  full  of 
gratitude,  crying,  "Water-cresses!  water-cresses!"  She 
soon  sold  all  her  stock.  Now,  when  she  went  home,  her 
mother  thought  she  had  been  asking  more  for  her  cresses 
than  she  ought,  because  she.had  so  much  money;  but  the 
girl  told  the  truth,  for 

'Tis  a  sin  to  cheat  one's  mother. 
As  great  as  cheating  any  other. 

It  may  be  that  when  a  hundred  years  have  passed,  some 
of  our  children's  books  will  read  as  oddly  as  this.  But 
they  will  have  less  of  obtruded  morality. 

The  child,  on  the  whole,  may  congratulate  himself  on 
his  escape  from  the  moralists.  There  are  goody-goody 
books  in  plenty  and,  even  at  this  moment,  in  the  press ; 


and  there  are  books  with  a  visible  trend  towards  conduct ; 
but  the  child  is  not  now  pursued  and  harried  by  the  virtues 
as  once  he  was.  Writers  for  children  are  now  much 
keener  to  make  their  readers  laugh.  Nor  wiU,  in  any 
modem  manual  of  games  for  boys,  such  a  passage  as  the 
following  on  cricket  be  found,  which  we  quote  from  Mr. 
Tuer's  first  specimen.  The  Instructor  and  Guide  for  Little 
Masters  ; 

A  manly  exercise  !  But  full  of  admonition.  It  is  only 
fit  for  athletic  or  strong  constitutions.  It  requires  great 
labour,  a  constant  quick  motion  of  the  body  ;  and  causes 
a  profusion  of  sweat  in  proportion.  The  secret  pleasure  in 
this  exercise  is  to  prove  yourself  a  better  man  than  your 
antagonist.  But  take  care  you  do  not  overplay  your  part, 
and  instead  of  excelling  work  your  ruin  and  destruction. 
What  will  it  avail  in  such  a  contest  to  say  I  have  conquered 
Will  or  Tom  with  the  loss  of  my  life,  or  with  a  broken 
constitution  ? 

Upon  the  whole,  when  you  take  a  bat  in  your  hand, 
imagine  yourself  at  the  rudder  of  fortune ;  wherever  you 
happen  to  strike  the  ball,  it  determines  your  fate :  you 
watch  it  with  anxiety,  you  strike  it  with  all  the  strength 
and  dexterity  you  are  capable  of.  Use  the  same  diligence 
in  the  pursuit  of  your  calling.  Endeavour  with  all  your 
might  and  understanding  to  catch  the  ball  of  commerce, 
and  to  complete  your  work  in  whatever  branch  Providence 
has  placed  you,  and  you  will  as  certainly  succeed,  and  get 
the  better  of  the  indolent,  lazy,  and  neglectful  man,  as  you 
conquer  your  rival  at  bats  and  balls. 

We  venture  the  guess  that  had  Mr.  W.  G.  Grace  chanced  in 
his  infancy  upon  the  foregoing  passage  he  would  have 
abandoned  the  game  there  and  then. 


Coleridge. 


By  Andrew  Lang. 


Another  volume  of  Mr.  Lang's  Selections  from  the  Poets. 
Coleridge,  says  Mr.  Lang,  "is,  or  maybe  reckoned,  a  great 
poet,  because  every  now  and  then  he  captures  in  verse 
that  undefinable  emotion  which  is  less  articulately 
expressed  in  music,  and  in  some  unutterable  way  he 
transports  us  into  the  world  of  dreams  and  desire." 
Later,  Mr.  Lang  remarks,  in  parenthesis,  that  Coleridge, 
at  cricket,  "  must  have  been  a  most  inefficient  field," 
which  is  probably  true.  Mr.  Lang  declines  to  say  much 
of  Coleridge's  literary  beginnings:  "Brother  John,  in 
Eabelais,  discerned  that  his  life  had  passed  its  '  meridian ' 
by  his  increased  and  awful  terror  of  meeting  bad  wine. 
From  the  juvenile  poems  of  1790  and  the  following  years 
an  elderly  critic  shrinks  with  similar  cowardice."  Mr. 
Lang,  however,  calls  his  poet  "the  Cortes  of  the  spiritual 
Anahuac,  the  conquistador  in  whose  tracks  Scott  and  Hugo 
and  Poe  were  to  sail,"  and  is  all  for  the  Ancient  Mariner 
and  "  Christabel  "  and  "  Kubla  Khan."  Concerning  the 
last-named  poem,  he  tells  a  story  of  an  acquaintance,  "a 
popular  novelist  (in  rude  health),  who  once  found  a  tale 
under  his  name  in  a  serial  to  which  he  contributed,  who 
was  paid  for  the  tale,  and  who  has  no  memory  of  writing 
a  word  of  it  or  of  posting  his  manuscript."  This  introduc- 
tion, it  wiU  be  seen,  is  agreeable  reading,  although  devout 
Coleridgeans  may  demur  to  its  lightness  of  touch.     Light- 
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ness  seems  to  be  a  quality  much  objected  to  by  the  devout. 
Mr.  Patten  AVilson's  illustrations  are  curious  and  dis- 
tinguished.    (Longmans.     245  pp.     38.  6d.) 


Bacchtlidks. 


TllAXSL\TEl)   BV   E.   P08TE,   M.A. 


It  was  a  kindly  thought  of  Mr.  Poste's  to  give  "lovers 
of  poetry  not  readers  of  (ireek  "  an  opportunity  of  becoming 
acquainted  with  at  least  the  substance  of  the  recently 
recovered  Odes  of  Pindar's  great  lyric  rival.  He  has  here 
translated  into  prose  a  dozen  of  the  less  fragmentary  pieces, 
with  the  briefest  of  introductions  on  the  subject  and 
possible  literary  history  of  each.  Mr.  Poste's  scholarship 
is  undeniable,  and  his  renderings  are  not  without  taste, 
tliough  he  does  not  appear  to  us  to  have  (juite  achieved  the 
difficult  feat  of  writing  English  which  shall  fully  represent 
the  Greek  and  yet  be  idiomatic.  Here  is  his  version  of 
Bacchylides'  picture  of  the  "  Fairy  Prince  "  Theseus  on  his 
coming  to  Athens  : 

He  said  that  only  two  men  follow  him  ;  that  from  his 
gleaming  shoulders  Langs  a  sword,  [....]  two  polished 
javelins  are  in  his  hands ;  a  shapely  Spartan  helm  presses 
his  auburn  locks  ;  a  purple  tunic  and  a  woollen  mantle  of 
Thessaly  enfold  his  breast ;  his  eyes  flash  red  volcanic 
flame ;  he  is  in  youth's  earliest  prime  ;  his  delight  is  in  the 
games  of  Ares,  war  and  battle's  brazen  clangour ;  and  his 
feet  are  bound  for  splendour-loving  Athens. 

Another  translation  of  the  ode  from  which  this  is  taken 
was  essayed  in  the  Acajdemy  for  January  15  last.  (Mac- 
millan.     39  pp.     28.) 


Gambling  in  England. 


By  John  Ashton. 


Mr.  Ashton  has  already  written  an  entertaining  hook  on 
the  Lottery  in  England.  Hero  he  surveys  the  English- 
man's gambling  propensities  and  achievements  as  a  whole. 
With  amusing  celerity  Mr.  Ashton  passes  from  references 
to  Isis  and  Osiris  to  the  dear  old  eighteenth  century,  when 
Colonel  Hanger  could  report  as  follows  of  the  best  London 
society :  "  If  a  gentleman  in  these  days  has  but  a  few 
guineas  in  his  purse,  and  will  walk  directly  up  to  the  faro 
table,  he  will  be  the  most  welcome  guest  in  the  liouse  ;  it 
is  not  necessary  for  him  to  speak,  or  even  bow,  to  a  single 
lady  in  the  room,  unless  some  unfortunate  woman  at  the 
gaming-table  ask  him  politely  for  the  loan  of  a  few 
guineas ;  then  his  answer  need  be  but  short — '  No,  Dolly, 
no  ;  can't ' ;  for  this  ever  will  be  received  as  wit."  Mr. 
Ashton's  book  is  a  mine  of  anecdote — perhaps  we  should 
rather  say  a  museum,  and  give  tlie  other  title  to  liis 
authorities.  Such  choice  works  as  Lucas's  Memoirs  of  the 
Lives,  Intrigues,  and  C'umical  Adventures  of  the  Most  Famous 
Gamesters  and  Celebrated  Sharpers  in  the  Reigns  of  Charles  II., 
James  II.,  William  III,  and  Queen  Anne,  Seymour  Har- 
court's  Gaming  Calendar,  Col.  Hanger's  Zife,  Adventures, 
and  Opinions,  Steinmetz's  Gaming  Table,  and  the  writings 
of  Ned  Ward  are  drawn  upon  fully.  The  result  is  a4)udget 
of  highly  entertaining  aneidote,  in  which  tales  of  loss  and 
ruin  outdo  each  other  as  they  multiply.  We  are  taken,  as 
a  matter  of  course,  to  Bath,  to  Almack's  and  Crockford's, 
and  to  the  hells  which  flourished  in  the  Quadrant  in  the 
early  part  of  this  century.     From  the  card-table  we  pass  to 


the  racecourse;  and  Mr.  Ashton's  last  ohapt«n  are  devoted 
to  the  State  Lotteries,  the  Stock  Exchange,  Railwaj 
Manias,  and  to  "permissible  gambling"  in  the  fonn  of 
Insurance.  Two  things  would  have  greatly  improved  Mr. 
Ashton's  book  :  a  few  illustrations  and  an  index.  (Duck- 
worth.    286  pp.     78.  6d.) 


Uni\'eh8ity  Addresses.        By  Jonw  Caibd,  D.D.,  LL.D. 

Dr.  Caird  was  Principal  of  Glasgow  University,  and  this 
posthumous  volume  is  edite<l  by  his  brother,  tlie  present 
Master  of  BaUiol.  Both  brothers  are  counted  among 
the  brilliant  band  of  teachers  who,  under  the  distant  in- 
fluence of  Hegel,  and  the  more  immediate  influence  of  the 
late  Prof.  T.  H.  Green,  have  done  so  much  to  rescue  English 
thought  and  education  from  the  sensationalist  reproach. 
Most  of  the  addresses  here  reprinted  were  delivered  to 
Glasgow  students  as  inaugural  lectures  at  the  beg^ning 
of  University  sessions.  Tlieir  bond  of  unity  is  in  a  consistent 
endeavour  to  set  forth  various  a82)ects  of  the  humanist  ideal 
to  which  the  studies  of  a  University  should  be  directed. 
Some  of  them  deal  with  abstract  questions :  "  The  Unity 
of  the  Sciences,"  "The  Study  of  History,"  "  The  Study 
of  Art,"  and  so  forth ;  others,  and  these  the  most  inter- 
esting, are  concrete  sketches  of  men  who  appeared  to 
Dr.-  Caird  to  have  worthily  lived,  each  in  his  day,  the 
scholar's  life.  Erasmus,  Galileo,  Bacon,  Hume,  and  Butler 
are  thus  treated,  with  comprehensive  sympathy  and  with 
real  insight.  These  addresses  uphold  throughout  a  fine 
standard  of  life  and  learning,  and  many  of  those  who  heard 
them  will  be  glad  to  have  them  in  their  printed  form. 
Dr.  Caird  was  not  without  humour,  and  the  following  story 
is  new  to  us  : 

Long  after  Butler's  death  someone  discovered  the  widow 
of  a  country  rector  in  the  act  of  destroying,  for  culinary 
purposes,  the  last  remains  of  a  box  of  sermons;  on 
examination  they  were  found  to  be  by  no  less  an  author 
than  Bishop  Butler,  and  all  the  culprit  could  say  in 
self-defence  was  that  she  thought  the  sermons  were  those 
of  her  late  husband. 

(Maclehose.     383  pages.) 


Outlines  of  the  Earth's  History.       By  N.  S.  Shaleb. 

This  is  a  study  in  physiography,  which  is  the  modem 
term  for  such  a  description  of  nature  as  includes  all  the 
more  important  and  general  results  of  each  of  the  highly- 
specialised  individual  sciences.  As  interpretetl  by  Prof. 
Shaler,  it  deals  with  the  nature  of  the  stellar  system  and 
the  position  of  the  earth  therein,  the  atmosphere,  the 
action  upon  the  earth's  surface  of  ice  and  water,  and 
the  formation  and  nature  of  different  kinds  of  soil  and 
rocks.  Owing  to  want  of  space,  Prof.  Shaler  has  stopped 
short  of  the  succession  of  geologic  ages  and  the  develop- 
ment of  organic  life.  The  book  is  difficult  reading,  but 
the  lucidity,  fulness,  and  accuracy  of  the  information 
given  quite  repay  the  labour.  It  should  be  of  particular 
value  to  the  reader  who,  without  being  a  scientific 
specialist  or  possessing  a  large  and  varied  scientific  library, 
wishes  to  know  where  to  turn  for  correct  and  convenient 
information  on  such  subjects  as  the  nature  of  dew  or 
the  movements  of  the  tides.     (Heinemann.) 
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Thb  GR;Eco-TiniKi8H  Wae  of  1897.    By  a  German  Officep. 

The  German  staff-officer  sets  forth  in  a  very  clear  and 
husiness-like  fashion  the  caiises  and  the  history  of  this 
unfortunate  war ;  but  we  do  not  think  that  the  book 
will  find  much  favour  in  this  country.  The  sentiment 
is  throughout  philo-Turk,  and  much  stress  is  laid  on 
those  services  rendered  by  German  officers  in  the  organi- 
sation of  the  Turkish  army,  which  to  English  eyes  appear 
so  very  disgraceful.  "We  observe  that  even  the  trans- 
lator turns.  The  staff  officer  asserts  that  the  behaviour 
of  the  Greeks  after  their  defeat  "  deprived  them  pretty 
nearly  of  the  remnant  of  sympathy  which  a  part  of  Europe 
still  felt  for  them."  To  which  the  translator  replies  :  "Our 
author  is  mistaken :  English  sympathies,  at  all  events, 
remained  steadfastly  with  the  Greeks;  and  even  those 
English  who  did  not  love  the  Greeks,  loved  the  Turks  no 
better."  The  maps  and  the  egregiously  bad  portraits, 
and  we  think  the  printing,  also  hail  from  Germany.  The 
translation  is  the  work  of  Frederica  Bolton.  (Swan 
Sonnenschein.) 


EvAX  HABRrNGTON.  By  George  Meredith. 

This  is  the  latest  volume  in  the  revised  edition  of  Mr. 

Meredith's  novels.     Mr.  Bernard  Partridge  is  the  artist 


"  As  THE    QUESTION    SHOT    LIKlT  A   JAVELIN,    SHE   TRIED   IX- 
EFFECTUALLY   TO   DISENGAGE   HER  FINGERS." 

chosen  to  supply  the  frontispiece,  and  we  reproduce  his 
spirited  effort.  There  is  no  information  on  the  plate  to 
relate  it  to  the  story.     (Constable.     472  pp.     6s.) 


Deutsche  Liebe.  By  Max  Mijller. 

In  the  preface  to  the  new  edition  of  this  charming  book 
Prof.  Max  Miiller  warns  his  readers  against  the  supposi- 


tion that  the  story  told  therein  is  autobiographical.  It  is 
not  so,  he  saj-s.  This  is  the  conclu.sion  of  his  remarks : 
"All  my  life  I  have  been  busy  with  words,  their  origin, 
and  their  various  meanings,  and  this  old  book  of  mine  also 
was  ^neant  to  define  a  word  which  has  had  many  and  very 
often  conflicting  meanings  assigned  to  it,  and  which,  I 
thought  and  still  think,  each  man  and  woman  has  a  right 
to  define  after  his  or  her  own  heart."  Deutsche  Liehe  was 
first  published  in  1857,  and  in  Germany  a  new  edition  is 
stiU  called  for  every  year.  The  English  version  before  us, 
under  the  title  German  Love,  was  made  some  time  ago  by 
Mrs.  Max  Miiller.     (Longmans.     152  pp.     os.) 


The  Arabian  Nights  ENTERTAiNiiENTS, 
"We  have  only  just  recorded  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Lang's 
edition  of  this  work,  and  now  comes  another  edition,  also 
illustrated,  though  less  full,  from  another  firm.  People 
who  possess  both  may  like  to  compare  the  translation. 
Mr.  Lang,  for  example,  calls  the  genie  a  "genius"  ;  here 
he  is  a  genie.  Mr.  Lang,  possibly  with  the  thought  that 
the  story  may  be  wanted  next  Christmas,  omits  "  Ali 
Baba  and  the  Forty  Thieves  "  altogether ;  here  it  has  an 
honourable  place.  Mr.  Lang  gives  thirty-four  stories  ; 
this  edition  gives  sixty.  Mr.  Lang  gives  an  introduction ; 
this  edition  does  not.  Mr.  Lang  aims  particularly  at 
children ;  this  edition  does  not.  Mr.  Pegram's  illustra- 
tions are  deft,  but  not  too  well  chosen.  (Service  &  Paton. 
472  pp.     2s.  6d.) 


Jack  the  Giant  Killer. 


By  Hugh  Thomson. 


"With  this  slender  booklet,  one  of  the  most  agreeable  of 
living  draughtsmen  begins  a  series  of  illustrated  fairy 
tales  for  the  nursery.  Mr.  Thomson  has  been  known 
hitherto  for  smaller  and  more  delicate  work  than  here 
offered — for  dainty  cuts  in  the  text  of  Cranford  and  Our 
Village,  and  other  old-world  stories — but  he  has  caught 
the  spirit  of  the  history  of  Jack,  and  infused  a  robust- 
ness and  vigorous  vivacity  into  the  drawings  in  a  way  that 
may  surprise  his  admirers  not  a  little.  The  book  has  full- 
page  coloured  pictures,  and  borders  of  black  and  white. 
The  giants  are  tremendous,  and  on  the  face  of  them,  grimly 
invincible  ;  and  Jack  is  the  hero  to  the  life.  The  scene  in 
which  the  Giants'  heads,  rumbling  in  a  cart,  are  being 
borne  away  to  King  Arthur,  is  a  triumph  of  nursery  art, 
and  proves  Mr.  Thomson  to  understand  perfectly  the 
requirements  of  his  audience.     (Macmillan.     32  pp.     Is.) 


Paleface  and  Eedskin. 


By  F.  Anstey. 


There  is  no  new  material  in  this  book,  which  simply 
brings  together  certain  stories  from  'Die  Talking  Horse  and 
The  Black  Foodie;  but  the  book  is  a  new  book  none  the 
loss.  It  is  organic,  in  the  way  that  a  collection  of  short 
stories  onlj'  rarely  is  ;  and  Mr.  Gordon  Browne's  gay  and 
spirited  illustrations  help  it.  The  stories  were  written 
for  children,  and  now  at  last  will  reach  their  intended 
destination.  Hero  the  young  reader  may  learn  how 
Clarence  Tinling  was  discomfited  by  Uncle  Lambert  and 
the  following  notice  :  "  Be  on  the  look  out.  Red  Ingians 
on  the  warpath.     I  herd  them  saying  they  ment  to  atack 
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yure  fort  at  nitefal.  From  a  frend  " ;  how  Don  was  cured 
of  graediness  ;  how  Dandy  was  lost  and  found  again  (but 
this  is  almost  too  sad  for  tender-hearted  readers);  and 
other  delectable  matters.     (Grant  Eichards.    295  pp.    Cs.) 


li*  "Vitt    ttiiriy  off  ' 


E"-^A.  By  Jane  Austen. 

We  remark  in  another  column  on  the  jjletliora  of  editions 

of  Jane  Austen's  novels.     Here   we  can  admit,  without 

inconsistenry,  t'lat  the  reprint  of    Emma,  which  is  just 

added  to  Mr.  George 
Allen's  set,  is  comely 
and  desirable  as  books 
go.  But  although  m'o 
like  Miss  Chris.  Ham- 
mond's graceful  draw- 
ings, with  all  their 
pretty  old-world  fancy, 
we  shall  always  main- 
tain that  Jane  Austen's 
novels  have  much  to 
lose  and  little  to  gain 
by  illustrations.  If 
the  present  charming 
edition  has  a  fault  it 
is  that  it  is  over- 
illustrated.  Miss  Chris. 
Hammond's  drawings 
■  are,  as  we  have  said, 
much  to  our  taste,  but 
there  are  more  than 
eighty  of  them  !  This 
is  making  the  artist  too  prominent.  And  the  editor, 
Mr.  Joseph  Jacobs,  gives  us  fourteen  pages  of  intro- 
duction. And  Jane  did  so  love  a  quiet  life.  (Allen. 
504  pp.     68.) 

Postscript. 

Henry  Fielding  has  never  before  worn  so  noble  a  dress 
as  that  which  Messrs.  Constable  have  now  given  him.  Tom 
Jones — that  is  to  say,  The  History  of  Tom  Jones,  a  Foundling, 
to  give  the  book  its  full  and  rarely-applied  title — comes 
to  us  clad  in  rich  red  cloth,  with  a  dignified  page,  a 
gentlemanly  type,  and  frontispieces  by  Cruikshank.  Two 
volumes,  of  nearly  four  hundred  pages  each,  do  not  hold 
him  :  more  are  to  follow !  Plato  himself  might  fitly  figure 
in  this  guise  ;  from  which  it  may  be  assumed  that  we  think 
it    not    altogether    suitable    for    the    record     of    Tom's 

I  amours.  None  the  less  it  is  monstrous  handsome. 
From  Messrs.  Constable  comes  also  a  very  presentable 
reprint  of  Randy  Andy,  with  a  reproduction  of  a  bust  of 
Lover  by  way  of  frontispiece,  and  a  cover  of  appropriate 
emerald  green.  We  are  glad  thus  to  meet  with  Handy  again. 
Another  novelist  whom  we  have  not  thought  of  for 
some  time,  but  who  is  now  receiving  the  attention  he 
deserves,  is  Whyte-Melville.  A  new  and  complete  edition 
of  the  gallant  major's  spirited  works  of  fiction  and  fact  is 
now  being  prepared  by  Messrs.  Thacker.  The  editor  is 
Sir  Herbert  Maxwell,  and  he  leads  off  with  Riding  Recol- 
lections, a  very  genial  and  vigorous  book.  Mr.  Hugh 
Thomson  supplies  pictures  in  thorough  keeping  with  the 
text.  It  is  good  to  see  Whyte-Melville's  fame  thus  bravely 
preserved. 


To  the  increasing  store  of  illustrated  Btandard  novela 
E»mond  has  again  been  athled.  The  Uteat  artist  to 
treat  Thackeray's  exquisite  story  is  Mr.  Francis  D.  Bed- 
ford, who  has  made  twelve  pictures  in  colours.  The  artiat 
pleases  us  more  than  the  colour-printer.  Mr.  Be<lford  haa 
purity  of  line  and  graceful  fancy  ;  but  in  these  platea  the 
tints  are  muddy  and  not  intelligently  laid.  Wo  cannot 
believe,  for  example,  that  the  Eoglish  guards  under 
General  Lumley  rodo  violet  horses.  Another  grumble: 
it  is  absurd  to  illustrate  a  novel  of  four  hundred  and 
seventy-si.K  pages  with  only  twelve  pictures.  But  Mr. 
Dent's  enterprise  deserves  praise,  none  the  less. 

An  even  worse  instance  of  under-illustrating  is  Mr. 
Walter  Scott's  new  edition  of  Twenty  Years  After,  where 
798  pages  have  but  sixteen  pictures.  Either  do  the  work 
thoroughly  or  leave  it  alone,  may  well  be  the  reader's  cry. 
Apropos  of  thoroughness  in  these  matters,  we  may  cite 
the  Poetry  for  Children,  by  Charles  and  Mary  Lamb,  which 
Miss  Winifred  Green  has  illustrated  for  Mr.  Dent.  Hero 
the  pictures  give  the  book  its  real  value,  for  Charles  and 
Mary  Lamb's  verses  are,  for  the  most  part,  but  dull 
affairs — not  in  the  least  what  is  asked  by  the  young  reader 
of  to-day.  Mr.  GoUancz  supplies  an  introduction,  wherein 
he  figures  the  Bluecoat-boy  Charles  Lamb  addressing  the 
Bluecoat-boy  Coleridge  thus  :  "  I — I've  n — not  h — h — 
had  o— one  t— t— talk  y— yet,  S  .  .  .  T  .  .  ,  C." 

This,  by  the  way,  is  only  one  out  of  the  scores  of  children's 
books  that  are  heaj)ed  upon  our  table.  Among  others  are 
Mr.  Alfred  H.  Miles's  additions  to  his  popular  "  Fifty-Two  " 
series:  Fifty-Two  Holiday  Stories  for  Boys  and  Girls, 
and  Fifty -Tico  Sunday  Stories  for  Boys  and  Girls,  both 
published  by  Messrs.  Hutchinson. 

Messrs.  Warne  send  The  Boys  of  Fairmead,  by  Mary  C. 
Eowsell,  and  My  Ladies  Three,  by  A.  E.  Armstrong,  two 
fresh  and  wholesome  stories. 

Messrs.  Chambers  have  collected  a  number  of  tales  of 
adventure  under  the  title  of  Bash  and  Baring,  the  authors 
of  which  include  Mr.  Henty  and  Mr.  Manville  Fenn. 

Messrs.  Constable  have  issued  a  collection  of  historical 
tales  under  the  title  Tlt«  Queen^s  Story-Book.  ill.  Lawrence 
Gomme  is  the  editor,  and  the  book  serves  as  a  narrative 
history  of  England  from  William  the  Conqueror  to  Queen 
Victoria. 

Messrs.  Nelson,  who  also  have  an  eye  to  history 
attractively  presented,  send  us  French  and  English,  by 
E.  Everett-Green,  a  good  story  of  the  struggle  in  America 
and  of  General  Wolfe.  The  same  i)ublishers  have  just 
issued  a  great  assortment  of  books  for  tlie  young,  with 
which  it  is  impossible  to  deal  individually.  Messrs. 
Nelson's  name  is  a  guarantee  of  excellence  in  this  form  of 
book. 

Our  table  bears  also  a  number  of  other  new  editiona. 
Among  them  are  the  Eev.  Aidan  Gasquet's  Henry  VIII. 
and  the  English  Monasteries,  now  offere<l  by  Mr.  Nimmo 
in  a  more  popular  form  than  heretofore  ;  and  Swift's 
Writings  on  Religions  of  the  Church,  two  new  volumes  of 
Bohn's  Library  (Bell  &  Sons).  The  same  publishers  have 
just  re-issue<l  in  more  compact  shape  Mr.  Malcolm  Bell's 
work  on  the  late  Sir  Edward  Bunu  -  Jones,  revised  to 
include  an  account  of  the  painter's  lamented  death  in  the 
summer  of  this  year. 
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Fiction. 

Hie  Angel  of  the  Covenant,     By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
(Methuen.) 

The  novel  on  Montrose  was  bound  to  come.  Here  it  is 
from  Mr.  Maclaron  Cobban's  able  hands.  .  In  Scott's 
Legend  and  Mr.  Neil  Munro's  John  Splendid  he  is  there,  hxA 
he  is  not  the  chief  figure.  Ill-natured  critics  have  declared 
that  sufBcient  good  fiction  on  the  subject  was  to  be  found 
in  Mark  Napier's  Life  of  Montrose,  but  Mr.  Cobban  has 
written  a  long  novel  entirely  full  of  him,  and  another  ancient 
friend,  the  great  D'Artagnan.  It  is  not  a  very  subtle 
tale  he  has  to  tell — simply  the  chronicle  of  a  few  years  of 
Montrose's  life,  with  a  slight  private  setting  to  give  it 
fictional  interest.  But  he  is  genuinely  in  love  with  his  sub- 
ject,  and  the  book  begins  in  a  good  swing  of  romance.  The 
slim  yellow-haired  lad  who  rides  over  the  Bow  Brig  is 


TjIE   MaBUUIS    of   MOKXllOSE   AT    IT. 
From  the  Painting  by  Jameson  in  the  Possession  of  the  Earl  qfSouthetk. 

promising,  and  we  await  the  fitting  continuation.  It  is 
not  unfair  to  Mr.  Cobban  to  say  that  the  continuation 
never  comes.  There  is  a  reason  able  interest  in  the  narra- 
tive, the  characters  have  a  decent  simulation  of  life, 
but  distinction  has  gone  out  of  the  book.  The  external 
troubles  in  which  the  different  people  are  involved  are 
carefully  and  correctly  done;. but  the  people  themselves 
cease  to  develop,  and  the  book  falls  from  romance  to  the 
historical  novel.  It  is  all  too  loosely  built,  too  generally 
conceived ;  and  to  the  expectant  reader  the  end  comes 
clumsily  ex  machina. 

One  might  pick  many  quarrels  with  Mr.  Cobban.  The 
antiquarianism  is  a  little  exaggerated ;  the  times  are 
hardly  represented  by  such  recondite  Scots  and  volcanic 
English.  Gillespie  Gruamach  is  a  clever  sketch  of  an 
indifferent  man  ;  but  Montrose  is  a  poor  substitute  for  the 
real  James  Graham.     The  well-meaning,  moderate  gentle- 


man'with  a  stock  of  endearing  epithets^-surely  this  is  not 
the  whole  truth  about  the  mj'sterious  great  man,  the 
statesman  beyond  his  time,  the  melancholy  fatalist,  the- 
opportunist,  the  military  genius  'i  The  subtlest  of  historical 
figures  fits  badly  with  the  historical  novel,  and  such, 
for  all  its  many  merits,  we  must  label  Mr.  Cobban's  work. 
To  contrast  it  with  such  a  book  as  John  Splendid  is  to  see 
the  difference  between  the  man  whose  interest  is  the 
fictional  one  in  character  and  drama,  and  the  man  who 
has  definitely  the  historical  interest  in  facts  and  persons. 
The  one  gives  us  romance,  an  atmosphere,  a  section  of 
reality  ;  the  other  an  ingenious  and  careful  tale. 


Capriccios.      By  the  Duchess  of  Leeds. 
(Hodder  &  Stoughton.) 

This  collection  of  trifles  is  to  be  described  in  a  single  word — 
elegant.  If  elegance  will  make  literature,  then  Capriccios 
is  literature.  Happily  literature  consists  in  something 
more  than  elegance,  and  Capriccios,  though  a  remarkably 
clever  counterfeit,  is  not  likely  to  be  mistaken  for  the  real 
thing.  The  book  is  typical  of  much  writing  that  is  being 
produced  nowadays.  It  has  the  manner,  so  studiously 
easeful ;  and  the  smooth  flow  of  neat  epithet ;  and  the 
tricky  balance  of^^sentences ;  and  the  dexterous  sleight-of- 
■handin  masking  a  coincidence.  The  Duchess  of  Leeds  can 
handle  a  paragraph  with  the  best ;  only  she  has  not  yet 
grasped  the  facts  that  style  is  not  an  affair  of  adjectives 
and  pretty  metaphors,  and  that  with  all  your  embroidery 
the  banal  remains  unalterably  the  banal. 

Take  the  first  and  most  glittering  story  in  the  book, 
"Pan:  a  Memory."  Pan  is  the  pet  name  of  a  little 
Italian  boy,  a  foundling,  who  from  his  earliest  years  is 
blessed  with  all  the  attributes  of  lyrical  genius — as  lyrical 
genius  exists  in  fiction.     Here  is  the  description :    . 

But  if  he  could  not  learn,  he  could  sing.  Untaught, 
save  by  the  birds,  whose  trills  and  short  impetuous  calls 
and  tremulous  chattering^  he  learned  to  imitate  almost 
before  he  could  talk,  he  would  make  music  on  his  httle 
flute  that  for  joy  and  sweetness  was  like  nothing  human. 
With  the  dear  plaything  caressed  by  his  pursed  lips,  his 
curly  head  bent  sideways  listening  to  unseeu  waterways, 
and  to  the  secret  birth-songs  of  growing  thiugs,  he  would 
interpret  to  us  the  voices  of  woodland  and  meadow.  Mirth 
and  innocence  and  primal  loveliness  ran  riot  through  his^ 
music ;  yet  so  intangible  were  the  bird-like  harmonies, 
that  when  one  tried  to  catch  and  hold  them  in  the  memory, 
they  melted  into  elusive  cadences  of  swift  wild  laughter 
running  up  to  the  sky ;  so  gay,  so  enchanting,  that  listen- 
ing, we  would  often  find  ourselves  laughing  too,  for  no 
other  reason  than  that  the  world  was  in  its  prime. 

Is  it  not  elegant '?  And  could  anj-thing  be  more  ex- 
quisitely Delia  Cruscan  ?  Pan,  abandoning  his  kind 
friends,  goes  out  into  the  world  and  becomes  a  great 
singer.  And  then  he  returns  with  diseased  lungs,  and 
makes  a  touching  death  ("the  fatal  rush  of  life-blood 
crimsoning  his  lips  ") — a  death  so  touching  that  we  feel 
it  should  have  been  accompanied  by  chromatic  triplets 
with  an  easy  bass,  and  published  in  three  keys. 

As  with  "  Pan,"  so  with  the  other  stories.  Ambitious  to 
the  point  of  audacity,  they  fail  in  everything  save  elegance, 
and  they  call  for  no  special  comment.     One  must,  how- 
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ever,  tako  excoption  to  the  elTrontery  (no  other  word  ineetH 
the  case)  with  which  the  author  in  certain  instances  wields 
"  the  long  arm  of  coincidence."  The  plots  of  "  A  Capric- 
cio  "  and  "The  Soul  of  Daphne,"  for  oxninple,  sin  beyond 
any  forgiveness  in  this  respect.  And  is  it  still  possible 
to  christen  one's  lieroes  with  names  like  "  OeofiErey 
Trehemo  "  ?  Wo  had  hoped  that  Geoffrey  Troherne, 
like  his  notorious  co  -  partner,  Enid  Anstruther,  liad 
departed  out  of  English  fiction  for  ever. 


The  IVidower.     By  W.  E.  Non-la. 
(Heinemann.    6s.) 

The  fact  that  somebody  once  rashly  called  Mr.  Norris  "  a 
modem  Thackeray  "  is  so  salient  and  monstrous  a  thing 
in  our  conception  of  him,  that  we  frequently  fail  to  do 
justice  to  his  genuine  merits.  For  though  you  may 
fail  to  find  Mr.  Norris's  young  men  and  maidens  in- 
teresting, and  may  think  his  general  attitude  to  life  more 
than  tinged  with  snobbery,  it  remains  an  undeniable  fact 
that  his  narratives  progress  with  polished  ease,  and  that 
he  has  succeeded  in  admirably  realising  to  himself  his 
mental  picture  of  that  limited  world  within  which  his 
imagination  is  at  home.  These  general  remarks  are  as 
applicable  to  The  Widower  as  to  anything  else  which 
Mr.  NoiTis  has  published  in  the  last  lustre ;  and  on  the 
whole  we  are  inclined  to  consider  his  latest  venture  rather 
above  the  a-\erage  of  his  recent  work.  The  characters, 
indeed,  fall  into  familiar  categories.  There  are  (1)  the 
good-looking,  gentlemanly,  modest,  but  not  particularly 
"  brainy,"  young  man  ;  (2)  the  fascinating  and  wilful  girl, 
who  gets  into  hot-water  with  no  ill  intent  out  of  sheer 
foolishness;  (3)  the  silent,  respectable,  political  fogey; 
(4  'he  mischief-making  great  lady  ;  (5)  the  unscrupulous 
iouhrette.  In  the  present  case  No.  2,  Miss  Cuckoo  Pennant, 
is  the  daughter  of  No.  3,  who  has  sworn  upon  his  wife's 
death-bed  not  to  reveal  that  this  daughterhood  is  only  by 
adoption.  This  fact  is,  however,  sprung  upon  the  reader 
about  the  middle  of  the  book,  and  it  threatens  Miss 
Cuckoo  with  dire  complications.  The  intrigue  is  worked 
out  in  Mr.  Norris's  usual  deliberate,  not  to  say  elaborate, 
style.  It  is  only  in  the  genre  that  all  the  difficulties 
should  be  ultimately  cleared  away,  and  the  young  lady 
married  on  the  last  page  to  the  gentlemanly  youth  (No.  1 ), 
who  has  supplanted  her  as  heir  to  the  Pennant  acres. 

Cuckoo  Pennant  is  more  attractive  to  us  than  Mr. 
Norris's  heroines — it  is  our  fault,  we  are  sure — are  wont 
to  be.  Ready  of  wit,  careless  and  versatile  of  accomplish- 
ment, proud,  touchy,  mutinous,  and  lovable  ;  Mr.  Norris 
has  done  her  sympathetically  and  attractively.  If  only  his 
other  people  had  a  little  more  blood  and  a  little  less  starch  in 
them  !  If  they  would  learn  to  speak  with  some  other  accent 
than  the  London  drawl,  and  to  forget  their  epigrams  when 
they  leave  the  room  in  a  hurry,  and  to  drop  their  self- 
[lossossion  in  the  face  of  imminent  tragedy !  But  we  are 
slipping  back  into  the  critical  mood,  from  which  Mr.  Norris 
1ms  for  once  lured  us.  Let  us  part  with  him  this  time  on 
triendlj-  tenus. 


Notes  on    Novels. 

{^Theu  notes  on  the  week'*  output  0/  Jietion  are  not  neteuarily  • 
Jinal.     Jleview*  of  a  ulection  will  follou.'] 

The  Spirit  ov  Sweet  Watek.        By  IIammn  Oaruuci). 

A  short,  sad  story,  prettily  published,  by  the  author  of 
Rose  of  JhUcher's  Coolly.  It  tells  how  a  miner  l)ccomea  rich 
by  a  too  clever  stroke  of  business,  and  afterwanls,  under 
the  influence  of  Ellice,  his  love,  makes  restitution.  (Service 
&  Paton.  100  pp.  28.  net.) 
fciwEET  Audrey.  By  Oeoboe  Mobley. 

The  sub-title  is  "Scones  of  Country  Life  and  Town 
Glamour,"  and  the  book  is  one  of  the  "  Impresxionist 
Series."  The  oounjty  is  Warwickshire,  which  has  lacked 
a  novelist  since  George  Eliot ;  and  we  owe  the  volume,  it 
seems,  to  the  encouragement  of  the  author  by  Sir  Walter 
Besant.  A  collection  of  quiet  and  homely  stories. 
(Jarrold.     292  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

Father  Anthony.  By  Robert  Buchajtait. 

Mr.  Buchanan  has  written  a  pleasing,  touching  story  of 
a  young  Irish  priest  who,  rather  than  be  unfaithful  to  his 
vow  of  secrecy  in  the  confessional,  allows  his  own  brother 
to  be  falsely  accused  of  murder.  Father  Anthony  was 
but  a  boy,  and  he  had  other  troubles  which  he  met 
l)ravely.     (John  Long.     283  pp.     6s.) 

The  Altar  of  Life.  By  May  Bateman. 

"Men  die  to  live,  surrender  to  obtain,"  is  the  motto  of 
this  story  of  love  and  Indian  fighting.  There  is  a  power- 
fully realised  struggle  between  a  soldier's  duty  and  a 
woman's  revengeful  passion,  and  an  equally  powerful 
dcnottement  in  which  a  soldier's  disgrace  goes  for  nothing 
where  true  love  is  concerned.  The  author  would  probably 
meet  all  objections  by  this  sentence  in  her  "  Prelude  ",: 
' '  For  the  noblest  paradox  of  all  is,  now  as  ever,  the  love 
of  man  for  woman,  and  woman  for  man."  A  sincere 
piece  of  work.     (Duckworth  &  Co.     299  pp.     68.) 

Peiticoat  Loose.  By  "  Rita." 

Brianna  was  a  daughter  pf  the  people,  and  she  was 
"nature  pure  and  simple.  Unspoilt,  untampered  with, 
fed  on  ideals,  educated  on  Shakespeare."  She  developed 
into  an  actress,  and  the  critics  said  she  was  a  revelation. 
"  A  revelation !  they  repeated,  washing  down  the  verdict 
with  draughts  of  whisky  and  soda."  Brianna  loved  late. 
Men  only  succeeded  in  "  impressing  the  tedious  idiocy  of 
their  sex  upon  the  indifference  of  her  own."  Three  lovers 
persevered.  In  the  end  one  is  dead,  the  other  is  dying, 
and  the  third  is  taking  her  for  a  walk.  (Hutchinson. 
350  pp.  68.) 
A  Vendetta  of  the  Desert.  By  W.  C.  Scully. 

A  strong  and  touching  story  of  Boer  life  at  the  Cape, 
by  the  author  of  Ka^r  Stories.  A  feud  between  two  twin 
brothers  furnishes  the  motive,  and  for  background — the 
wide  and  waterless  plains,  the  fertile  kloofs,  the  mountains 
where  no  pioneer  had  disturbed  the  noble  eland  and  the 
herds  of  stately  koodoo.  A  certain  number  of  Boer  words 
are  used,  but  these  are  explained  in  a  short  glossary,  thus : 
Oom,  "uncle";  Benauwdheid,  "indigestion."  (Methuen. 
206  pp.     3s.  6d.) 
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'The  Unattainable.  By  Myra  Swan. 

"  To  love  is  to  weep  "  says  (in  French)  the  motto  on  the 

title-page;  and  forthwith  we  plunge  into  the   story  of 

Mary   Allen,    who   had   aspirations   and   sentiment.     She 

•  dwelt  at  Hayton  Magna,  among  the  Cliffland  hills,  near 
Mossbury  Topping ;  by  which  the  authoress  means  Great 
Ayton,  among  the  Clevelands,  near  Eosehery  Topping;  and 
she  went  to  London  and  met  a  man,  who  told  her  that  if 
she  took  to  the  music-halls  she  would  cut  out  Miss  Cissy 
Loftus.     (Chapman  &  HaU.     286  pp.     6s.) 

A  New  Woman  Subdued.  By  Sadi  Grant. 

The  New  Woman  was  Beatrice  Smith-Gore,  and  she 
belonged  to  two  fashionable  clubs  and  lived  in  a  dingy 
room  in  a  side  street.  And  among  the  characters  is 
■Captain  Orchardson,  who  was  called  "  Satan"  in  the  navy: 
"  Such  a  nice,  pleasing  name,  it  opens  up  so  many  hot 
ideas — doesn't  it  ?  "  And  in  the  end  one  Eex  commits 
suicide:  "  Requiescat  in  Pace,  poor  sunny-haired  boy!" 
(Digby  &  Long.     267  pp.     2s.  6d.) 

Through  the  Mists.  By  E.  J.  Lees. 

The  scheme  of  this  story  is  quite  simple,  as  a  glance  at 
the  sub-title  shows :  "  Leaves  from  the  Autobiography  of 
a  Soul  in  Paradise."  Mr.  Lees  acts  merely  as  recorder, 
and  his  work  should  have  much  of  the  vogue  that  fell  to 
Letters  from  Hell  on  the  one  hand,  and  Letters  from  Julia 
on  the  other.     (Eedway.     381pp.     63.) 

-CvEsar  and  Cleopatra.  Bt  Khalil  Saadeh. 

The  author  of  this  historical  romance  is  an  M.D.,  and 
he  dates  his  preface  from  Mount  Lebanon.  The  story  is 
■  copious  and  Eoman,  and  possibly  the  country  which  made 
the  fame  of  Quo  Vadis  will  like  it.  This  is  the  manner : 
"Cleopatra  bit  her  little  rosy  lip  until  the  blood  almost 
•came.  She  was  obviously  distressed."  (Edwin  Vaughan  & 
Co.     421  pp.     6s.) 

The  Shark-Hunter.  By  Captain  Young. 

A  collection  of  yams  and  facts  concerning  the  himting  of 
the  shark.  The  book  is  in  the  first  person,  and  is  rich  in 
the  idiom  of  the  sea.  A  breezy  work,  adhering  closely  to 
its  title.     (Chapman  &  Hall.     300  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

Two  Fortunes  and  Ouj  By  T.  F.  Dale  and  F.  E. 

Patch.  Slaughter. 

This  is  a  sporting  and  fighting  novel.  Military  men, 
titled  women,  huntsmen,  and  slang  figure  therein.  A  pass 
is  won  in  India  in  one  chapter,  and  horses  leap  hedges  in 
the  next.  High  spirits  throughout.  Old  Patch  was  a  fox. 
(Constable.     312  pp.     6s.) 

A  Deliverance.  By  Allen  Moxkhouse. 

A  depressing  but  clever  ^"tory  by  a  writer  who  hitherto 
has  published  only  essays.  The  hero  is  doomed  to  death 
by  his  doctor,  and,  imder  that  cloud,  he  loves  two  women. 
The  book  is  made  up  of  the  emotions  and  precisely-chiselled 
conversations  of  these  three.  In  the  end  the  man  dies. 
(Lane.     272  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

The  Laurel  Waxk.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 

A  very  pleasant  story  for  young  women  who  farcy 
home  life  is  dull,  and  want  things  to  happen.  (Isbister. 
383  pp.     6s.) 


The  Prince  and  the 
Undertaker. 


By  Eiccardo  Stephens. 


The  Prince  and  the  Undertaker,  and  What  They  Zfndertooh  : 
that  is  the  full  title  of  this  series  of  episodes,  bound 
together  by  a  fantastic  plot.  We  have  stories  by  the 
Undertaker,  the  General,  the  Barber  (whose  story  is  three 
times  as  long  as  anyone  else's),  the  Musician,  the  Phy- 
sician, and  the  Artist.  At  the  end  we  have  a  scrimmage. 
"The  young  man  had  never  relaxed  his  grip  on  the 
Undertaker's  throat,  the  Barber  had  now  seized  the 
fellow's  left  wrist,  and  the  General  held  a  revolver  to 
ear."  Finally,  "  The  Young  Man  Explains,"  and  W6 
think  his  explanations  are  needed.  (Sands  &  CoJ 
308  pp.     6s.) 


Castle  Oriol. 


By  Charles  Hanna 


Castle  Oriol  was  "  mastered  by  Count  Edward  Oriol  and 
his  sweet  spouse,  the  Countess  Marjorie  :  they  kept  mucli 
company,  and  the  walls  of  the  Castle  Oriol  were  wont ' 
ring  with  shouts  of  merriment  and  sounds  of  jesting  froD 
morn  to  eve."  A  love-story  with  a  very  vague  historiea 
background.     (John  Long.     319  pp.     6s.) 


The  Book  of  the  Bush. 


By  George  DunderdalSI 


This  book  looks  like  a  work  of  fiction ;  but  it  purports 
to  consist  of  "many  truthful  sketches  of  the  early  colonial 
life  of  squatters,  whalers,  convicts,  diggers,  and  others  who 
left  their  native  land  and  never  returned."  It  contains 
much  interesting  matter.     (Ward  Lock.    320  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

The  Delusion  of  Diana.  By  Margaret  Buenside. 

This  is  the  story  of  Diana  Faulkner's  "  coming  out," 
and  her  experience  of  the  hollowness  of  Society  pleasures. 
Her  mother  is  rendered  anxious  by  one  of  her  love  afiairs, 
but  her  father  merely  says:  "I  suppose  she  has  been 
flirting  with  her  pet  musician— the  man  with  the  shaggy 
hair  .  .  .  Diana  is  not  the  sort  of  girl  to  marry  a  begg^. 
She  Ukes  her  chocolate  at  four  shillings  the  pound." 
(Edward  Arnold.     319  pp.     6s.) 

A  False  Chevalier.  By  W.  D.  Lighthall. 

This  story  is  founded,  says  the  author,  on  "a  packet  of 
worm-eaten  letters  and  documents  found  in  an  old  French- 
Canadian  house  on  the  banks  of  the  St.  Lawrence."  The 
romance  outlined  in  the  letters  is  here  expanded  with  the 
help  of  historical  authorities.     (Edward  Arnold.     328  pp. 

68.) 

The  Warstook.  By  Wirt  Gerrabb. 

This  is  "a  tale  of  that  to-morrow  when  wireless 
telegraphy  shall  be  general,  and  the  use  of  explosives  in 
war  has  been  superseded  " ;  when  inventors,  in  short,  will 
be  the  governing  class  and  the  arbiters  of  peace  and  war. 
No  wonder  the  Patent  Office  has  just  removed  to  larger 
premises.     (W.  W.  Greener.     218  pp.) 


A  Buried  Mystery. 


By  Clement  A.  Mendham. 


The  hero  discovers  a  hitherto  unknown  race  of  people 
in  South  America,  among  whom  he  lives,  and  from  whom  I 
he    chooses  his  bride.      A  wild,    weird  story.      (Digby, 
Long  &  Co.     308  pp.     6s.) 
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Views. 

The  Ancestors  of  Man. 

J  TAKE  it  for  granted  that  all  readers  of  the  Academy 
■  acceiit  the  doctrine  of  evolution,  and  are  sure  that  aU 
kinds  of  animals  which  now  exist  have  arisen,  by  natural 
generation,  from  other  kinds  of  animals  which  preceded 
them  ;  as  also  that  resemblances  of  structures,  carefully 
■weighed  and  considered,  afford  us  some  clue  as  to  the  sort 
of  ancestral  forms  from  which  we  and  our  "  poor  rela- 
tions "  have,  in  various  ways  and  at  very  different  times, 
aUke  descended.  Now,  the  creatures  most  like  us  are,  of 
•course,  the  monkeys  ;  and,  in  fact,  monkeys  and  men  are  so 
much  alike  (in  structure  ;  in  the  vital  activities,  or  functions 
■that  structure  ministers  to  ;  in  tendencies  to  disease  ;  and 
•even  in  their  pursuits)  that  apes  and  men  may  be  said 
to  stand  on  a  sort  of  zoological  island  entirely  by  them- 
tselves,  and  separated  by  a  profound  abyss  from  all  the 
other  islands  or  continents  on  which  the  various  other 
tribes  of  beasts  may  be  imagined  to  take  their  stand. 

This  was  not   always   thought   to   be   the   case,  for   a 
•certain  group  of  animals,  called  lemurs,  were  classed  by 
liinntcus,  Cuvier,  and  their  followers  till  recent  times  in 
the  same  group  with  monkeys.     Visitors  to  the  monkey- 
house  in  the  Zoological  Gardens  will  find  in  it  lemurs  of 
■different  kinds  as  well  as  monkeys.     The  former  will  at 
•once  be  recognised  by  their  long,  pointed,  rather  fox-like 
muzzle,  copious  fur,    and  long   tail.      Indeed,   the  only 
"jemarkablo  character  whereby  they  resemble  monkeys  is 
to  be  found  in  their  hands  and  feet.     We  find  that  in 
.fhem,  as  in  apes,  the  great  toe,  as  well  as  the  thumb,  is 
aet  out  at  an  angle  from  the  other  toes,  or  fingers ;  and 
=80,  being  opposable   to   them,  there  is   a   good   grasping 
oa^an — a  sort  of  hand — at  the  end  of  each  of  their  four 
"  limbs.     They  all  inhabit  that  zoologically  most  remark- 
able  island,    Madagascar.      Besides    these    true    lemurs 
tliere  are  a  few  lemur-like  forms  of  life  in  Africa  and  Asia. 
Monkeys  and  lemurs  form  thus  two  very  distinct  groups, 
and  it  is  now  generally  admitted  that  the  former  cannot  be 
■■upposed  to  have  descended  from  the  latter.   Prof.  Haeckel, 
lit'  Jena,  however,  strange  to  say,  showed  himself,  at  the 
recent  Zoological  Congress  at  Cambridge,  in  this  (and  not 
in  this  alone)  to  be  an  extreme  consen'ative,  still  advocat- 
|ing  his  old  view  of  the   descent,  or  "ascent,"    of    man 
through  monkeys,  and  of  monkeys  from  lemurs. 


The  reader  may  perhaps  a«k,  "  Does  not  the  fact 
of  having  hand-like  feet  constitute  a  Rufflciontlj  marke<l 
character  to  show  special  genetic  affinity  between  ap«s  and 
lemurs  ?  " 

Now  I  intimated,  at  starting,  that  structural  re- 
semblances have  to  be  carefully  weighe<l  and  considered 
before  they  can  be  accepted  as  sure  indications  of  relation- 
ship by  descent.  And  the  first  consideration  is :  "Do  we 
meet  with  a  similar  roseniblance  elsewhere  ? "  In  this 
case  we  do  so  meet  with  it,  for  there  are  opossums  and 
certain  other  beasts,  which  cannot  possibly  be  supposed  to 
have  any  special  relationship  with  monkeys ;  neverthe- 
less they  also  possess  "  hand-like  feet."  Therefore,  if  this 
structure  has  been  independently  produced  in  opossums 
and  certain  other  beasts,  the  question  suggests  itself,  why 
may  it  not  also  have  been  independently  produced  in  the 
lemurs  ?  Various  resemblances  have  evidently  been  again 
and  again  produced  between  different  kinds  of  animals 
owing  to  their  having  been  subjected  to  similar  needs. 
Thus  we  have  the  so-called  "  flying-lemur  "  ( Galeopitheeut) 
as  we  have  flying-squirrels  and  flying-opossums:  alao 
species  specially  formed  for  burrowing — like  the  mole, 
among  the  order  which  includes  the  rats  and  squirrels  and 
in  the  order  which  contains  the  kangaroos  and  opossums. 
Similar  structures  have  also  been  developed  to  make 
tree  -  life  the  safer — as  we  find  in  the  prehensile  tails 
of  some  apes,  some  flesh-eating  animals,  and  some 
opossums.  But  these  structures  must  have  been  formed 
independently.  Again,  similarities  have  been  occasioned 
through  the  needs  occasioned  by  life  in  water — as  in  the 
otters,  hedgehog  -  like  creatures  and  rat-like  creatures 
But  most  striking  of  all  is  the  fact  that  so  many  animals 
of  utterly  different  natures  have  come  to  have  a  body 
shaped  like  that  of  the  earth-worm — among  the  highest  of 
which  are  forms  allied  to  lizards — and  others  allied  to  frogp. 

Therefore  it  is  especially  necessary  very  carefully  to 
discriminate  between : 

(I)  Essential  resemblances,  due  to  blood  descent — as 
those  between  a  man  and  his  son ;  and  (2)  Induced  resem- 
blances, due  to  the  influence  of  similar  external  conditions — 
as  those  between  two  men  who  have  been  long  subjected 
to  a  similar  course  of  training.  Excluding  lemurs,  then. 
from  our  human  genealogical  tree  (because  they  bear  to 
monkeys  only  "  induced "  resemblances),  what  existing 
group  of  monkeys  shall  we  take  as  standing  nearest  to 
the  direct,  and  now  extinct,  animal  ancestor  of  man  ? 

In  the  first  place,  all  apes  (monkey's)  are  divisible  into 
two  great  families,  which  are  completely  separated  not 
only  by  anatomical  characters,  but  also  by  their  geo- 
graphical distribution.  Everyone  knows  that  there  are 
monkeys  in  tropical  America  as  well  as  in  Africa  and 
Asia ;  but  few  persons  who  are  not  naturalists  know  how 
strangely  different  are  the  species  which  inhabit  the  Old 
World  from  those  of  the  New.  No  single  species  is 
common  to  both.*  In  the  Old  World  we  find  baboons,  long 
and  short-tailed  apes,  long-armed  apes,  as  also  the  orang, 
gorilla,  and  chimpanzee.     In  the  New  World  are  spider 

•  One  or  two  Old  World  monkeys  have  been  introduced,  and 
have  run  wild  in  one  or  two  of  the  Antilles,  in  none  of  which 
islands  has  any  kind  of  type  its  natural  home. 
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monkeys,  howling  monkeys,  sapajous,  sakis,  the  graceful 
squirrel  monkeys,  and  those  charming  pigmies  of  the 
monkey  world,  the  little  marmosets. 

The  New  and  Old  World  monkeys  difEer  from  each  other 
— (1)  as  regards  their  teeth,  (2)  the  shape  of  their  nostrils, 
(3)  the  characters  presented  by  the  tail,  and  (4)  by 
a  very  noticeable  condition  of  the  skuU-bone — called 
tympanic — related  to  the  external  ear ;  but  of  course  they 
ag^ee  in  a  great  many  characters,  otherwise  they  would 
not  both  be  called  "  monkeys." 

Now  it  is  a  very  interesting  question  whether  these 
resemblances  are  what  we  have  called  "  essential " 
ones,  or  whether  they  are  "induced"  resemblances.  I 
am  myself  inclined  to  think  they  have  arisen  inde- 
pendently, especially  on  account  of  the  peculiarly  diver- 
gent condition  of  the  tympanic  bone  in  the  two  families. 
But  from  our  present  point  of  view  this  question  is  of  no 
consequence,  since  in  all  the  four  characters  above  referred 
to  man  entirely  agrees  with  the  apes  of  the  Old  World, 
and  differs  as  completely  from  those  of  the  American 
continent.  It  is,  therefore,  manifest  that  man's  animal 
ancestor  must  have  been  an  allj'  of  the  Old  World  apes, 
and  it  is  no  less  certain  that  it  must  have  nearly  resembled 
those  Old  World  apes  which  are  specially  distinguished  as 
being  anthropoid  or  "  man-like  " — namely,  the  gorilla, 
chimpanzee,  orang,  with  the  gibbous  (or  long-armed  apes) 
— which  together  constitute  the  "man-like"  group.  But 
which  member  of  this  group  stands  probably  nearest  to 
us  ?  A  discovery  made  lately  may  aid  us  somewhat  in  the 
solution  of  this  problem.  I  refer  to  that  made  in  1892 
by  M.  Dubois  in  Java  of  certain  bony  relics,  notably  part 
of  a  skull  and  a  thigli-bone.  The  animal  to  which  these 
relies  belonged*  has  been  named  by  him  {Pithecanthropus 
ereetus)  "  the  uprightstanding  ape-man." 

As  to  this  creature,  M.  Dubois  himself  made  some 
interesting  and  important  remarks  at  the  recent  Cambridge 
Zoological  Congress.  He  called  attention  to  the  fact  that 
though  the  "  ape-man's  "  forehead  was  "  villanous  "  narrow, 
if  not  low,  it  bore  on  its  inner  surface  strong  impressions 
of  brain  -  prominences  (convolutions).  He  also  affirmed 
that  the  thigh-bone,  though  its  form  indicated  that  its  owner 
walked  erect,  nevertheless  showed,  in  his  opinion,  indica- 
tions of  a  tree-climbing  habit  such  as  are  not  foimd  in  the 
human  thigh-bone.  He  further  showed  how,  by  compari- 
son of  human  thigh-bones  with  known  corresponding 
body-weight,  he  had  estimated  that  the  ape-man's  body 
must  have  weighed  from  70  to  75  kilos — i.e.,  4,411  pounds. 
He  also  estimated  what  had  been  the  probable  size  and 
weight  of  the  brain,  and  his  conclusion  was  that  the  man- 
ape's  brain  was  about  twice  as  large  as  the  largest  ape's 
brain,  and  half  the  size  of  that  of  man. 

Now  I  have  always  expected  that  the  "missing  link" 
would  be  found  in  the  Indian  rather  than  in  the  Ethiopian 
region,  and  I  have  expected  this  because  the  Asiatic  anthro- 
poid apes  appear  to  me  more  closely  connected  with  man's 
direct,  purely  animal  ancestor  than  do  the  African  ones — 
the  chimpanzee  and  gorilla.  It  is  true  that  the  last- 
mentioned  species  has  a  wonderfully  human  blade-bone, 

*  I  cannot  regard  it  as  certain  that  the  bones  belonged  to 
the  same  individual  creature,  but  I  think  it  very  probable  that 
they  did  so. 


but  this  I  regard  as  a  resemblance  especially  liable  to  be 
"  induced."  In  certain  skeletal  characters  the  chimpanzee 
most  approaches  man  ;  but  I  regard  the  centre  of  the 
nervous  as  above  all  important,  and  it  is  the  brain  of  the 
orang  which  approaches  that  of  man  most  closely.  Its 
high  round  forehead  is  very  different  from  the  low  brows  of 
the  gorilla  and  chimpanzee,  and  gives  it  a  singularly  intel- 
lectual aspect.  As  we  may  observe  it,  in  captivity,  pensively 
squatting  with  fat  belly,  like  an  image  of  Gautama,  we 
might  fancy  that  the  mind  of  some  esoteric  Buddhist  was 
imprisoned  within  its  apish  body,  incapable  of  making  its 
latent  existence  known,  and  mentally  contemplating  a 
hoped-for  Nirvana  to  come.  The  orang  is  found  nowhere 
but  in  Borneo  and  Sumatra,  while  the  long-armed  apes,  or 
gibbous,  range  over  the  south-eastern  part  of  Asia,  includ- 
ing the  Indian  Archipelago.  The  Siamang*  gibbou  (of 
Sumatra)  is  the  only  ape  which,  like  man,  possesses  a  chin  ; 
and  it  is  only  the  gibbous,  among  the  anthropoid  apes, 
which  resemble  him  in  relative  length  of  leg — estimating 
at  100  the  lengt'a  of  the  backbone  (from  the  skull  to  the 
lower  end  of  the  sacrum),  I  have  found  the  length  of  the 
leg  (without  the  foot)  to  be  about  144-5  in  man,  and  from 
162-1  to  169-7  in  different  species  of  gibbous  (see  the 
Philosophical  Transactions  of  January  10,  1867) — though 
their  length  is  apt  to  be  overlooked  on  account  of  the 
enormous  length  of  their  arms.  These  various  resem- 
blances to  man,  presented  by  the  orang  and  gibbous  re- 
spectively, together  with  the  discovery  of  the  bones  of 
Pithecanthropus  ereetus,  seem,  so  far  as  they  go,  to  indicate 
that  the  human  race  did  make  its  first  appearance  in  tlie 
warm  regions  of  south-eastern  Asia. 

St.  Geohge  Mivart. 


Minor  Centenaries. 


A  Protest. 

The  past  ten  months  have  witnessed  a  remarkable 
number  of  efforts  north  of  the  Tweed  to  revive  the 
memory  of  forgotten  writers.  That  in  the  year  1898 
there  should  be  centenary  celebrations  of  no  fewer  than 
four  Scottish  poets  argues  that  the  year  1798  must  have 
been  annus  miralilis — or  that  centenary  celebrations  north 
of  the  Tweed  are  at  present  peculiarly  cheap.  The 
unprejudiced  observer  is  forced  to  the  latter  conclusion. 
In  fact,  the  four  centenary  celebrations  have  done  little 
more  than  demonstrate  the  extent  to  which  the  celebrants 
lack  a  sense  of  proportion.  Of  course,  there  is  no  reason 
why  the  village  poet  should  not  be  commemorated  by  his 
fellow  villagers.  Only  let  him  be  commemorated  as  the 
village  poet,  and  nothing  else. 

The  3-ear  opened  with  the  celebration  of  the  centenary 
of   the    birth   of   Dr.    David   Macbeth   Moir   ("Delta"), 
whose  four  hundred  or  so  poems  have  long  been  forgotten, 
and  who  owes  such  small  measure  of  fame  as  he  now  1 
enjoys    to    his    one    prose    effort,     his     Life    of  Mdtuiii 
Wauch,  Tailor  in  Dalkeith — a  work   upon   which   he  hint- 
self  set  little  store,  and  of  which,  indeed,  he  was  almost  1 
ashamed.     Not  that  he  had  any  reason  to  be.     It  is  a 

*  A  specimen  of  this  rare  gibbou  has  just  arrived  at  the! 
Zoological  Gardens. 
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good  specimen  of  broad  Scotch  humour  of  a  healthy, 
honest  character,  a  book  full  of  virility,  and  witli  none  of 
the  maudlin  sentiment  of  the  modem  Kailyard.  "  Delta  " 
■was  astonished  at  its  success ;  but  the  secret  of  this 
was  its  suitability  to  the  times.  Its  popularity,  then, 
can  be  readily  appreciated.  But  it  was  simply  a  book 
for  tlie  times.  And  as  for  the  poetry  upon  which 
"  Delta  "  himself  would  have  rested  his  claim  to  a  lasting 
place  in  literature — well,  as  magazine  poetry  it  was  very 
good,  quite  equal — some  of  it,  perhaps,  superior — to  the 
average  standard  of  sucli  poetry.     But  that  is  all. 

For  dragging  James  ITyslop  a:id  Henry  Scott  Riddell 
out  of  the  obscurity  to  which  they  had  fittingly  been 
relegated,  there  was  even  loss  justification.  Both  wrote 
numerous  poems ;  but  each  left  only  one  by  which  lie  is 
remembered.  Hyslop's  "  Cameronian  Dream  "  was  extra- 
ordinarily popular  at  one  time,  much  of  its  popularity, 
however,  being  due  to  the  fact  that  it  was — as  it  still  is — 
the  best  Covenanting  poem  ever  written.  (But  Covenanting 
poetry,  taken  as  a  whole,  is  remarkably  poor  stuff.)  Cer- 
tainly the  "Cameronian  Dream"  has  poetic  fire,  and 
-contains  a  number  of  fine  lines.  But  the  same  thing 
might  be  said  of  much  poetry  which,  like  the  "  Cameronian 
Dream,"  has  little  pretence  to  a  permanent  place  in  litera- 
ture. 

EiddeU's  claim  to  immortality  is  based  upon  his  having 
written  the  stirring  Scottish  patriotic  song  "  Scotland 
Yet."  An  excellent  lyric,  no  doubt,  and  its  popularity  at 
Scottish  gatherings  is  easily  understood ;  but  it  forms  a 
somewhat  slender  foundation  for  such  a  claim  as  Riddell's 
admirers,  from  Aberdeen  in  the  north  to  Hawick  in  the 
south,  have  lately  put  forth  on  his  behalf.  And  apart 
from  "  Scotland  Yet,"  Eiddell's  poetry  is,  to  say  the 
least,  somewhat  indifferent. 

The  latest  claimant  to  centenary  honours  is  Robert 
PoUok,  the  author  of  the  once  famous  "  Course  of  Time." 
Someone  discovered  (by  chance  it  must  have  been,  for  lie 
had  long  been  forgotten)  tliat  Pollok  was  born  on  October 
19,  1798.  And  so  his  centenary  has  been  celebrated. 
Pollok,  who  died  at  the  early  age  of  twenty-eight,  wrote 
Ihree  stories  (which  he  published  anonymously,  and  the 
authorship  of  which  he  kept  secret)  and  "The  Course  of 
Time."  The  stories  are  very  indifferent,  and  it  is  upon 
his  poem  that  his  fame  rests.  It  is  a  review,  prodigiously 
long  and  at  times  tedious,  of  human  history  from  the 
Creation  down  to  the  Day  of  Judgment.  A  bold  and  am- 
bitious efiort,  there  are  in  it  some  fine  passages.  But  it  is 
prolix  and  discursive.  It  is  in  ten  books,  and  is  written  in 
Uank  verse,  the  quality  of  which  may  be  judged  by  the  fact 
that  Pollok  took  as  his  model  Young's  "Night  Thoughts," 
the  harmonies  in  which  he  regarded  as  "  the  language  of 
&e  gods."  The  poem  was  well  spoken  of  and,  indeed,  was 
Jeceived  with  acclamation ;  but  Prof.  Arnold  is  probably 
right  in  setting  tliis  down  to  the  fact  that,  however  feeble 
and  faulty  as  a  poem,  it  was  exactly  adapted  to  the  level  of 
ulture  in  the  religious  classes  of  Scotland  about  1830. 
Edition  after  edition  was  published,  and  by  1 868  the  work 
had  reached  the  seventy-eighth  thousand.  And  now — now 
scarcely  any  one,  except,  perhaps,  the  student,  ever  dreams 
of  perusing  "  The  Course  of  Time."     Nevertheless,  Pollok 

IS  had  his  centenary  celebration.     And  he  is  to  have  a 
iionument  too! 


The  Late  Mr.  Gleeson  White  as  Designer. 

It  is  by  no  meaaa  easy,  especially  at  a  time  when  the  pain 
of  sudden  loss  is  felt  yet  fresh  and  poignant,  to  write  im- 
personally of  Oleeson  AVhite  in  his  capacity  of  designer. 
For  so  modest  was  ho,  and  so  unsoinsh,  that  to  all  who  had 
the  privilege  of  knowing  him,  the  sense  of  his  brotherly 
kindness  dominated  every  other ;  and  we  could  not  bat 
regard^him  first  and  foremost  as  friend,  and  only,  maybe, 
incidentally  remembered  that  he  was  himself  an  artist  also. 
Indeed,  he  was  a  designer  of  no  ordinary  gifts,  for  the 
exercise  of  which,  however,  the  pressure  of  literary  labours 
left  opportunities  only  too  slender. 

Among  Gleeson  White's  artistic  productions  there  may 
be   recalled    patterns    for  various    kinds    of    handicraft 


published  in  the  American  Art  Amateur  during  his  tenure 
of  the  editorship  of  that  magazine,  as  well  as  a  number  of 
ornamental  devices  which  have  appeared  from  time  to 
time  in  English  periodicals,  and  book-plates,  of  which  he 
produced  several  different  designs  for  his  own  use  and  for 
Messrs.  Ot.  Bell  &  Sons.  It  is  a  matter  of  congratulation 
in  the  literary  world  that  unquestionably  the  best  of  the 
deceased  artist's  design  was  devoted  to  the  decoration  of 
books,  a  branch  of  art  of  whose  requirements  and  capabilities 
he  made  a  special  study.  His  views  upon  the  subject  may  be 
found  set  forth  in  an  interesting  article  contributed  to  the 
Studio,  for  October,  1894.  Already  then  decorative  cloth 
covers  had  become  a  feature  of  Messrs.  Bell's  books, 
due  mainly  to  the  taste  of  Gleeson  White,  imder  whose 
direction  for  the  past  five  years  their  numerous  ornamental 
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bindings  have  been  produced,  the  desigjns  in  the  majority 
of  instances  being  the  work  of  his  own  hand. 

None,  perhaps,  but  those  who  knew  him  intimately  were 
aware  that  he  laboured  under  the  infirmity,  which  in- 
creased in  later  years,  of  failing  eyesight;  a  disability 
of  serious  moment  from  the  very  nature  of  the  craft  and 
the  materials  employed.  For  to  enable  a  block  to  be 
made  which  shall  impress  a  pattern  clear-cut  and  true 
no  halting  indecision  of  outline  in  the  original  design  is 
permissible.  The  strain  of  verifying  and  correcting  his 
drawing  under  the  circumstances  was  great  enough ;  but 
Gleeson  White  was  not  the  man  to  spare  himself  because 
of  the  difficulties  of  his  task.  The  only  design  of  his  in 
which  the  effect  of  weakness  in  execution  is  perceptible  is 
that  for  the  Lord  Leigh  ton  book.  Here  the  foliage  is 
somewhat  defective  in  precision  of  form.  It  is,  moreover, 
characteristic  of  the  artist's  conscientiousness  that,  beauti- 


ful as  is  the  cover  he  designed  for  the  second  edition  of 
the  Bume-Jones  volume,  Gleeson  "White  put  himself  to 
the  trouble  of  re-drawing  it  for  the  smaller  edition  just 
issued.  In  the  original  state  of  the  design  the  thorny 
thicket,  out  of  which  seven  rose-standards  arise,  formed  a 
horizontal  band  along  the  lower  part  of  the  composition. 
This  arrangement  was  considered  too  rigid,  and  accord- 
.  ingly,  in  its  altered  form,  the  thicket  curves  upwards  on 
either  side,  giving  the  concave  outline,  as'_here  reproduced 
by  the  courtesy  of  the  publishers.  Opinions  may  differ  as 
to  which  of  the  two  versions  is  preferable,  but  in  the 
opinion  of  some  competent  judges  the  main  motive  still 
remains  the  artist's  finest  conception  in  book-ornament. 
Of  kindred  style,  though  dissimilar  in  detail,  is  the  design 
for  end-papers  for  Messrs.  George  Bell's  "  Endymion " 
series  of  poets ;  as  also  the  magnificent  cover,  printed  in 
gold  on  white,  for  Gleeson  White's  own  work,  E7igli»h 


Illustration:  the  Sixties,  published  by  Messrs.  Constable 
&  Co.  in  1897.  The  latter  consists  of  a  diaper,  wherein 
effective  use  is  made  of  intertwining  roots  of  trees,  the 
rose-bushes  and  laurels,  forming  the  basis  of  the  orna- 
ment. Gleeson  White  was  among  the  earliest  of  our 
modern  designers  to  perceive  and  develop  the  artistic 
possibilities  of  roots  and  bulbs.  In  this  connexion  tulips 
and  crocuses  were  favourite  motifs  of  his  decorative 
patterns.  The  cover  of  the  Aldine  edition  of  Kerrich  shows 
him  again  in  another  aspect — as  an  ardent  admirer  of 
Japanese  work.  Nothing,  however,  beyond  the  subject, 
the  blackthorn  spray,  is  borrowed ;  his  treatment  of  it,  an 
admirable  exercise  in  space-filling,  being  something  alto- 
gether foreign  to  the  genius  of  Japan.  Yet  another  phase, 
that  of  purely  abstract  ornament,  is  represented  by  his 
cover  for  the  "Cathedral"  series — a  conventional  growth 
whose  volutes  and  intricate  interlacements  betoken  much 
ingenuity  of  handling.  It  was  drawn,  in  the  first  instance, 
on  a  larger  scale,  so  as  to  insure  the  greater  accuracy  in. 
the  outline^of  the  sweeping  curves  of  the  design. 

In  fine,  Gleeson  White  was  a  man  of  sympathies  so 
broad  and  so  vivid  that  it  is  unlikely  that,  had  his  life  been 
prolonged  for  another  half  century,  he  would  ever  have 
lost  touch  with  the  advanced  thought  of  the  latest  genera- 
tion. As  he  did  not  hesitate  to  grapj)le  with  modern  artistic 
problems,  such  as  tlie  claims  of  photography  to  be  regarded 
as  an  art ;  the  decorative  function  of  the  poster ;  or  new 
developments  in  stencilling  and  in  colour  -  printing,  so 
neither  did  he  withhold  his  generous  acknowledgment  of 
the  yet  unrecognised  talents  of  young  men  struggling  to 
obtain  a  place  in  the  world  of  art.  It  is  they  who  are 
most  deeply  indebted  to  Gleeson  White ;  they  who  will 
mourn  him  most. 


A  Librarian  in  Trouble. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  makcs  the  following  appeal  to  us :  - 
"I  am  in  trouble.  I  seek  the  hospitality  of  your  columns. 
A  month  ago  I  accepted  the  hon.  librarianship  of  a 
literary  institution — new,  brand  new,  with  yards  of  empty 
shelves.  The  Finance  Committee  voted  fifty  pounds 
for  the  buying  of  books,  which  I  proceeded  to  spend  on 
volumes  which,  personally,  I  should  never  think  of  reading 
— I  mean  the  classics — books  that  finance  committees 
approve.  Now,  I  know  the  sort  of  people  who  will  come 
to  this  library;  they  are  just  those  people  who  don't  want 
to  read  the  books  no  gentleman's  library  should  be 
without.  They  want  to  read  modern  books — that  is, 
roughly  speaking,  books  published  since  1870 — fiction, 
biography,  history,  memoirs,  humorous  books,  poetry. 
Now,  I  want  some  of  your  readers — people  like  Sir  John 
Lubbock,  or  Mr.  Gosse,  or  Mr.  Shorter — to  help  me.  I  want 
a  list  of  fifty  modern  books — books  that  will  give  good, 
wholesome,  entertaining,  interesting  reading,  excluding 
Scott,  Tennyson,  Browning,  George  Eliot,  Meredith, 
Hardy,  Kipling,  Mrs.  Ward,  and  Barrie,  whom,  for 
better  or  worse,  I  have  bought  in  sets.  I'm  not  very  »» 
courant  with  modem  literature  myself,  but  of  the  books  I 
have  read  I  should  certainly  include  John  Inglesant,  Mr. 
Isaacs,  Hirough  One  Administration,  T.  E.  Brown's  Poem), 
Mark  Eutherford,  Tennyson's  Biography — all  the  best  antho- 
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logies— Beeching'e,  Henley's,  "Q's";  then,  of  course, 
Alire  in  JFonderland,  The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfatt  Talk, 
and  With  Kitchener  to  Khartoum.  I  don't  want  to  make 
mistakes  —  you  know  what  a  finance  committee  is  —  so 
I  hope  some  of  your  readers  will  help  me  over  the 
stile." 

It  may  bo  that  some  of  our  readers  will  be  glad  to  help 
this  perplexed  librarian  over  the  stile. 


"  Mary  had  a  Little  Lamb."— II. 
■  Experiments  in  Parody. 

Tire  reader  of  this  series  is  asked  to  believe  that  each 
author  concerned  has  been  furnished  with  the  simple  state- 
ment, "  Mary  had  a  little  lamb,"  and  requested  to  make, 
on  his  own  linos,  as  much  of  it  as  is  congenial. 

Mr.  Antliony  Hope  complied  with  the  following  "  Polly 
Dialogue  "  : 

A  Gift-Horse. 

"But  shall  I  like   it?"    she  asked,    with  a  doubting 
glance  at  the  little  volume. 

"  Surely,"  I  said  ;   "  he  is  a  classic." 

"But  classics  ?      Does  one    like  classics?"   she 

inquired  hesitatingly. 

"  A  genial  classic,"  I  hastened  to  add.     "A  humorist." 

"Ah,    humour,"    she    murmured.      "But   you    are   a 
humorist,  Mr.  Carter." 

"  And  what  of  that?  "  I  asked  with  some  asperity. 

"Nothing,"  she  said  lightly. 

"  Well,  it  doesn't  matter,"  I  replied,  reaching  for  the 
book.     "Mrs.  Hilary  will  be  glad  to  have  it." 

Lady  Pickleham's  little  pink  fingers  tightened  upon  it. 
"  But  his  name, "  she  said.     "  It  is  intolerable  .  .  ." 

"Unless,"   I   remarked,  "unless  he  comes  in  wolves' 
dothing." 

Polly  laughed.     "  Exactly,"  she  said.     "  Like " 

"  Don't  be  personal,"  I  said  severely. 

"But  they  are  more   interesting  then,   aren't  they?" 
she  asked. 

"  We  are  discussing  Literature,"  I  reminded  her. 

She  sighed.     "Is  there  any  love  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Love,"  I  said  briskly.     "Yes,  for  old  china  and  old 
books,  and — and  the  might  have  been." 

Polly  grew  interested.     "  The  might  have  been  ?  " 

I  refrained  from  encouraging  her.     "  You  wiU  also  find 
fhe  praise  of  chimney-sweepers,"  I  said. 

Polly  pouted.     She  turned  the  leaves  with  a  gesture  of 
impatience. 

"And  of  roast  pigling,"  I  added. 

She  displayed  no  joy. 

"And  here,"  I  said,  taking  the  book  from  her,   "  is  an 
Bssay  on  Valentine's  Day." 

"  Ah ! "  she  exclaimed,  holding  out  her  hand  for  it. 

"  Listen,"  I  said ;  "'Thou  comest  attended  with  thou- 
sands of  little  Loves,  and  the  air  is 

Brush'd  with  the  hiss  of  rustling  wings. 

Knging  cupids  are  thy  choristers  and  thy  precentors ;  and 


instead  of  the  crosier,  the  mystical  arrow  is  borne  before 
thee.'  " 

"  That  is  better,"  she  admitted.     "  Head  some  more." 

I  coughed  and  resumed :  "  '  In  these  little  visual  inter- 
pretations,' Lady  Pickleham,  '  no  emblem  is  so  common 
as  the  heart — that  little  three-cornered  exponent  of  all  our 
hopes  and  fears.  .  .  .'  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Polly,  with  interest :  "  it  has  comers, 
hasn't  it?" 

"I  am  told  so,"  I  replied. 

"  Who  told  you  so  ?  "  inquired  Jjady  Pickleham,  leaning 
toward  me. 

"Archie,"  I  said  gravely.  "And  hero  is  an  essay  on 
'Poor  Eolations,*  "  I  remarked. 

She  turned  up  her  nose. 

"And  here  is  one,"  I  added,  "called  'A  Bachelor's 
Complaint  on  the  Behaviour  of  Married  People.'  " 

"Give  me  the  book,"  she  said. 


Paris    Letter. 


{^From  our  French  Corretpondtnt.) 

M.\.ll.\km6'8  successor  has  been  named  at  last— M.  Leon 
Dierx.  Apparently  the  chief  qualification  —  the  single 
essential  one,  perhaps,  for  poetic  sovereignty  in  latter-day 
Paris — is  an  impenetrable  obscurity.  To  be  known,  to  be 
read,  is  to  prove  oneself  one  of  the  vulgar  herd.  Thfr 
grand  distinction  is,  not  to  be  read,  not  to  be  known.  The 
new  prince  was  elected  on  Sunday,  and  hardly  had  he 
taken  possession  of  his  invisible  throne  when  he  was 
menaced  with  deposition.  The  rival  prince,  whom  a  band 
of  insurgent  poets  desire  to  reign  in  his  stead,  is  M.  Jean 
Moreas,  a  Greek  follower  of  Mallarme.  M.  Mort'^as  has 
the  requisite  quality  of  perfect  unintelligibility,  but — fatal 
blot  on  his  poet's  'scutcheon — he  is  better  known  than  this 
mysterious  Leon  Dierx.  This  division  of  the  einaclei,  alas ! 
leaves  the  outer  world  cold.  Why  the  one  should  be 
prince  and  not  the  other,  or  why  the  other  and  not  the 
one,  is  more  than  we,  poor  creatures  with  nothing  but 
common  sense  on  our  side,  can  be  expected  to  understand. 
There  is  one  delicious  piece  of  irony  in  the  ceremony  of 
election.  M.  Dierx  has  been  chosen  as  prince  "  because  of 
the  dignity  of  his  life."  Now  the  first  reigning  sovereign 
of  the  House  of  Poets  was  Paul  Verlaine.  He  must,  then, 
have  been  elected  because  of  the  utter  lack  of  dignitj-  of 
his  life.  It  is  very  evident  that  the  poets  enjoy  big  con- 
trasts. To-day  they  are  ruled  by  a  sovereign  whose  day* 
and  nights  pass  between  the  walls  of  prison,  hospital,  and 
public-house.  To-morrow  the  hunger  of  respectability 
overcomes  them,  and  they  choose  as  prince  a  model  of  all 
the  bourg^is  virtues :  who  rises  with  the  lark,  and  lies 
down  with  the  amiable  lamb.  It  would  perhaps  be  too 
extravagant  to  elect  a  ruler  by  the  value  of  his  work. 

Pierre  Loti  is,  we  know,  an  incorrigible  sentimentalist, 
but  a  recent  pretty  little  article  of  his  in  the  Figaro, 
against  hunting  and  shooting  poor  live  things  for  the 
iniquitous  pleasure  of  man,  convoys  a  solid  truth.  How- 
ever we  may  veil  it,  it  is  a  hideous  and  barbarous 
amusement,  and  we  shall  only  begin  to  be  civilised  the  day 
we  agree  to  leave  forest  creatures  in  peace.    Loti  paints 
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-  with  his  delicate  and  piteous  touch,  a  scene' where  for  hiS; 
pleasure  he  shoots  a  young  monkey : 

When  I  picked  it  up  it  still  lived,  but  with  life  too  feeble 
to  attempt  any  resistance.  Like  a  dead  thing  it  let  itself 
be  taken,  its  pinched  little  lips  trembled,  and  its  eyes  of  a 
child  looked  into  mine  with  an  unforgettable  expressloil 
of  agony,  of  terror  and  reproach.  Then  up  rose  '  Bet  We 
rae  all  the  stupid  horror  of  what  I  had  just  done.  'I  held 
it  lying  in  my  arms,  and  caressed  with  infiuite  precaution' 
its  dying  head.  The  other  two,  whose  little,  one  I  had 
killed,  screamed  in  the  tree  above,  griuding  their  teeth, 
divided  between  the  fear  of  being  also  killed,  and  their 
wish  all  the  same  to  scratch  and  bite  me.  Its  forehead, 
resting  against  my  breast,  it  died,  the  Uttle  monkey,  ^in 
almost  an  attitude  of  confidence,  in  the  position  of  a  small 
child.  And  never  did  I  feel  with  such  exasperation  that 
need  which  often  seizes  me  to  cast  obloquy  upon  myself. 
"Brute!"  Icried,  between  my  clenched  teeth.  "Oh,  stupid' 
brute!"  ' 

Gyp  detests  the  Republic.  Nobody  disputes  her  right 
to  this  antipathy.  She  also  loathes  the  Jews,  and  here  she 
is  less  within  her  right,  since  the  Christian  doctrine  dis- 
tinctly bids  her  to  love  all  men.  The  basis  of  her  obscure 
arguments  against  the  Eepublic  I  divine  to  be  the  fact 
that  Republicans  are  not  gentlemen,  have  not  titles,  in- 
herited fortune,  above  all,  leisure  for  illicit  love-making-^- 
in  a  word,  are  not  well-tailored  and  perfumed  blackguards. 
The  moral  of  her  monotonous  literature  is  that  the  Repub- 
lican is  a  worthy  bourgeois  below  contemjit,  who  occupies 
himself  with  his  affairs,  and  lets  his  neighbour's  wife 
alone.  This  latter  desistance  on  his  part  is  apparently  for 
the  implacable  aristocrat  a  crime  past  forgiveness.  In 
elegant  contrast  is  the  aristocratic  world  of  latter-day 
Paris. 

Take  as  a  charming  example  the  situation  of  Honni/  soit 
qui  mal  y  Pense,  one  of  Gyp's  new  studies  of  this  blessed 
aristocratic  world  she  delights  to  degrade,  always  assur- 
ing us  that  it  is  the  only  world  fit  for  decent  folk  to  live 
in.  Mme.  d'Armyde,  who  has  ruined  her  lover  d'Es- 
tourdy,  intends  to  throw  him  over  for  a  wealthier  duke, 
whom  she  likewise  intends  to  ruin.  But  before  sending 
the  former  about  his  business,  on  the  very  day  she  projects 
the  conclusive  meeting  with  the  duke,  she  has  a  suggestive 
little  scene  with  d'Estourdy.  "  What's  the  matter  ?  "  asks 
the  lover;  "you  look  troubled,  bored."  "It's  useless  to 
tell  you."  D'Estourdy,  a  little  uneasy  (he,  too,  contem- 
plates an  infidelity,  also  that  same  day):  "Never  mind, 
tell  me."  "  Well,  I  am  absolutely  bound  to  payZepherine 
on  the  25th  ;  she  is  worrying  me.  I  can't  put  her  off  any 
longer."  The  lover,  used  to  these  sort  of  demands, 
quietly  asks  how  much.  "£800  (20,000  frs.)."  "Don't 
worry,"  he  says.  "  I'll  payZepherine  on  the  25th."  "  Oh, 
how  kind  you  are,  my  friend."  "I'm  excellent,  of  course. 
That's  settled."  As  a  specimen  of  aristocratic  morals, 
this  is  edifying.  One  might  do  worse  than  turn  to  the 
Eepublic  for  improvement. 

Lime  de  Miel,  Gyp's  new  volume,  is  written  entirely 
in  this  spirit.  If  it  is  on  the  shoulders  of  such 
nincompoops  as  these  tailored  and  perfumed  pillars 
of  the  Noble  Faubourg  that  the  cause  of  the  House  of 
France  depends,  Monseigneur  of  Orleans  may  continue 
.to  bombard  Paris  with  his  ineffectual  manifestoes.     The 


Faubourg,  according  to  Gyp,  its  titled  biographer,  one 
of  itself,  and  not  the  more  merciful  for  that,  has  too  much 
to  do  scenting  and  arraying  itself  in  the  raiment  of  seduc- 
tion, and  wheedling  cheques  from  easy  pockets  for  payment 
of  the  exorbitant  bills  of  tailor  and  dressmaker,  to  heed 
his  royal  proclamations.  It  is  a  sorry  sight  that  which 
Paris  to-day  presents — Republicans  incapable  of  governing 
themselves,  and  aristocrats  fallen  too  low  to  help  them. 

H.  L. 


The  Contributors'  Playground. 

A  Bread  and  Butter  Classic. 

Amoxg  my  pet  books  reposes  a  little  volume  whose  title 
states  that  it  was  printed  from  an  "  Original  MS.  in  the 
Vatican  at  Rome,"  with  "  Cuts  by  Michael  Angelo."  This 
illustrious  name  flames  upon  the  modest  page  Hke  a  jewel  in 
an  unworthy  setting ;  and  it  is  not  until  we  perceive  that 
the  mighty  genius  has  playfully  projected  himself  into  the 
eighteenth  century,  and  has  tamed  his  awful  pencil  to  the 
delineation  of  a  young  raven  called  "Ralph,"  of  a 
"pidgeon"  named  "Tom,"  and  of  "Tippy  the  Lark," 
that  the  strained  sense  of  incongruity  is  relieved,  and  we 
recognise  that  the  artist's  divine  fury  has  given  place  to  a 
vein  of  homely  moralising,  expressed  in  the  quaintest 
woodcuts.  How  the  Vatican  Library  became  possessed  of  tlie 
MS.  is  a  curious  question,  the  solution  of  which  may  afford 
the  learned  an  elegant  amusement.  The  very  authorship 
stands  in  doubt :  the  name  of  Jones — Mr.  Giles  Jones- 
has,  indeed,  been  mentioned  in  this  connexion,  but  there 
is  in  that  tribal  cognomen  a  hint  of  Celtic  glamour  that  is 
certainly  absent  from  the  work  in  question,  which,  to  keep 
the  reader  no  longer  upon  the  tenter-hooks  of  expectation, 
is  The  Mi  dory  of  Little  Goody  Two- Shoes;  otherwise  called 
Mrs.  Margery  Two-Shoes. 

I  have  named  the  name  of  Jones  only  to  reject  it,  and  to 
prejiare  the  way,  as  by  a  flourish  of  music,  for  the  real  hero 
of  this  achievement.  Let  me  give  him  the  style  he  loved, 
and  call  him  Br.  Oliver  Goldsmith.  His  happy  task  is  to 
set  forth  the  means  whereby  Mrs.  Margery  "  acquired  her 
Learning  and  Wisdom,  and  in  consequence  thereof  her 
Estate."  The  manner  of  the  biographer  is  entertaining  to 
a  degree,  and  the  booklet  abounds  with  those  lively 
touches  that  are  necessary  to  make  a  recital  of  fact  as  con- 
vincing as  fiction,  from  the  moment  when  Margery's  father 
was  seized  "  with  a  violent  Fever  in  a  Place  where  Dr. 
James's  Powder  was  not  to  be  had,  and  where  he  died  I 
miserably,"  to  that  melancholy  day  when  "  a  Monument, , 
but  without  Inscription,  was  erected  to  her  Memory  in  the-) 
Churchyard,  over  which  the  Poor  as  they  pass  weep  con- 
tinually, so  that  the  Stone  is  ever  bathed  in  Tears." 

Nor  is   this   mirror  of   morality  without   its    "  movingi 
accidents,"    for    Mr.    LoveweU's    son    is    cast    away  OD 
a  voyage   to   Florence,    and   the   top   of  Mrs.  Margery's! 
house  falls  in.      But   space  forbids  me  to  do  more  tha 
remind  the   world   of  the   existence   of  this   masterpieo 
of  the  nursery,  which  only  the  other  day  amused  a  circ 
of  "  children  of   sis  feet  high,"  as   they  sat    around 
unseasonable  fire,  and  laughed  aloud  over  the  triumphs 
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virtue  here  so  victoriously  displayed.  "Who  does  not 
know  Lady  Ducklington  ?  "  Alas !  many  folks  have  not 
the  felicity  of  hor  acquaintance,  but  with  the  Doctor's 
history  in  one's  hand  one  may  "hoar  her  ghost  dancing 
upon  the  bell-ropes,"  and,  with  the  intrepid  Madge,  "tread 
upon  her  coffin."  B. 


i 


Lord  Macaulay's  Prophecy. 

In  one  of  his  essays  Macaulay  writes  very  agreeably  about 
the  house  in  St.  Martin's-stroot,  Leicester-square,  in  which 
Frances  Bumey  wrote  Evelina.  "  This  house,"  he  says, 
"  will  continue  to  be  well  known  as  long  an  our  island  retains 
any  trace  of  civilisation  ;  for  it  was  the  dwelling  of  Newton, 
and  the  square  turret  which  distinguishes  it  from  all  the 
surrounding  buildings  was  Newton's  observatory."  Well, 
the  square  turret  was  long  ago  sliippod  to  America,  and 
the  house — a  disused  and  dilapidated  Sunday-school — was 
recently  marked  for  demolition.  Happily,  the  pro- 
prietors have  altered  their  minds,  and  will  restore  the 
building.  That  is  well ;  but  they  cannot  replace  the 
turret.  Nor  do  I  imagine  that  the  old  bricks,  which  are 
hidden  under  dingy  stucco,  will  be  seen  again.  Still,  the 
house  in  which  Newton  lived  for  fifteen  years  is  saved ; 
Macaulay's  words  are  not  utterly  mocko<l. 

It  is  strange  that  one  house  should  have  sheltered  a 
g;enius  so  lofty  as  Sir  Isaac  Newton's,  and  a  genius  so 
delicate  as  Frances  Bumey's.  On  which  period  shall 
we  dwell  ?  In  both,  the  house  knew  good  talk  and 
good  laughter,  and  was  radiant  with  the  beauty  of 
women.  Newton,  whose  Mastership  of  the  Eoyal  Mint 
gave  him  a  fine  income,  kept  open  house  to  men  like 
Arbuthnot,  and  HaUey,  and  Bentley,  and  Swift,  and 
Addison,  and  Gay,  and  Congrevo ;  while  Princess  Caro- 
line's maids  of  honour  would  cross  Leicester-square  to 
gossip  with  his  niece,  Catherine  Barton. 

Fifty  years  later  came  Dr.  Bumey,  intent  on  his  History 
of  Music.  St.  Martin's-street  had  not  improved.  Miss  Bumey 
found  it  "dirty,  Lll-built,  and  vulgarly  peopled."  But  the 
finest  music  was  to  be  heard  in  the  Doctor's  drawing-room, 
and  the  finest  company  came  to  hear  it.  ' '  Few  nobles, ' '  says 
Macaulay,  "  could  assemble  in  the  most  stately  mansions 
ol  Grosvenor-square  or  St.  James's-square  a  society  so 
various  and  so  brilliant  as  was  sometimes  to  be  found  in 
Dr.  Bumey's  cabin."  The  shy  girl  stood  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  throng,  said  "  Yes  "  and  "  No  "  wlien  spoken  to,  but 
saw  everything.  She  saw  everything,  and  wrote  Evelina. 
Then  Burke  and  Eeynolds  praised  her  to  her  face,  Gibbon 
beamed,  and  .Jolinson  clasped  her  in  his  arms.  Frances 
became  a  public  character.  It  is  a  pleasant  story,  as 
Macaulay  tells  it,  and  the  more  so  because  the  Burneys  never 
forgot  that  their  home  liad  boon  the  home  of  Newton.  Dr. 
Bumey  repaired  the  observatory,  and  Frances  often  went 
there  for  the  view  over  London.  Mrs.  Thrale  coidd  call 
them  her  "  dear  Newtonians."  Who  wiU  not  be  glad  that 
this  nursery  of  science,  music,  and  letters  is  to  be  set  in 
order  I  May  it  stand — maimed  though  it  be — "as  long  as 
our  island  retains  any  trace  of  civilisation," 

W. 


A   Well   of  Saxon. 

In  the  search  for  homely  and  vigorous  Saxon  words, 
whether  out  of  pliilologicol  curiosity  or  as  a  relief  from 
Latinity,  there  is  no  absolute  need  to  turn  first  to  the  pub- 
lications of  the  Early  English  Text  Society.  Other  and  far 
less  dignified  sources  will  yield  them  too.  A  Sussex  auc- 
tioneer's list  that  lies  before  me — a  catalogue  of  live  and 
dead  farming  stock  to  be  sold  at  a  homestead  under  the  South 
Downs — is  full  of  them.  So  blunt  and  sturdy  they  are,  these 
ancient  primitive  terms  of  the  soil.  Look  :  "  Ix)t  1.  Pitch 
prong,  two  half-pitch  prongs,  two  4-8peen  spuds,  and  a  road 
hoe.  Lot  5.  Five  short  prongs,  dint  spud,  dung  drag,  two 
turnip  pecks,  and  two  shovels.  \joi  9.  Six  hay  rakes,  two 
scythes  and  sneaths,  cross-cut  saw,  and  a  sheep  hook. 
Lot  39.  Cora  chest,  open  tub,  milking  stool,  and  hog  form. 
Lot  43.  Bushel  measure,  shaul  and  strike.  Lot  100.  Rick 
borer.  Lot  143.  Eight  knaves  and  seven  felloes.  Ijot  148. 
Six  dirt  boards  and  pair  of  wood  hames.  Ix)t  152. 
Wheelwright's  sampson.  Lot  174.  Set  of  thill  harness. 
Ijot  201.  Three  plough  bolts,  three  tween  sticks. 
Lot  204.  Sundry  harness  and  whippances.  Lot  208. 
Tickle  plough.  Lot  222.  Iron  turnwrist  [pronounced 
tum-riced]  plough.  Lot  242.  9-tine  scarifier.  Lot  261. 
Clod  crusher.  Lot  252.  Hay  tedder."  From  another  cata- 
logue, other  "  ram-alogues,"  as  these  abrupt  and  active  little 
words  might  be  called,  butt  at  one.  Thus  :  "  Lot  4.  Flint 
spud,  two  drain  scoops,  bull  lead  and  five  dibbles.  Lot  10. 
Dung  rake  and  dung  devil.  Lot  11.  Four  juts  and  a  zinc 
skip."  Farm  labourers  are  men  of  little  speech,  and  it  is 
often  needful  that  voices  should  carry  far.  Hence  this 
crisp  and  forcible  reticence.  The  vocabulary  of  the  country- 
side undergoes  few  changes ;  while  the  noises  to-day 
made  by  the  ox-herd  who  urges  his  black  and  smoking 
team  along  tlie  hill-side,  are  precisely  those  that  Piers 
Plowman  himself  would  have  used.  And  this  reminds  me 
that  a  colonist  friend  who  settled  in  Nova  Scotia  told  me 
that  he  found  passages  from  Langland's  poem,  skilfully 
employed,  of  far  more  use  in  stimulating  the  natives  than 
anything  he  could  compass  in  the  way  of  profanity. 

L. 


Things  Seen. 

Change. 

Clocks  were  striking  midnight  as  I  entered  Lincoln's  Inn- 
fiehls  from  the  north-west.  A  great  old  house  with  long 
quiet  windows  stands  at  that  corner.  Around  it  red  lamps 
were  gleaming,  and  thirty  men  were  taking  up  the  pave- 
ment. Beyond,  in  the  square,  some  huge  drums  of 
telephone  wires  stood  rea<ly  to  be  uncoUed.  The  clicking 
and  dinting  of  the  picks  were  like  a  theme  in  music. 
Tlion  it  slipped  into  my  mind  that  the  house  with  the 
long  quiet  windows  had  been  the  home  of  Henry  Pelham, 
Duke  of  Newcastle,  the  most  ignorant  of  Prime  Ministers. 
Time  seemed  a  dream,  and  I  thought — the  Duke  is  tossing 
in  his  sleep.  Yet  time  seemed  real,  for  a  man  was  rolling 
forward  one  of  the  drums.  And  I  turned  away  remember- 
ing his  Grace's  petulant  words  to  Lord  Chesterfield :  "I 
love  not  new-fangled  things." 
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Eyes  Prepared. 
"  The  death  of  Kirsty  left  me  lonely.     Indeed,  yes  ;   but 
there's  comfort  too  in  the  way  that  she  died.     I'll  just  tell 
you. 

It  wasn't  a  day  like  this  at  all ;  it  was  in  the  fair  heart 
of  summer,  and  I  was  lying  for  a  minute  after  dinner  in 
the  shadow  of  the  peat-stack  wi'  my  pipe.  Man,  so  hot  it 
was  you  could  see  the  heat  jumpin'  in  the  air.  The  rocks 
was  grey  and  drylike,  and  never  a  bum  on  the  hillsides 
anywhere.     It's  no'  what  we  were  used  to  in  those  parts. 

I  was  seeing  that  the  terrible  weather  was  not  very  good 
for  Kirsty.  She  was  thin  about  the  face  and  sort  of 
shaky-like  for  days  wi-  it. 

Now,  just  as  I  was  lying  there  at  the  peat-stack  that 
day,  she  came  out  to  the  well  for  water  for  the  dinner 
dishes,  an'  when  she  got  the  pails  fiUed  she  turned  for  the 
house.     But  in  a  minute  she  fell,  and  I  was  at  her. 

She  never  said  one  word  at  all,  at  all.  And  her  eyes 
were  bonnier  then  than  in  the  days  of  our  courtin'.  She 
looked  at  me,  sort  of  half-pleased  like,  and  then  she  looked 
straight  into  the  sun  without  one  blink  o'  her  eyes,  just  a 
straight,  glad,  kind  look,  and  next  minute  the  change 
came.  .  .  . 

I  was  wondering,  and  I  tried  to  look  at  the  sun  myself, 
but  I  couldn't,  and  I  sort  of  knew  that  Kirsty's  eyes  had 
been  prepared  for  the  awful  Light  above  and  the  glory 
everlasting; 

Ay,  it's  good  to  think  of  that." 
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Sport. 

The  rakish  trap  stopped  at  the  roadside  inn,  where  the 
Eural  Dean  and  I  were  idling.  The  four  slim  men  in 
riding  breeches  and  gaiters  alighted  gaily  and  passed, 
laughing,  into  the  bar  parlour.  Six  small  fox  terriers 
jumped  from  hidden  parts  of  the  trap  and  sprawled  on  the 
dusty  road.  They  were  bitten  and  scarred,  and  blood  was 
on  their  limbs.  The  face  of  a  seventh  peered  from  behind 
the  front  seat — a  cobby  fox  terrier — too  iU,  too  disconsolate 
to  join  his  companions.  Part  of  his  lower  jaw  had  been 
torn  away. 

The  four  young  men  emerged  from  the  bar  parlour, 
wiping  their  clean-shaven,  heavy  chins. 

"  Like  to  see  the  badger,  sir?"  said  the  j oiliest  of  the 
four,  giving  his  leggings  a  patronising  flick  with  his  whip. 

The  Eural  Dean  nodded.  Whereupon  the  four  lifted 
a  sack  from  the  trap,  and  eight  hands  opened  wide  the 
mouth. 

The  old  grey  beast,  as  big  as  a  baby  bear,  looked  up 
sulkily  for  a  moment,  showing  the  black  stripe  upon  its 
snout,  but  there  was  no  fight  left  in  him.  The  snout  fell, 
and  the  dim  eyes  blinked  with  pain  and  weariness. 

"  We've  had  a  grand  momin',"  said  the  driver. 

"Do — do — you  kill  him?"  asked  the  Eural  Dean, 
touching  the  sack. 

The  four  young  men  smiled  feebly.  "I  daresay  he'll 
get  killed  in  the  end,"  laughed  the  jolliest,  cracking  his 
whip.     And  the  trap  rolled  away  in  an  eddy  of  dust. 


By  Paul  Bourget. 

WnEN  I  submitted  to  the  editor  of  the  Boulevard — the 
most  literary  of  all  the  big  Parisian  newspapers— tho 
project  of  my  "  Inquiry  on  the  Age  of  Love,"  he  seemed 
astonished  that  such  a  "  journalistic  "  (that  was  his  word) 
idea  could  have  sprung  unaided  from  the  brains  of  his 
youngest  contributor.  I  had  been  working  on  his  paper  for 
a  fortnight,  and  it  was  my  first  trial. 

"  Develop  your  scheme,  my  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  with 
an  air  rather  less  insolent  than  usual.  When  he  had 
listened  for  a  few  minutes,  he  went  on  :  "  That's  good. 
You  are  going  to  ask  all  those  ladies  and  gentlemen  at 
what  age  we  love  best,  first  point ;  at  what  age  are  we 
best  loved,  second  point.  That's  your  idea,  eh?  And, 
now,  whom  are  you  going  to  interview,  to  begin  with  ?  " 

"  I  have  made  a  list,"  I  replied,  and  drew  a  sheet  of 
paper  from  my  pocket.  I  had  scrawled  down  the  names  of 
the  "personalities"  I  proposed  to  interrogate  upon  this 
palpitating  problem,  and  I  began  to  read  out  my  list.  It 
consisted  of  a  general,  two  ex-ministers,  a  Dominican,  four 
actresses  (two  of  them  belonging  to  the  music-hall),  and 
four  actors  (one  of  them  decorated),  two  financiers,  two 
barristers,  a  surgeon,  a  law-physician,  and  a  crowd  of 
literary  celebrities.  Sometimes  my  interlocutor  approved 
with  a  nod ;  sometimes  he  said  shortly,  affecting  the 
American  manner :  "Bad,  scratch  out!"  until  I  reached 
the  name  I  had  reserved  for  the  last,  that  of  Pierre 
Pauchery,  the  famous  novelist. 

"  Scratch  out  also,"  he  cried, 
with  us." 

"  Still,"   I   insinuated,    "  if 
opinion  would  interest  your  readers,  above  all  the  women 
— I  even  thought  of  beginning  with  him.' 

"  Mighty  powers  !  "  interrupted  the  editor,  "  but 
Fauchery,  on  principle,  never  receives  a  reporter.  It  isn't 
one,  but  ten  I've  sent  him,  and  he  shut  his  door  against 
them  aU.  The  Bouhvard  doesn't  like  to  be  scouted,  and 
we  have  pitched  into  him  two  or  three  times.     So 

"No  matter,"  I  said,  "I'll  have  my  interview  withi 
Fauchery  all  the  same,  and  for  the  Bouhvard.  I  give  yoU' 
my  word.     I  have  a  sure  means  - 

"If  you  succeed,"  my  man  replied,  "you'll  have  a 
couple  of  guineas  extra.  The  fact  is,  the  fellow  annoys 
me  with  his  contempt  for  advertisement.  He  must  taste 
it  like  the  rest.  But,"  he  added,  shrugging  his  powerful 
shoulders,  "  you  won't  succeed.  Let  me  hear  your  sure 
means ! " 

"  AUow  me  to  divulge  them  afterwards.  In  forty^i 
eight  hours  you  will  see  whether  I  have  succeeded  O) 
not." 

"Off   with  you,  then." 

Decidedly  I   had   gone   ahead   as   a  journalist  in  mf^ 
single  fortnight's  apprenticeship,  since  I  let   that   felloe 
Pascal,  the  abominable  Chief  on  whom  I  depended,  beliti" 
so  the   writer  I   admired  most  among  the  living.    Bu 
since  that  week,  not  yet  far  off,  when,  tired  of  not  havii 
enough  to  eat,  I  decided  to  force  my  place  in  the  Paris 
scuffle,   I   had  made    such   an    effort  to   free   myself  c| 


' '  Fauchery  has  quarrelled 
there    is   anybody   whose 
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tny  old  self,  as  tho  lizards  shed  thoir  old  skins,  that  I 
had  nearly  succeeded.  I  knew  well  enough,  having  the 
proof  in  a  drawer  full  of  poems,  plays,  and  unfinished 
novels  that  there  existed  once — a  once  of  yesterday 
only — a  cortain  Jules  Labarthe,  who  had  come  up  to 
I'aris  from  the  country  to  bo  a  great  man.  That  person 
who  believed  in  Letters — with  a  capital, — in  the  Ideal — 
also  a  capital, — in  Glory — third  capital — was  dead  and 
buried.  Would  he,  one  day  when  his  position  was  made, 
start  again  at  writing  for  tho  love  of  art  ?  It  was  possible, 
but,  for  the  moment,  I  only  knew,  I  only  recognised,  the 
energetic  and  enlightened  Labarthe,  who  had  become  a 
pressman  with  the  idea  of  belonging  to  his  time  before 
everything  else,  and  of  gaining  as  quickly  as  possible 
twelve  hundred  a  year.  What  did  it  matter  to  this 
second  individual  if  the  bestial  Pascal  boasted  of  having 
"  pitched  into  "  the  most  delicate  and  powerful  of  Balzac's 
heirs,  the  less  so  as  I  myself,  the  new-fashioned  Labarthe, 
was  arranging  a  plan  not  a  whit  more  delicate  than  the 
proceedings  of  my  editor  ?  I  had,  indeed,  a  sure  means 
of  bringing  about  the  interview,  and  this  was  it.  In  the 
days  of  my  simplicity  I  had  sent  Pierre  Fauchery  verses 
and  stories.  It  was  the  failure  of  these  very  verses 
and  tales  with  four  publishers  that  had  decided  me  to 
turn  journalist,  with  the  help  of  an  obliging  comrade. 
The  great  writer  had  replied  to  me.  I  sent  him  another 
letter,  and  this  he  also  answered,  inviting  me  to  come 
and  see  him.  I  went.  I  did  not  find  him.  I  returned. 
StUl  I  did  not  meet  him.  Then  a  kind  of  shame  pre. 
vented  me  from  returning  to  the  charge.  And  so  I  had 
never  seen  him.  He  only  knew  the  young  Eliacin  of 
the  two  letters.  On  this  I  hoped  to  gain  the  meeting  he 
would  certainly  have  refused  the  journalist.  My  plan 
was  quite  simple :  to  present  myself  at  his  house,  be 
received,  hide  my  actual  position,  talk  to  him  of  a  vag^ue 
subject  of  a  novel  in  which  there  would  be  the  question 
of  "  the  age  of  love,"  make  him  talk— and  then  when  he 

would  find  his  conversation  printed .  Here  I  felt  a  prick 

of  remorse.  But  I  smothered  it  with  the  terrible  phrase, 
Struggle  for  life — and  also  by  the  remembrance  of  innumer- 
able examples  collected  in  the  corporation  to  which  I 
henceforth  had  the  honour  to  belong. 

The  very  day  after  my  most  literary  chat  with  my 
honourable  chief,  I  rang  at  the  door  of  the  small  house 
Pierre  Fauchery  inhabited,  in  Desbordes-Valmore-street, 
in  a  retired  comer  of  Passy.  Having  taken  up  my  pen  to 
tell  a  simple  tale,  in  all  its  truth — I  do  not  see  why  I 
should  suppress  the  ugly  feeling  of  pleasure  that,  as  the 
bell  rang,  tickled  my  heart  to  think  that  I  was  going  to  play 
such  a  fine  trick  on  the  host  of  this  peaceful  shelter.  We 
do  not  accept  renouncements  such  as  that  I  had  decided 
upon  without  a  hidden  feeling  of  envy  of  those  who  have 
triumphed  in  the  dolorous  literary  struggle.  The  servant, 
visibly  in  a  bad  humour,  replied  that  M.  Fauchery  was  not 
in  Paris.  I  insisted  on  knowing  when  he  would  return. 
The  servant  did  not  know.  Can't  I  have  his  address  ?  This 
also  tho  servant  did  not  know.  Poor  celebrated  man,  who 
believed  he  was  thus  securing  the  ignorance  of  his  where- 
abouts. Half  an  hour  later  I  knew  that  he  was  staying 
for  the  moment  at  the  Castle  of  Proby,  near  Nemours — ^I 
uly  had  the  trouble  of  inquiring  at  his  publisher's — and 


two  hours  later  I  took  a  ticket  at  tho  Lyons  station  for  the 
little  town  whore  Balzac  has  placed  his  delicious  Urmlt 
Miroutt.  I  took  a  portmanteau  with  my  night  things.  In 
case  I  missed  the  master  that  afternoon,  I  was  re8olTe<l  not 
to  miss  him  next  morning,  and  exactly  seven  hours  after 
tho  servant,  faithful  to  his  orders,  had  declared  that  he  did 
not  know  where  the  novelist  was,  I  had  sent  in  my  card  to 
the  latter  in  the  castle-hall.  I  had  taken  care  to  write 
underneath  a  reminder  of  our  correspondence  a  year  ago ; 
and  tliis  time  I  was  introduced,  after  a  delay  of  ten  minutes 
in  the  hall,  during  which  I  noted,  with  singular  curiosity 
and  malice,  two  young  women,  extremely  elegant  and 
pretty,  going  out  for  a  walk.  "  Perfect,"  I  said  to  myself. 
"  Here  is  the  secret  of  this  exile.  The  interview  promises 
well." 

The  novelist  was  in  a  little  private  sitting-room, 
whose  window  looked  upon  the  park,  then  yellowed 
by  the  early  autumn.  A  wood-fire  burnt  in  the  chimney- 
piece,  gaily  lighting  the  walls  covered  with  a  pink 
cretonne,  against  which  were  hung  a  few  coloured  sporting 
English  engravings.  This  was,  indeed,  the  very  environ- 
ment of  those  fashionable  habits  so  often  charged  against 
Fauchery  in  the  press.  But  the  books  and  papers  piled 
upon  the  table  testified  that  the  transient  guest  of  this 
coquettish  retreat  remained  a  solid  workman  of  letters; 
and  this  constant  labour  was  further  testified  by  a  physi- 
ognomy that,  I  confess,  shot  a  slight  remorse  through 
me  for  the  trick  I  was  indulging  in  at  that  moment. 
Ah  !  if  I  had  found  the  snobbish  and  pretentious  Fauchery 
that  the  paragraphs  referred  to  sneered  at  weekly,  it  would 
have  delighted  me  to  outwit  his  diplomacy.  But  no !  I 
perceived,  laying  down  his  pen  to  receive  me,  a  man, 
nearly  fifty-seven,  with  visage  lined  by  reflection,  eyee 
weary  with  vigils,  the  brow  weighted  with  thought,  who 
said,  pointing  to  an  arm-chair : 

"  Excuse  me,  my  dear  colleague,  for  having  kept  you 
waiting."  I  his  dear  colleague !  Ah,  if  he  only  knew  ! 
"You  see" — and  he  showed  me  a  sheet  not  yet  dry — 
"the  slave  of  copy  can  never  slip  the  noose.  Only,  at  my 
age  it  is  not  so  easy  as  at  yours,  and  now,  let  us  talk  of 
yourself.  What  brings  you  to  Nemours  ?  What  have 
you  done  since  you  were  kind  enough  to  send  me  those 
verses  and  that  tale  ?  " 

It  is  all  very  well  to  have  strangled  once  for  ever  one's 
kleals  of  youth — when  one  has  loved  literature  as  I  loved 
it  at  twenty,  one  cannot  be  consoled  at  twenty-six  for  the 
sacrifice  of  that  bright  love,  even  to  implacable  destiny. 
So  Pierro  Fauchery  remembered  my  poor  verses!  He 
had  really  read  my  poor  tale !  The  allusion  he  made  to 
them  was  a  conclusive  proof.  Could  I  tell  him  at  that 
moment  that  since  the  composition  of  those  first  works  I 
had  despaired  of  myself,  and  that  I  had  changed  my  gun 
to  the  other  shoulder?  The  image  of  the  Boultrard 
started  suddenly  before  my  mind.  I  heard  the  editor's 
voice,  "  Interview  Fauchery  ?  Get  away  with  you  I  You'll 
never  succeed  "  ;  and  I  replied,  faithful  to  the  part  I  had 
elected  to  play : 

"  I  have  retired  to  Nemours  to  work  out  a  big  novel 
which  is  called  The  Age  of  Love,  and  it  is  rather  on  this 
matter  that  I  wished  to  consult  you,  dear  master." 

It  seemed  to  me  -  but  may  it  not  be  an  illusion  ? — that 
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the  statement  of  the  imaginary  title  of  my  novel  brought 
at  once  to  the  eyes  and  upon  the  lips  of  Fauchery  a  smile 
and  a  drifting  shadow.  I  recalled  the  picture  of  the  two 
young  women  I  met  a  moment  ago  in  the  hall.  Was  the 
creator  of  so  many  masterpieces  of  analysis  of  love-making 
living  a  new  book  before  writing  it  ?  I  had  not  the  time 
to  reply  to  those  questions,  for,  reaching  out  towards  an 
onyx  cup,  in  which  a  few  Russian  cigarettes  made  a  yellow 
stain,  he  offered  me  one,  lit  one  himself,  and  then  began 
to  question  me  and  to  answer  in  turn.  I  listened  to  him 
thinking  aloud,  and  I  had  completely  forgotten  my 
Machiavellian  arrangement,  such  was  my  sudden  feeling 
of  secret  enjoyment  of  this  communion  with  a  mind  I 
had  passionately  loved  in  his  works.  It  was  the  first  of 
our  great  writers  of  the  day  whom  I  thus  approached  in 
a  kind  of  intimacy.  And  while  we  talked  I  remarked  the 
curious  identity  of  his  spoken  and  written  word.  I 
admired  the  charming  simplicity  with  which  he  gave 
himself  up  to  the  pleasure  of  the  imagination,  and  before 
a  casual  acquaintance,  his  surplus  of  intelligence,  his 
vivacity  of  impression,  his  total  absence  of  affectation  or 
conceit. 

"There  is  no  age  for  loving,"  was  the  substance  of 
what  he  said,  "  because  the  man  capable  of  loving — in  the 
complex  and  modern  sense  of  ideal  exaltation — never 
ceases  to  love.  I  wiU  go  further :  he  never  ceases  to 
love  the  same  creature.  You  know  the  experiences  that  a 
contemporary  physiologist  tried  on  a  series  of  portraits 
to  determine  in  what  those  indefinable  resemblances  that 
we  call  family  likenesses  consist  ?  He  takes  the  photo- 
graphs of  twenty  persons  of  the  same  blood,  then  he 
photographs  these  photograjihs  again  on  the  same  plate, 
superposing  them.  Thus  he  discovers  the  common 
features  which,  separated  from  the  rest,  determine  the  type. 
Very  well,  I  am  persuaded  that  if  we  could  attempt  a 
like  experience — photograph,  in  superposing  them,  the 
different  portraits  of  women  that  the  same  man  has  loved, 
or  imagined  he  has  loved,  during  his  life,  we  should 
discover  that  all  those  women  resembled  each  other.  The 
least  constant  have  cherished  but  one  face  through  five, 
six,  twenty  faces.  They  have  pursued  but  one  being 
through  several  beings.  The  thing  is  to  know  at  what 
age  they  meet  the  woman  likest  to  her  whose  model  they 
carry  in  themselves.  That  age  wiU  be  for  them  the  age 
of  love. 

"The  age  of  being  loved  ?  "  he  went  on  ;  "  the  deepest 
passion  I  have  ever  seen  a  man  inspire  —  it  was  one 
of  my  masters,  a  poet,  who  was  the  object,  and  he  was 
then  sixty.  True,  he  was  as  straight  as  a  youth,  he  went 
about  with  as  sprightly  a  step  as  yours,  he  talked  like 
Eivarol,  he  wrote  verses  as  fine  as  Alfred  de  Vigny's, 
and,  with  that,  having  at  a  stroke  lost  wife  and  children 
he  was  wretchedly  poor,  solitary,  and  unhapi^y.  Y(5U 
remember  what  Shakesijeare's  Moor  says : 

'  She  loved  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  passed, 
And  I  loved  her  that  she  did  pity  them.' 

And  so  this  great  artist  inspired  such  a  passionate 
devotion  in  a  young,  beautiful,  and  wealthy  Russian, 
an  aristocrat,  that  she  has  not  married  because  of 
him;    that  she  foimd  the  means  of  nursing  him   in  his 


last  illness  day  and  night,  in  spite  of  her  family ;  and  ■ 
that,  at  this  very  hour,  having  bought  back  from  his  heirs 
every  object  that  had  belonged  to  the  poet,  she  has 
preserved  the  rooms  he  lived  in  just  as  they  were  on 
luB  last  day.  That  was  fifteen  yewrs  ago !  You  see 
she  also  had  met  in  this  man  three  times  her  own 
age  the  being  identical  with  a  certain  image  that 
she  carried  in  her  heart.  Then  there  are  Goethe,  and 
Ulrica  of  Lewetzow,  and  Lamartine,  and  many 
others.  But,  in  order  to  paint  such  high  sentiments  as 
these,"  he  added,  "you  should  renounce  the  petty  pro- 
ceedings of  insignificant  observation,  which  is  the  defect 
of  writers  to-day.  If  you  would  have  a  lover  over  sixty, 
neither  ridiculous  nor  odious,  you  should  apply  to  him 
what  old  Comeille  said  so  proudly  of  himself  in  his 
stanzas  to  the  Marchioness  : 

Cependant,  j'ai  quelques  charmes 

Qui  sent  assez  eclatants 
Pour  n'avoir  pas  trop  d'alarmes 

De  ces  ravages  du  temps. 

To  analyse  superior  emotions,  have  the  courage  to  create 
true  and  superior  personages.  All  the  art  of  the  analytical 
novel  lies  there." 

While  speaking  thus,  the  Master  flashed  at  me  such  a 
ray  of  intellectual  certitude,  he  appeared  himself  so  like 
those  superior  personages  whose  portraits  he  invited  me 
to  paint,  that  I  had  no  thought  of  noting  the  pretentious- 
ness of  this  theory  of  a  quasi-sexagenarian ;  that  a  man 
may  be  loved  at  any  age !  The  contrast  between  the 
world  of  ideas  in  which  the  celebrated  artist  moved  and 
the  atmosphere  of  the  literary  work-shop  where  for  the  past 
few  months  I  had  smothered  was  too  great.  Everything 
about  this  man,  still  vigorous  in  talent  after  thirty 
volumes,  realised  my  first  dreams  of  youth.  His  ageing 
mask  was  a  living  illustration  of  the  beautiful  device : 
"Since  we  must  use  ourselves,  let  us  use  ourselves 
nobly."  His  leanness  spoke  of  the  austerity  of  his  long 
labours ;  his  firm  lips  announced  the  decision  of  hia 
character ;  his  forehead,  lined  with  deep  folds,  had  the 
whiteness  of  the  paper  he  was  bent  over,  and  yet  the 
finish  of  his  well-cared  hands,  the  sober  elegance  of  his 
dress,  an  air  of  native  aristocracy,  revealed  that  these  fine 
professional  virtues  had  been  preserved  athwart  a  life  of 
frivolous  temptations.  These  temptations  had  not  troubled 
the  spiritual  ethics  of  the  worker  any  more  than  academic 
honours,  monetary  success,  and  innumerable  editions.  L 
And  with  all  that,  the  great  man  was  most  go  jd-natured,  " 
for,  having  chatted  with  me  quite  a  time,  he  ended  by 
saying :  "  Since  you  are  at  Nemours,  I  hope  to  see  you 
often  again,  and  to-day  I  will  not  let  you  go  away  without 
making  you  acquainted  with  my  host." 

What  could  I  reply  ?  And  this  was  how  a  simple 
reporter  of  the  Boulevard  found  himself,  as  five  o'clock 
rang,  installed  at  a  tea-table  in  the  drawing-room  of  a 
castle,  where,  for  certain,  no  other  journalist  had  evar 
planted  his  foot,  introduced,  as  a  young  poet  and  novelist 
with  a  future,  to  the  old  Marchioness  of  Proby. 

(To  he  concluded  next  week.  J 
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Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

Tiif;  true  inwardness  of  tlie  assignment  of  the  Gladstone 
biography  to  Mr.  Morley  may  bo  worth  a  note  in  passing. 
Thore  were   only  two  really  eligible  candidates  for  the 
lucrative  post  of  biographer — Mr.  Morley  and  Mr.  George 
Eussell.    The  religious  difficulty  here,  as  elsewhere,  do- 
minatod.   To  aslt  Mr.  Morley  to  write  the  life  of  a  man  who 
was  nothing   if   not   a   Christiim  was,  said   some  of  the 
Gladstone  family,  like  asking  Mr.  Kensit  to  be  tho  bio- 
grapher of  Leo  XIII.     They,   therefore,  were   for  Mr. 
Kussell.     But  Mr.  Eussoll's  tendency  to  treat  Mr.  Glad- 
stone the  High  Churchman  first,  and  Mr.  Gladstone  the 
politician  afterwards,  did  not  commend  itself  to  others  of 
the  inner  circle.     After  all,  they  said,  Mr.  Gladstone  was 
to  the  public  a  politician  first  of  all,  and  to  that  public, 
in  particular,  which  cannot  distinguish  between  Puseyism 
and  Popery.    The  intervention  of  the  publishers  came 
just  in  time.     Their  strong  preference  for  Mr.  Morley, 
their  own  man,  settled  the  matter.     With  the  single  ex- 
ception of  tho  Tennyson  Memoir,  the  Life  of  Gladstone 
is  thought  likely  to  prove  tlie  most   remunerative  book 
of  biograpliy  published  within  the  last  ten  or  twelve  years. 


Chief  CoramiMsionor,  the  Queen,  it  \m  utisfootory  to  hear, 
remained  "  perfectly  cool,"  and  the  train  itself  "  left  at 
tlie  appointe<l  time."  The  gallant  young  reporter,  with 
dreams  of  Ilaloigh  in  his  head,  is  treated  meanwhile  as  a 
madman.  The  fact  is,  that  tho  young  Queen's  prottiness 
and  niceness  have  fermented  tho  loyalty  of  half  the  un- 
married male  popuhition  into  a  sort  of  love-fever.  Various 
English  visitors  to  the  Hague  and  to  Amsterdam  have  >)een 
afloctod,  and  one  such  carries  about  with  him  wherever 
he  goes  in  Ix)ndon  some  twelve  photographs  of  the  young 
Queen.  Many  people  professed  a  similar  devotion  to  Queen 
Victoria  in  the  earlier  years  of  her  reign,  Dickens  giving 
burlesque  expression  to  it  in  two  different  letters  to  friends. 

Queen  WiLireLMiNA,  in  sitting  to  Franz  Jjenbach,  gives 
that  great  portrait-painter  a  renewed  interest  in  his  art, 
as  to  which  at  times  he  gets  into  bad  spirits.  He  has  not 
the  usual  sanguine  temperament  of  the  man  of  weak 
lungs ;  but  there  are  circumstances  of  his  domestic  life — 
his  separation  from  his  beautiful  wife  is  one  of  them — 
which  have  persuadetl  him  into  pessimism. 


So  many  modem  poets,  from  the  mystic  Patmore  to  the 
realist  Kipling,  have  sung  the  praise  of  battle  that  there 
is  nothing  incongruous  in  the  presence  of  Mr.  George 
Wyndham  at  the  War  Office.  The  new  Under-Secretary, 
it  should  be  remembered,  was  once  in  the  army,  though 
fighting  was  never  the  subject  of  his  song.  He  left  the 
Bong  of  the  sword  to  his  friend,  Mr,  Henley,  and  he 
himself  made  numbers  on  "  A  Walking  Skirt "  : 

The  band  of  it  a  circle,  supple  as  'tis  round, 
The  hem  another  circle,  a  foot  above  the  ground : 
Below  the  hem  her  ankles,  her  waist  within  the  baud 
As  she  trips  it,  are  tho  trimiuest  and  slimmest  in  the  laud. 
Abovo  the  daiuty  waistbaud,  when  she  takes  a  walk, 
Her  face  above  her  body  Hoats,  a  flower  on  its  stalk ; 
Beneath  the  hem  a-swiuging,  as  she  sways  along  so  sweet, 
The  eyes  of  men  are  tangled  in  the  twinkle  of  her  feet. 

Mr.  Wyndham  will  have  wonderful  details  to  settle  as  to 
the  accoutrements  of  tho  army,  all  of  which  are  covered 
and  lined  with  red  tape.  Meanwhile  his  views,  now  that 
he  is  a  military  milliner,  may  perhaps  carry  the  more  weight 
with  women,  who,  at  the  beginning  of  the  mud  months, 
may  be  glad  to  have  his  high  authority  for  the  short 
skirt,  "a  foot  above  the  ground." 


IB  "Peteu  in  Metre" — Pope  Leo  XIII.  has  written  an 
■'  ode— in  Latin,  of  course — on  the  late  Empress  Elizabeth 
of  Austria.  When  a  copy  of  it,  made  upon  parchment 
and  sealed  with  the  Papal  arms,  has  been  presented  to  the 
Emperor  by  the  Nuncio  at  Vienna,  it  will,  no  doubt,  be 
published  ;  and  Mr.  Andrew  Lang  may  be  tempted  to  try 
his  hand,  as  he  tried  it  very  successfully  once  before,  at  a 
translation  of  the  Leonine  numbers. 


The  days  of  chivalry  are  gone  indeed  when  a  reporter  is 
"  taken  up  "  on  a  railway  platform  for  offering  his  arm  to 
the  Queen  of  the  Netherlands.  Though  he  was  immediately 
"  seized   and   arrested "   by  two  policemen,    including  a 


Mdli.e.  Lucie  Fauhb  (^"Lucifer"  is  a  nickname  that 
has  been  ungallantly  given  her)  is  engaged  upon  the 
memoirs  of  her  father,  the  President  of  the  French 
Eepublic. 

SiE  WiLUAM  Eraser  has  made  large  and  many  interest- 
ing bequests.     Thore  is  that  mysteriously  described  "  col- 
lection of  costumes  in  a  volume  bound  and  half-bound  in 
green  morocco,  to  her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess  of  Wales 
during  her  life  and  after  her  death  to  the  successive  Prin- 
cesses   of    Wales."     There  is  Thackerary's  chair  for  the 
Travellers'  Club,   Dickens's   for  the   Athenneum,  Byron's 
sofa  for  the  Garrick  (one  wonders  rather  at  the  motives 
of   the  distribution,  for    Thackeray   and    Dickens    were 
members  of  the   Garrick),    and  Nelson's    sword    to  the 
United  Service,  conditionally  on  its  being  hung  under  the 
portrait.      Sir  William  had  a  passion   for  conditions,   it 
seems,  for  the  MS  of  Gray's  £legi/  goes  to  Eton  with  the 
veto  on  its    ever   being   produced  in  facsimile.      There 
are  tho  boxes,  too,  stamped  with  the   name  of  "  James 
Lowther,  M.P.,"  which  go  to  that  congenial  friend  filled 
with  papers  which  he  may  bum,  or  bruit  abroad,  or  even 
facsimile,  according  to  his  taste.    There  is  the  half-million 
of  money,  and  much  beside. 

But  there  is  one  thing  which  Sir  William  might  have 
left  tho  public  at  large,  for  which  it  would  have  been  in- 
finitely obliged,  and  that  was  a  vastly  more  intelligent  piece 
of  character-drawing  in  BmatU  and  his  Day.  Sir  William 
loved  his  Dizzy  much,  it  is  true,  but  he  pitied  him  more 
("  If  I  were  to  endeavour  to  siun  up  the  ultimate  feeling 
with  which  he  inspired  me,  it  would  bo  represented  by  the 
word  Pity"),  and  therefore,  inevitably,  he  patronised  him. 
Now,  that  makes  one  pity  Sir  William,  who,  however,  was 
very  proud  of  his  book ;  and  his  executors  have  orders  to 
republish  it,  when  the  copyright  is  (mt,  "  in  the  same  style 
as  to  binding,  printing,  outside  tooling,  paper,  and  paging 
as  the  specimen  copy  deposited  with  tho  Bank  of  England  " 
— which,  if  Sir  William  is  to  set  the  fashion,  will  soon 
become  a  sort  of  supplementary  British  Museum.    Yet  Sir 
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William  has  this  all  in  his  favour :  he  was  one  of  the  men 
not  too  duU  to  appreciate  Disraeli  as  a  talker.  "  His 
talk,"  saj'S  the  Scottish  baronet — and  you  know  what  a 
Scottish  baronet  generally  is — "  was  exhilaration  for  the 
day." 


Me.  F.  C.  Bubnanu,  when  somebody  once  wrote  to  him 
threatening  vengeance  on  one  of  his  contributors,  mag- 
nanimously replied  :  "Do  not  think  that  by  horsewhipping 
A.  B.  you  can  intimidate  Me."  No  doubt,  calm  in  his 
good  conscience  and  in  his  editorial  sanctum  under  a 
diiferent  roof,  he  views  with  unconcern  the  smashed  window 
of  the  publishing  office  of  Punch.  Yet  I  think  there  is  a 
general  opinion  that  Punch,  which  is  almost  a  national 
institution,  has  large  responsibilities.  The  French,  being 
an  artistic  people,  feel  affronts  from  Fleet-street  almost 
more  than  from  Downing-street.  They  have  not  the 
British  superstition  about  statesmen,  those  first-rate  people 
of  only  an  inferior  class,  whom  we  know  at  any  dinner 
table  by  their  dulness.  It  is  a  compliment  to  Fleet-street 
that  France  reaUy  cares  for  its  opinion,  and  it  is  a  compli- 
ment which  Fleet-street  should  do  its  best  to  return. 


The  young  Duchess  of  Sutherland  bears  no  malice, 
and  is  as  free  as  mortal  may  be  from  the  immoral  satis- 
faction we  are  all  tempted  to  feel  in  the  misfortunes  of 
others.  Even  so,  since  jewels  are  so  particularly  dear  to 
the  heart  of  woman,  she  may  be  forgiven  if  on  the  occasion 
of  a  recent  robbery  she  gave  half  a  smile. 


Drama. 

"  Brother  Officers." 

For  the  time  being,  the  stage  is  divided  in  its  allegiance  to 
the  romantic  costume  play,  represented  by  a  wonderful 
recrudescence  of  Dumas,  and  the  satirical  social  drama, 
which  has  Mr.  Henry  Arthur  Jones  for  its  chief  exponent. 
The  simple  love  story  is  in  abeyance,  and  with  it  that  no 
less  wholesome  and  primitive  class  of  piece  in  which  evil 
is  introduced  only  for  the  purpose  of  throwing  the  good 
into  relief.  That  we  have  here  to  deal  with  a  mere  fashion 
of  the  time  is  proved  by  the  favour  shown  to  Mr.  Leo 
Trevor's  play  at  the  Garrick  Theatre.  "Brother  Officers," 
which  strikes  the  note  of  goodness  and  self-sacrifice,  is  a 
play  written  out  of  its  period,  but  it  is  none  the  less 
welcome  for  that ;  and  it  is  interesting  to  note  how  eagerly 
the  public  turn  to  a  class  of  performance  which  leaves  no 
ill-taste  upon  the  palate.  "With  one  solitary  exception,  Mr. 
Trevor's  characters  vie  with  each  other  in  moral  worth,  in 
true  nobility,  whether  innate  or  acquired,  and  the  result  by 
comparison  with  the  turpitudes  of  the  problem  play  is 
charming.  Evidently  the  public  retain  a  corner  in  their 
hearts  for  the  drama  which  shows  human  nature  at  its  best. 
"Brother  Officers"  is  the  history  of  a  "ranker,"  one 
Sergeant  Hinds,  V.O.,  who  wins  his  commission  in  a  crack 
regiment,  and  finds  himself  transported  from  the  barrack- 
room  and  the  canteen  to  the  officers'  mess.  Here  he 
feels  his  lack  of  culture  sadly.  Gentlemen  by  birth  one 
and  all,  and  one  or  two  of  them  titled,  the  officers  might 
fairly  cold-shoulder  their  new  colleague  on  account  of  his 
lack  of  good  manners  (which  leads  him  to  ask  a  lady  of 


title  on  her  visit  to  the  officers'  quarters  to  "  have  a 
drink").  But  this  is  not  the  author's  line.  They  are  one 
and  all  as  good  as  gold,  true  gentlemen  every  one  of  them, 
who  fully  perceive  their  colleague's  manly  and  soldierly 
■qualities  under  his  rough  exterior,  and  entertain  for  him  a 
genuine  respect.  The  fact  is,  that  John  Hinds  is  himself  a 
gentleman  without  knowing  it,  and  that  it  is  the  author's 
purpose  to  show  the  lack  of  manners  notwithstanding, 
though,  unfortunately,  he  supports  his  thesis  by  one  of  the 
cheapest  and  commonest  devices  of  melodrama. 

One  regrets  that  Eobertson  did  not  boldly  address 
himself  to  the  subject  of  the  two  nobilities,  which  has 
recently  been  dealt  with  on  other  lines  by  M.  Lavedan,  in 
"  Les  Deux  Noblesses."  He  has  touched  upon  it  only 
indirectly.  One  is  none  the  less  grateful  to  Mr.  Trevor, 
however,  for  choosing  this  fertile  and  wholesome  theme. 
Necessarily  he  treats  it  a  little  amateurishly.  The  note  of 
vulgarity  is,  in  the  first  instance,  imduly  forced,  the 
"  ranker  "  who  can  win  a  commission  having  sense  enough, 
as  a  rule,  to  avow  the  solecisms  of  which  Lieut.  Hinds,  in 
the  person  of  Mr.  Arthur  Bourchier,  is  guilty.  Nor  does 
the  author  always  seem  clear  and  definite  in  his  object.  He 
lays  himself  open  to  the  charge  of  being  what  the  French 
call  esprit  fumeiix.  But  this  is  obviously  the  result  of  in- 
experience, and  on  the  same  ground  one  excuses  the 
author's  resort  to  a  clap-trap  device  for  enabling  the 
"  ranker"  to  do  one  of  his  aristocratic  comrades  a  signally 
good  turn.  In  India  he  had  saved  from  a  tiger  his  young 
friend,  who  (unlike  M.  Perrichon)  is  eternally  grateful  for 
the  service ;  in  the  piece  he  saves  him  from  the  no  less 
deadly  clutches  of  a  card-sharper.  This  detrimental  person 
had  cheated  the  young  officer  out  of  a  sum  of  money  too 
large  for  him  to  pay,  and  ruin  and  disgrace  are  staring  the 
latter  in  the  face,  when  the  faithful  Hinds,  drawing  upon 
his  youthful  souvenirs  as  the  son  of  a  bookmaker,  remem- 
bers the  sharper  as  a  swindler  wanted  by  the  police,  and 
compels  him,  under  threat  of  exposure,  to  give  up  his 
I.O.U.'s  and  clear  out.  It  is  a  trick  as  old  as  the  hills 
and  too  coarse  for  the  delicate  story  of  character  which 
Mr.  Trevor  sets  himself  to  tell.  But  the  piece  as  a  whole 
is  so  sympathetic  that  it  gives  a  rare  degree  of  pleasure. 


The    Book    Market. 

City  Windows. 

I  BEGAN  my  observations  [writes  our  Book  Market  repre- 
sentative] in  Liverpool-street.     A  bookshop  here  displayed  I 
many  novels,  but  laid  little  stress  on  new  ones.     Mr.  Eider ' 
Haggard's   stories  were  given  as  good  a  place  as  Edna  1 
Lyall's  Hope  the  Hermit,  and   Mark  Twain's  works,  and  I 
Kingsley's,  and  many  other  standard  novels,  were  pushed 
well  to  the   front.      The  most  favoured  new  novel  was 
Mr.  Guy  Boothby's  Across  the  World  for  a  Wife. 

In   Old   Broad-street  there  is  a  good  example   of  the  1 
"open  square  "  bookshop.      This  form  of  shop  is  as  old  as 
Trivia.     Gay  says : 

The  bookseller,  whose  shop's  an  open  square, 
Foresees  the  tempest,  and  with  early  care 
Of  learning  strips  the  rails. 
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Necessarily,  there  is  no  window  to  such  a  shop;  but  in 
Itiond-streot  one  easily  roads  the  signs  of  the  shelves.  A 
t^ood  active  miscellaneous  demand  seemed  the  rule.  Hither 
I  nines  the  man  who  wants  a  book,  and  who  is  content  to 
(iiid  The  Massarenes  and  the  The  Suicide  Cluhcia  prominently 
(linplayod  as  books  of  later  date  and  more  immediate 
iiitorest.  The  new  sixpenny  edition  of  Mr.  Black's  story, 
A  Princess  of  Thule,  was  being  pushed  here.  Generous 
space  was  given  to  Mr.  Guy  Boothby's  stories.  I  am  able  to 
affirm  that  Mr.  Bootliby  has  captured  Old  Broad-street,  and 
[fi  a,  perwnd  grata  in  Walbrook.  In  the  shop  outside  the 
Stock  Exchange  his  new  novel  is  made  a  "  leading  line." 
This  shop  is  interesting  by  reason  of  its  marked  devotion 
to  iihildren's  books.  Bulls  and  bears  may  be  fearfiil  wild- 
f.  iwl  within  the  House,  but  when  they  emerge  in  tall  hats 
iiiul  carrying  walking-sticks,  they  are  seen  to  be  fathers  of 
ihildren.  It  is  the  father  who  buys  Chums,  The  Child's 
( •mipanion,  Little  Folks,  The  Pickletons,  Our  Little  Dots,  and 
Mij  Darling's  Story  Book.  Then,  if  Brighton  A's  have 
I  loomed,  and  he  can  afford  a  book  for  himself,  there  are 
novels.  Just  now  he  is  likely  to  ask  for  Mr.  Pemberton's 
I'hantom  Army,  Mr.  Jaoobs's  Sen  Urchins,  or  Mr.  Boothby's 
Across  the  World  for  a  Wife. 

Uuoon-street,  Cheapside,  is  the  Mecca  of  the  City  book- 
1'  iver,  by  reason  of  one  shop  where  the  best  literary  wares 
110  always  to  be  seen.  The  window  is  comparatively 
uoglected  in  favour  of  a  hospitable  and  well-stocked 
interior.  Good  book-talk  may  be  heard  here  at  any  time  ; 
mil  for  the  passer-by  there  are  well-displayed  lists  of 
"  The  Books  of  To-day"  and  "The  Books  of  To-morrow." 
<  iood  business  was  being  done  with  Mr.  Hugh  Thomson's 
now  Picture  Book  for  children,  and  I  was  told  that  Mr. 
Tuer's  work  on  Forgotten  Children's  Books  is  selling  fast  to 
hard-headed  City  men,  in  whoso  hearts  it  awakes  tender 
memories. 

In  mid  Cheapside  Miss  Florence  Warden's  new  story, 
(  Sensational  Case,  was  given  the  advantage  of  a  display 
hill.  Edna  Lyall's  ITope  the  Hermit  was  well  shown  ;  but, 
again,  new  liooks  were  not  insisted  on,  and  even  Mr. 
Jerome's  Three  Men  in  a  Boat  had  a  good  place.  Hither 
'omes  the  budding  clerk  to  buy  manuals  of  shorthand, 
and  cheap  dictionaries,  and  books  of  information. 

At  the  head  of  Cheapside  the  following  were  selling  : 

Mr.  Crockett's  Red  Axe. 

Edna  Lyall's  Hope  the.  Hermit. 

Mr.  Kipling's  The  Day's  Work. 

Mr.  Merriman's  Eoden's  Comer. 

Miss  Carey's  Mollie's  Prince. 

Mr.  Parker's  The  Buttle  of  the  Strmg. 

Mr.  Hope's  Rupert  of  Hentzau. 

{  Here  the  display  bill  was  awarded  to  Roden's  Comtr. 

In  Ilolborn  the  same  books  were  receiving  special 
attention,  and,  in  addition,  these : 

IH         Mr.  Besant's  The  Changeling, 

■  Mr.  niack's  Wild  Eelin. 

^^1         Mr.  Hecke's  Rodman  the  Boatsteerer. 

■  Mr.  Jaoobs's  Sea  Urchins. 
\W         Mrs.  Walford's  The  Intruders. 

As  the  October  twilight  fell,  and  the  shop  windows  were 
I  lit  up,  the  bookshops  glowed  forth  in  the  most  inviting 
way,  and  excellent  business  seemed  the  rule. 


Correspondence. 


An  Operation. 

Sir, — My  own  experience  of  an  operation  under  ether 
differs  from  that  of  tlie  patient  in  last  week'*  "Thing* 
Seen,"    Here  is  mine. 

I  was  in  bed  with  the  doctors  standing  round  me  when 
the  Tiilcanite  cap  was  clapped  over  my  face,  and  I  wax  told 
to  breathe  hard.  After  a  few  breaths,  all  the  blo(Ml  in  my 
body  seemed  to  mount  to  my  head ;  then  I  became  diatjr ; 
then  I  tried  to  move  my  arms,  which  were  folded  across  my 
breast,  but  found  that  I  could  not.  "  Do  you  see  his 
fingers  twitching  ? "  I  heard  one  doctor  whisper  to 
another.  Then  came  the  reply,  as  if  from  a  great  way  off  : 
"  Yes,  they  generally  do  that,"  and  then — I  lost  conscious- 
ness. 

When  I  found  it  again,  I  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea 
with  the  weight  of  myriads  of  fathoms  of  water  pressing 
me  down.  But  my  hands  were  pointed  above  my  head, 
and  I  joyfully  noticed  that  I  was  rising  steadily  through 
the  water  to  the  light  which  glimmered  feebly  above  me. 
Brighter  and  brighter  shone  the  light,  and  faster  and 
faster  I  sprang  upwards,  although  I  remember  thinking 
for  a  moment  what  would  happen  if  I  did  not  reach  the 
surface  before  my  breath  wos  exhausted.  At  last,  with  a 
shout,  I  dashed  aside  the  little  remaining  water  that 
covered  me,  and  burst  into  the  light,  to  find  myself  lying 
quietly  in  my  own  room  with  my  arms  by  my  side. 

Later,  I  asked  one  of  the  doctors  what  were  my  first 
words  on   "coming  to."     He  told  me  that  they  were 

"  Mind  you  tell  E ,"  naming  a  friend  who  (unknown 

to  him)  had  been  present  at  the  accident  which  made  the 
operation  necessary.     Now  I  am  sure  that  no  one  was  less 

in  my  head  than  E during  my  voyage  to  the  surface, 

and  the  question  which  has  puzzled  me  since  is,  What 
part  of  me  was  it  that  spoke  ? — I  am,  &c., 

ZKTETEa. 


Miss  Barlow's  New  Book. 

Sib, — You  will  perhaps  kindly  permit  me  to  correct  a 
small  inaccuracy  in  the  Acaoemt's  notice  of  my  new 
volume.  I  am  by  birth  not  a  Dubliner,  as  your  reviewer 
supposes,  but  a  county-Dubliner,  which  is  a  different 
thing.  I  may  add  that  as  being  "bom  a  Protestant" 
is  a  fate  from  which  humanity  actually  is  quite  exempt, 
it  can  scarcely  be  included  among  my  too  numerous 
disqualifications  for  understanding  the  Celt. — I  am,  &c., 

Jaitb  Baklow. 

The  Cottage,  Eaheny,  co.  Dublin  : 
Oct.  24,  1898. 


SiK, — In  the  very  interesting  review  of  Miss  Barlow's 

'latest  book,  appearing  in  last  week's  Academy,  there  are 

two  or  three  statements    which    appear    to    me    hardly 

"  within  the  pale,"  and  upon  which,  therefore,  I  hope  you 

will  permit  me  a  few  words. 

First  of  all,  regarding  this  remark :  "...  the  Irish 
peasant  capable  of  saying  '  Ay  would  I '  does  not  exist." 
I  think,  sir,  he  does.    I  have  met  him  often.    The  phrase 
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is  in  common  use  in  the  North.  Furthermore,  I  have 
rarely,  if  ever,  heard  an  Irishman  say  "  Faix  I  would  "  ; 
hardly  ever  heard  the  word  "  Faix  "  used  by  anyone  ;  and 
have  heard  "  Faith  would  I,"  or  "  Troth  would  I  "  used 
often.  But  then,  perhaps,  we  in  the  North  are  not  what 
your  reviewer  calls  "  real  Irishmen." 

Again,  and  in  view  of  this  statement :  "Miss  Barlow's 
prose  has  not  style  ...  it  lacks  distinction."  Surely,  sir, 
one  cannot  read  that  without  protest.  Surely,  those  of  us 
who  believe  that  Irish  Idylls  is  an  Irish  classic,  a  classic 
as  much  because  of  its  admirable  style  as  because  of  its 
other  admirable  qualities,  are  not  entirely  mistaken.  And 
surely,  anywhere  in  Miss  Barlow's  stories  you  may  meet 
with  sentences  which  do  not  lack  distinction,  and  which  do 
not  deserve  "  the  term  pedestrian  "  ?  No  style — no  dis- 
tinction— pedestrian?     Oh,  absurd! 

Once  more,  why,  as  your  reviewer  states,  because  Miss 
Barlow  has  been  bom  "a  Dubliner  and  a  Protestant,"  is 
it  therefore  "  impossible  for  her  to  appreciate  the  Celtic 
temperament,  except  from  the  outside  "  ?  Why,  therefore, 
is  she  "  not  what  the  real  Irishman  calls  Irish  "  ?  How 
comes  it  that,  although  "in  some  respects  her  endowment 
fits  her  for  the  portrayal  of  .  .  .  the  Irish  peasant,"  yet 
"to  the  Celt  she  must  ever  be  foreign  "  ?  Who,  then,  is 
the  Celt,  and  who  the  Irish  peasant  ?  Who  is  this  "  real 
Irishman"  that  calls  Miss  Barlow  not  Irish,  and  "detects 
in  her  stories  slight  misapprehensions  and  confusions 
which  mar  the  perfection  of  her  insight";  this  amazing 
Paddy  who  allows  to  Miss  Barlow  a  partial  insight  into 
the  temperament  of  "that  bewilderfng  creature,  the  Irish 
peasant,"  and,  in  the  same  breath  almost,  denies  to  her 
any  inward  appreciation  of  the  Celtic  temperament,  any 
nearness  to  the  Celt  himself  ? 

Further,  I  would  ask,  sir,  who  are  these  Celts  of  whom 
we  hear  so  much  ?  Where  do  they  Uve  ;  or  are  they  alive, 
or  are  they  dead  ?  What  is  this  Celtic  temperament  which 
nowadays  is  so  much  in  the  air ;  and  who  has  it ;  and 
what  occult  and  extraordinary  gifts — of  birth,  of  religion, 
of  descent — are  needed  for  its  discovery  and  interpretation? 
And,  lastly,  whence,  and  how  soon,  is  the  genius  arising 
— the  genius,  not  a  Protestant,  not  a  Dubliner,  but  "  a  real 
Irishman " — who,  instead  of  writing  of  and  about  and 
around  the  Celt  and  his  temperament,  shall  discover,  and 
locate,  and  interpret  for  us,  and  show  forth,  both  him  and 
his  temperament  as  they  now  are,  and  are  in  Ireland  ? 

I  admit,  sir,  a  feeling  of  impatience  in  awaiting  the 
advent  of  this  genius — a  feeling  which,  meanwhile,  I 
must  endeavour  to  divert  with  offerings  of  Miss  Barlow's 
beautiful  work. — I  am,  &c., 

London :  Oct.  25,  1898.  Shan  F.  Bullock. 


\_Severdl  letters  are  fisld  over  till  next  week.~\ 


Eeason  and  love  battle  fiercely  at  first  in  the  soul  that 
begins  to  expand  ;  but  wisdom  is  bom  of  the  peace  that 
at  last  comes  to  pass  between  reason  and  love ;  and  the 
peace  becomes  the  profounder  as  reason  yields  up  stiU 
more  of  her  rights  to  love. 

from  "  Wisdom  and  Destiny,"  ly  M.  Maeterlinck. 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  3. 

The  answers  to  last  week's  quotations  run  thus  ; — 
'  1 .  "  This  is  the  night  when  I  must  die. 

And  great  Orion  ivalheth  high 
In  silent  fjlory  overhead : 
HcHl  set  just  after  I  am,  dead." 
From  the  prologue  to  The  AutoMography  nf  Mark  Rutherfwd. 

2.  "  His  blameless  days  were  spent  ivithin  the  neighbourhood 

of  York ; 
A  dentist  {so  at  least  'twas  noised),  a  connoisseur  in 
pork." 

Prom  Mr.  Anstey's  "The  Conscience  Curst,"  in  Burglar  Bill. 

3.  "  His  books— and  they  sufficeil  him — were 

Cotton's  '  Montaigne,'  '  The  Grave '  of  Blair, 
A  'Walton  ' — much  the  worse  for  wear — 
And  '^sop's  Fables.'  " 

From    "A    Gentleman    of    the  Old  School,"  by  Mr.  Austin 

Dobson.     {Old  World  Idylls.) 

4.  "  I  would  my  days  had  been  in  other  times, 

That  I  in  some  old  abbey  of  Touraine 
Had  watched  the  rounding  grapes,  and  lived  my  life. 
Ere  ever  Luther  came  or  Rabelais  !  " 
From  "  N^Ff/Kot  Pil^v,"  in  Mr.  Lang's  Rhymes  a  la  Mode. 

5.  "  Under  the  trembling  summer  stars 

I  turned  from  side  to  aide ; 
When  she  came  in  and  sat  with  me 
As  though  she  had  not  died." 
From  "  The  Apparition,"  in  Mr.  Stephen  Phillips's  Poems. 

6.  "  Parallels  all  things  are,  yet  many  of  these  are  askew  ; 

You  are  certainly  I,  but  certainly  lam  not  you." 
From     "The    Higher    Pantheism    in    a    Nutshell,"   in    The 
Heptahigia,  Mr.  Swinburne's  anonymous  volume  of  parodies. 

These  quotitions  were  again  too  hard.  Praiseworthy  at- 
tempts seem  to  have  been  made  to  trace  them,  but  none  of 
the  answers  we  received  were  correct.  Nobody  appears  to 
have  remembered  that  No.  1  is  from  the  prologue  to  Mark 
Rutherford. 

Competition  No.  4. 

This  week  we  propose  to  alter  the  form  of  the  task.  We  ask 
our  readers  to  co-operate  with  a  certain  novelist  in  a  scene  in 
the  story  he  is  now  writing.     Here  is  his  statement  of  affairs : 

"  The  hero,  a  neurotic  young  curate,  but  a  good  fellow  in  hit 
way,  has  just  passed  through  an  experience  so  terrifying  that  when 
it  is  over  he  falls  in  a  cataleptic  fit.  The  heroine,  a  girl  of 
advanced  and  independent  views,  and  a  convert  of  tiuo  hours' 
standing  to  Christianity,  rather  than  leave  him  in  unfriendly 
hands,  has  him  taken  to  her  widowed  sister's  house,  ivhere  she 
nurses  him  back  to  consciousness.  She  has  throughout  the  booff 
been  desperately  in  love  with  him,  and  has  dared  much  to  win  him, 
while  he,  unknown  to  himself,  is  more  thnr,.  inclined  to  reciprocate 
her  jmssion.  On  waking  tip  he  recognises  her,  and  after  more 
explanations  as  to  the  catastrophe  fat  which  she,  too,  was  present  J, 
proposes  to  her,  and  is  accepted." 

What  we  ask  our  readers  to  do  is,  to  supply  the  language  in 
which  the  hero  makes  his  offer,  and  the  heroine  accepts  it.  A 
cheque  for  one  guinea  will  be  sent  to  the  writer  of  that  dialog^ue 
which,  in  the  opinion  of  the  novelist,  is  the  most  suitable.  The 
limit  of  words  is  two  himdred,  and  with  the  dialogue,  it  migllt 
be  added,  the  book  will  end. 
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Answers,  adtlressed  "Literary  Competition,  The  Academy, 
43,  Chauoery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  Tues- 
day, November  1.  Eacli  answer  must  be  accompanied  by  the 
text  of  Competition  4,  cut  from  the  preceding  column. 

P. 8. — We  have  received  from  Mr.  Greville  E.  Matheson  an 
amusing  account,  in  ballade  form,  of  his  difliuulties  with 
Competition  No.  1.  The  particular  sentence  that  so  worried 
him  ran  thus :  "  Now,  what  I  want  is,  Facts  "  ;  and  it  was  from 
Dickens's  Hard  Times.     This  is  Mr.  Matheson's  sad  story : 

Sentenced  to  Death. 

A  Ballade  of  Despair. 

{Dedicated  to  the  Editor  of  the  ACADEMY.) 

I  have  sought,  and  have  sought  but  in  vain, 

I  have  laboui'cd  by  day  and  by  night, 
I  have  taxed  both  my  body  and  brain, 

And  I  cnnH  get  those  sentences  right ! 

Tbo'  I  vowed,  with  a  heart  that  was  light, 
I  would  stick  to  my  last  while  I'd  breath, 

It's  the  last  that  has  settled  mo  quite, 
And  I've  almost  been  sentenced  to  death  ! 

I  have  found  the  first  five,  I'd  explain  : 
It's  the  sixth  that  has  put  me  to  flight. 

First  I  thought  that  it  looked  like  Hall  Caine, 
Then  I  guessed  'twas  The.  Wurtuin  in  White  : 
Then  I  cried — and  my  prospects  seemed  bright — 

"  Sarah  Grand  I — that  romance  about  Beth  !  " — 
Ah  !  the  grounds  for  my  joy  were  but  slight. 

And  I've  almost  been  sentenced  to  death  ! 

Still  I  would  not  give  in,  so  again 
Did  I  make  up  my  mind  to  sit  tight ; 

And  I  chanced  on  a  friend  in  the  train, 
And  my  spirits  went  up  like  a  kite  : 
I  was  sure  that  the  goal  was  in  sight. 

For  he  swore  'twas  a  A  Daughter  of  Hetli. 
He  was  wrong.     And  I  gave  up  the  fight. 

Aud  I've  almost  been  sentenced  to  death  ! 

Envoy. 

Mr.  Editor,  pity  my  plight ! 

"All  is  vanity,"  Solomon  saith — 
'Tis  a  saying  as  true  as  it's  trite — 

And  I've  almost  been  sentenced  to  death. 


Fanxim  ox  Floweiw. 


Bv  E.  K.  H. 


The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An     Offer     to     Authors. 

The  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion  with 
the  AcADEitY  invite  unpublished  works  in  MS.  for  criticism. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufHciently  meritorious.  The  project  is  set  forth  more 
folly  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should  be 
accompauied  by  a  nom-de-xilune  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  wiU  be  printed.  The  words  "Academy  Bureau" 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  should  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  of  the  Academy  applies  only 
to  books  that  have  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise. 
The  conductors  of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSB. 
submitted  to  them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental 
Ijss. 


All  thta  1  >hort  stories  are  prettily  written,  aod  soum  of  them 
embody  thoughts  which  are  ingenious  and  ploanog.  We  think, 
however,  that  E.  K.  H.  would  be  ill-advined  if  the  pabliahed 
them  even  for  private  circulation.  Simplicity  of  exprMiion  in 
literature  is  a  good  quality ;  but  simplicity  of  lentiment  it  not 
always  so.  Sometimes,  when  it  is  the  reflection  of  a  tender 
mind  dwelling  in  admiration  on  its  own  pathos,  it  is  d<!gener»t«. 
These  "fancies  on  flowers"  are,  presumably,  addressed  to 
children.  Now,  we  have  much  more  hope  for  the  Imd  who 
spends  his  leisure  hours  bird-nesting  than  we  have  for  the 
boy  who  meditates  as  to  what  the  pear-tree  is  saying  to  the 
oak,  what  tender  message  the  South  wind  is  bringing  to  the 
primroses,  and  what  consolation  the  music  of  the  nightingale 
has  for  the  lady  whose  lover  died  last  spring.  Not  even 
E.  E.  H.,  who  has  a  graceful  pen,  can  make  good  literature 
out  of  mawkishness. 


Plato's  Dbeam  of  Wueeu. 


By  "Bkkmus." 


Wo  hope  that  "  Eremus  "  does  not  suppose  his  plan  of  work 
to  be  original.  Dialogues  between  eminent  shades  in  the 
Elysian  Fields  have  been  almost  common  for  a  few  years.  The 
essay  before  us  is  witty  and  scholarlike  ;  but  we  cannot  suggest 
that  it  should  bo  published  in  a  volume.  The  book  would  be 
very  small :  the  smaller  a  book  is,  the  more  do  we  expect  from 
it;  and,  clever  as  it  is,  this  parody  scarcely  deserves  the 
distinction  of  being  made  the  smallest  prose  volume  of  the  day. 
If  "  Eremus  "  curtailed  the  essay,  it  might  be  found  acceptable 
by  the  editor  of  some  first-class  magazine. 


The  Bkinkehmans,  aud 
Otuek  Stories. 


Edited  by  "Trustee." 


"The  Brinkermans"  is  a  short  story  with  a  remarkably 
ingenious  plot,  which  is  well  worked  out ;  but  we  do  not  think 
it  suflicieut  to  constitute  the  basis  of  a  volume.  "Trustee" 
should  offer  the  stories  to  the  editor  of  some  popular 
magazine. 


In  Love  with  the  Gabish  Day. 


By  "Beevike.' 


Tliis,  though  longer  than  the  average  of  its  class,  is  only  a 
short  story ;  and  wo  must  again  call  attention  to  the  fact 
that  the  MSS.  with  which  we  propose  to  deal  are  thosei 
exclusively,  which,  if  found  acceptable  in  ix)int  of  merit,  would 
make  volumes  of  reasonable  size.  "Brevier"  writes  fairly 
well. 


TifE  Poems  of  Lkopardi. 


Tuax-slated  by  "  Ionotus. 


"  Ignotus"  has  caught  and  expressed  the  turbulent  neurotic 
moodishness  of  the  Italian  poet  very  exactly,  and  his  lines  are 
scholarlike  and  fluent.  If  there  were  a  demand  for  such  work, 
we  would  gladly  arrange  for  the  publication  of  this  volume, 
even  although  another  translation,  of  comparatively  recent  date, 
is  in  the  market.  We  are  sure,  however,  that  there  is  no 
demand  sufficient  to  create  the  hope  of  commercial  success. 
The  translator  asks  us  whether  it  would  be  wise  to  have  the 
volume  published  at  his  own  risk,  and  what  the  cost  would  be. 
The  cost  of  printing,  paper,  and  binding  would  be  small, 
probably  about  £.'lo  ;  but  the  cost  of  advertising  would  be 
considerable.  We  ourselves  do  not  arrange  contracts  to  print 
and  publish  at  authors'  costs ;  but  there  would  be  no  barm  in 
"  Ignotus  "  having  the  work  published  at  his  own  risk.  Only, 
if,  as  we  fear,  the  sale  of  the  book  were  very  small,  he  would 
have  but  little  reward. 


At  Flood  Tide. 


By  Ida. 


This  novel  is  recei%-iug  favourable  consideration,   and  we 
hope  to  announce  next  week  a  decision  concerning  it. 
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Haeold  Penbose.  By  E.  V.  E. 

This  is  a  dramatic  poem  which  we  have  read  with  both 
pleasure  and  paiu.  The  pain  predominates.  Harold  Penrose, 
hero  of  the  piece,  was  fishing  in  a  Devonshire  stream,  and, 
having  filled  his  creel,  sat  down  to  ruminate.  Suddenly  it 
dawned  upon  him  that  he  was  a  genius.  Thereupon  he  went 
home  and  told  Miss  Mabel  Edenbridge,  whom  he  was  pledged 
to  wed,  that  he  must  leave  her  and  go  forth  to  make  a  name  in 
the  world.  Here  we  need  not  follow  his  career  in  detail.  Suffice 
it  to  say  that  from  start  to  finish  all  the  important  motives  of 
the  piece  are  artificial  and  incredible.  The  characters  are  at  cross 
purposes  without  the  slightest  cause.  This,  we  take  it,  is  less 
because  the  author  is  incapable  of  constructing  a  sound  plot 
than  because  he  had  certain  views  of  life  and  love  to  which 
he  could  give  expression  only  by  having  his  characters  in  a 
mass  of  melancholy.  The  consequence  is  that  the  characters 
are  puppets,  the  hero  is  a  prig,  and  the  play  a  failure. 
This  is  the  more  to  be  deplored  inasmuch  as  E.  V.  B.  has 
undoubtedly  the  gift  of  writing  blank  verse  well. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  October  27. 

THEOLOGICAL  AND  BIBLICAL. 

Clow  (Eev.  W.  M.),  In  tbe  Day  of  the  Cross  (Sands)  3/6 

Peasey  (H.  T.),  Monastioism  :  What  Is  It? (Sands)  6/0 

Miller  (J.  R.),  Why  Should  We  Worry? (Sunday  School  Union)  6d. 

Tuck  (Kev.  E.),  Old  Testament  Stories (Sunday  School  Union)  1/0 

Blaike  (W.  a.).  Household  Prayers (Sunday  School  Union)  2/6 

BrookeiS.  A.).  TheCJosptlof  Joy (Isbister)  6/0 

Cobbe  (F.  P.),  The  Practice  of  Confession  in  the  Church  of  England 

(Uuwin)  1/0 

Estella  (F.  D.  de),  Medilalionn  on  the  Love  of  God (Burns  &  Oates)  3/6 

HISTORY  AND  BIOGRAPHY. 

Rendel  (G.  D.),  Newcastle-on-Tyne  :  Its  Municipal  Origin,  &o (Arnold)    8/6 

Yonge  (C.  M.),  John  Keble'a  Parishes (Macmillan)    8/6 

Abbott  (E.  A.),  St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury  (2  vols.) (Black) 

Belloc  (B.  R.),  Historic  Nuns  (Duckworth)    6/0 

Ashton  (J.),  History  of  Gambling  in  England (Duckworth)    7/6 

Fowler  (Rev.  J.  T.),  Durham  Cathedral (Isbister)    1/0 

How  (F.  D.),  Bishop  Walsham  How  (Isbister)  16/0 

Fraser  (A.  C),  Thomas  Reid    (Oliphant)    1/6 

Nugent  (C),  Memoir  of  Robert,  Earl  Nugent (Heinemann) 

Solly  (H.  S.),  The  Life  of  Henry  Morley (Arnold) 

GEisquet  (F,  A.),  Henry  VIII.  and  the  Monasteries  (new  edition)  (Nimmo)  10/6 

Baikeu  (H.  St.  J.),  Life  and  Letters  of  Henry  Cecil  Raikes (Macmillan)  10/0 

Parker  (Dr.  J.),  Paterson's  Parish (Burleigh)    6/0 

POETRY,  CRITICISM,  BELLES-LETTRES. 

Span  (R.  B.),  Poems  of  Two  Worlds  (Digby)  3/6 

Grey  (H.),  A  Key  to  the  Waverley  Novels (Grey)  2/6 

Verhaeren  (E.),  The  Da«n  (Duckworth)  3/6 

Ingoldsby  (T.),  The  Ingoldsby  Legends (Dent)  4/6 

Taylor  (E.  D.),  Heirlooms  in  Miniatures (Lippincott) 

Homfray  (F.  A.),  Idyls  of  Thought  (Allen)  2/6 

Holland  (M.),  Verses  (Arnold)  3,6 

Anon.    Various  Quills (Arnold)  6/0 

Gore-Booth  (E),  Poems (Longmans)  6/0 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

HaverfitM  (E.  L.',  Our  Vow (Nelson)  2;6 

Hayens  (H.j,  In  the  Grip  of  the  Spaniard (Nelson)  5/0 

Velvin  (E.),  Tales  Told  at  the  Zoo  (Sunday  School  Union)  1/0 

Corbet  (S.  &  K.),  Sybil's  Garden  of  Pleasant  Beasts (Duckworth) 

Fenn  (G.  M.),  Draw  Swords! (Chambers)  6/0 

Miles  (A.  H.),  With  Fife  and  Drum (Hutchinson)  6/0 

Miles  (A.  H.),  Fifty-two  Holiday  Stories  for  Girls (Hutchinson)  6/0 

Gaskin  (Mrs.  A.),  Little  Girls  and  Little  Boys (Dent) 

Andrews  (M.),  The  Child  of  tbe  Lighthouse (Wells,  Gai-dner)  1/6 

Thomson  (H.),  Jack  tbe  Giant  Killer (Macmillan)  1/0 

Canton  (W.),  A  Child's  Book  of  Saints (Dent)  6/0 

Uohler  (Mrs.  E.),  The  Green  Toby  Jug    (Nelson)  2/6 

Child's  Oau  Magazine   (Sunday  School  Union)  1/0 

Youtiff  England  (Sunday  School  Union)  6/0 

The  Animal  Alphabet , (Nelson)  6d. 


EDUCATIONAL. 

Gudoman  (A.),  Tacitus  (AUyn  &  Bacon) 

Vines  (S.  H.),  An  Elementary  Text-Book  of  Botany (Sonnenschein) 

Duff  (J.  D,),  D.  Junii  Juvenalis  (Cam.  University  Press!    5/0 

Graves  (C.  E.),  The  Clouds  of  Aristophanes  ;Cam.  University  I'ress)    3/6 

Frost  (P.  H.),  The  Beginner's  Latin  Grammar (Longmans)    3/ii 

NEW  EDITIONS  OF  FICTION. 

Thackeray  (W.  M.),  Henry  Esmond  (Dent)    4,6 

Fielding  (H.),  Tom  Jones  {Vols.  III.  and  IV.  of  Works) (Constable)  16/0 

Lover  (S.),  Handy  Andy (Constable) 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOGRAPHY. 
Hulme-Beaman  (A.  G,),  Twenty  Years  in  the  Near  East (Methuen)  10/6 

SCIENCE  AND  PHILOSOPHY. 

Argyll  (Duke  of),  Organic  Evolution  Cross-Bxamined (Murray)    5/0 

Mabie  (H.  W  ),  Books  and  Culture (Blackwood)    3/6 

Mabie  (W.  H.),  Nature  and  Culture  (Blackwood)    3/8 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Stillman(W.  J.),  Billy  and  Hans  (new  edition) (Mnrray)  I/O 

Jones  (H.),  Entrance  Guide  to  Professions,  &o (Methuen) 

Whyte-Melville  (G.  J.),  Riding  Recollections    (Thacker)  net  10/6 

Gardner  (J.  G.),  Foreign  Armour  in  England    (Seeley)  3/6 

Browne  (P.),  Cookery  for  Common  Ailments (Cassell)  1/0 

Yeats  (B.  C),  IJrushwork  Studies  of  Flowers,  Animals,  &c...,(Philip  &  Son)  6/0 

Browne  (P.),  A  Year's  Cookery (Cassell)  1/0 


Announcements. 

Messrs.  Longmans,  Green  &  Co.  will  issue  on  October  31, 
for  the  London  School  of  Economics  aud  Political  Science, 
a  translation  of  Tlie  llc/irendiim  in  Switzerland,  by  M.  Simon 
Deploige,  of  the  University  of  Louvain.  The  work  has  been 
translated  by  Mr.  C.  P.  Trevelyan,  and  has  been  edited  by 
Miss  Lilian  Tomn,  of  Girton  College  and  the  London  School 
of  Economics. 

Messrs.  Methuen  will  publish   on  November  1  Ohitral: 
the  Story  of  a  Minor  Sieije,  by  Sir  George  Robertson,  who  was  ■ 
at  the  time  British  Agent  at  Gilgit,  and  who  has  written  the 
story  of  Chitral  from  the  point  of  view  of  one  actually  besieged 
in  the  fort. 

With  the  new  volume,  commencing  with  the  November 
part,  the  Magazine  of  Art  will  celebrate  its  coming  of  age. 
To  mark  the  event  new  type  and  new  paper  are  being  | 
employed,  while  colour  will  be  extensively  used  by  the  newest, 
and  most  artistic  processes. 

Blackivood's  Magazine  for  November  will  contain  an  appre* 
elation  of  Stephane  Mallarmc.  Among  the  other  articles  will" 
be  "The  Press  and  Finance,"  "  The  Empress-Eegent  of 
China,"  and  a  further  paper  by  "  The  Looker-Ou." 

Mr.  John  Jay  Chapman,  the  author  of  Enurson,  and  other- 
Essays,  will  publish  immediately,  through  Mr.  David  Nutt, 
volume  entitled  Ouvernment  Democracy,  and  other  Essxyi- 

Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  &  Co.  are  publishing,  for  a  ne» 
author,  named  "John  Halsham,"  a  journal  kept  in  the 
country,  to  which  the  name  of  Idhhurst  has  been  given. 

Mr.  MacqueeiJ  wUl  publish  on  November  1  a  Chines* 
story,  entitled  The  River  of  Pearls;  or^  the  Med  Spider,  bj 
M.  Rene  de  Pont  Jest.  There  will  be  sixty^one  unique  illus^ 
trations  by  Felix  Regamey.  This  novel,  which  is  translab 
from  the  French,  was  crowned  by  the  French  Academy. 


«9  A<  tobor,  i8g8. 
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MR.  HEINEMANN'S  LIST. 

NBW    ART    BOOKS. 

GAINSBOROUGH  and  HIS    PLACE  in  ENGLISH 

L        ART.    Il.v   WALTKll  AKM.STRONti,  Director  of  the  National  (Jallery, 
I         Ireland.    With  02  riiotogmvuros,  and  10  LithOKraphs  In  colonr.    In  J 
vol.,  iinimrial  Ito.    Price  £5  68.  net.    Also  SO  cooiox  with  dniilioateK  of  the 
I'liotogravures  on  India  [japor  in  portfolio  ,  t'lO  10s.  ntt.     [.fcvemitrl. 

LONDON  TYPES.    By  William  Nicholson. 

Quatorzains  by  W.  K.  HKNI.KY. 
In  Three  Editiona-Tho  I'opular  Edition.  I'rico  us.  The  Lilirary  Edition 
(limited  to  276  I'opiee  for  sale  infiroit  llritain)  on  Japanese  vellum.  }>rIoa 
128.  e<l.  not.  Also  40  copies  (for  (treat  Britain  and  the  United  States), 
Printed  from  the  Ori)?iiiiil  Woodblocks,  Hand-coloured,  and  signed  by 
the  ArtiKt.    Price  £21  not. 


I 


AN  ALPHABET.  By  William 

NICHOLSON.  A  reprint  of  the 
popular  edition  on  stout  cartridge 
paper.    6a. 

Tile  Edition  do  Lujce  (Limited). 
Printed  from  the  Original  Wood- 
blocks, Hand-coloured,  and  siifned 
by  the  Artist.  In  Vellum  Portfolio. 
Price  £12  128.  not. 


AN  ALMANAC  of  TWELVE 

SPOaTS.        By     WILLIAM 
NICHOLSON.    28.  6d. 
A  re-issne.     With  a  now  Calendar 
for  189t). 

The  Edition  di  Lure  (Limited). 
Printed  from  the  Original  Wood. 
blocKs,  Hand-coloured,  and  sii^ned 
by  the  Artist.  In  Vellum  Portfolio. 
Price  £21  net. 


FASHION    in    PARIS.     The  Various    Phases    of 

Feminine  Taste  from  1797  to  lf97.    By  OOTAVK  UZANNE.    Translated 

by  LADY  MARY  LOYD.     With  100  Hand-coloured  Plates,  and  2.10  Text 

Illustrations  b.v  Frangois  Courlwn.    1  vol.,  imperial  8vo,  368. 

"As  a  book  of  reference  for  the  illustrator,  for  the  autlior  and  dramatis*., 

for  stafce-managor  and  theatrical  costumier,  this  work  is    a  most  valuable 

anthorit.y  on  feminine  ccstumea  in  France.     The  colouring  of  the  pictures  Is 

excellent."— PuBcA. 

Illustrated  Prusptctutea  forwirded  on  Application. 


IN  the  FORBIDDEN  LAND :   an  Account  of  a 

Jonrnoy  in  Tibet,  Captn'o  by  the  Tibetan  Authorities,  Imprisiinment, 
Torture,  and  Ulumato  Release.  By  A.  HENRY  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 
Profusely  Illustrated,  2  vols.,  32s.  net. 

" He  tells  a  plain  and  manly  tale  without  affectation  or  bravado 

A  book,  certainly,  that  will  be  read  with  intorost  and  excitement."— 2'i/n«. 

MOGREB  EL  AGESA :  a  Journey  in  Morocco.    By 

B.  B.  CUNNINGHAME  GRAHAM.  With  a  Portrait.  In  1  vol., 
8vo,  08.  {^Immediately, 


A  MEMOIR   of 

CLAUD  NUGENT. 


ROBERT,  EARL   NUGENT.     By 

With  12  Portraits.     1  vol.,  IBs. 


THE  PALMY  DAYS  of  NANCE  OLDFIELD.    By 

EDVVARU  ROBINS.    With  12  Illustrations.     1  vol.,  8vo,  128.  Gd. 
"Of  the  attractive  features  of  Mr.  RobinH's  vohime  not  the  least  is  the 
number  of  interestiiiK  irartraits.    The  author  has  Btudied  his  subject  closely." 

St.  Janus'.t  Gazette. 


MR.    FROUDE 

DAVID  WILSON. 


and    THOMAS 

In  1  vol.,  8vo. 


CARLYLE.      By 

iShorlly. 


NOVCL8    BY    THE    LATE    HAROLD    PREDERia 

.Wr.  nEINEMAXN  will  publish  HAROLD  FREDERIC'S  Kew  A'ooei, 

GLORIA     MUNDI, 

Cn  NOVEMBER  1. 

ILLUMINATION.     1  vol,  6s. 

Unilorm  with  the  above. 
"  The  knowledge  of  character  revealed  reminds  ns  of  G«orge  Eliot's  '  Scenes 

f'lom  Clerical  Life.*  "—Athenceum. 

THE  COPPERHEAD:   and  other  Stories  of  the 

North  (lurini^  tho  American  War.    38.  6d. 

THE   RETURN  of  the  O'MAHONY.     With  lUus- 

trations.     3s.  iki. 

IN  the  VALLEY.    With  lUustrations.    Ss.  6d. 


I 


NEWEST    SIX-SHILLINQ    NOVELS. 

THE   WIDOWER.     By  W.  E.  Norris,  Author  of 

'*Mariett4*8  Marriage." 

"Tlio  most  copious  criticism  could  real'y  do  little  more  than  advise  novel- 
readers  by  all  means  to  read  '  The  Widower.*  They  will  remain  incredulous 
hni  amused.     It  is  not  a  case  of  inrredulux  odi** — IHtnea, 

"  It  should  achieve  an  especially  high  cegree  of  general  favour.*'— Gra/>At'*. 

"  Mr.  Norri.-^'s  new  story  is  one  of  his  bcff.  It  is  handled  throus?h(nit  in  the 
[H'rfect  manner  to  which  his  readers  are  acc"stomed.  The  plot  is  developed 
""Uli  the  skill  of  a  practised  novelist."— ^V.  ca'-tes's  Gazette. 

THE  TWO  MAGICS.    By  Henry  James. 

"The  first  story  shows  Mr.  James's  subtlest  characteristics,  his  supreme 
icacy  of  touch,  his  surprising  mastery  of  the  art  of  sogf^eation.  The  second 
ly  is  a  delinhtful  comedietta,  abounding  i>  dialogue,  swift,  br.lliant, 
.ihed."— jDoirj/  Ntws. 


london  :  WM.  HEINEMANN,  21,  Bedford  Street,  W.C, 


Smith,  Elder  A  Co,'8  Nev  Books. 

MR.  STANLEY  WEYMAN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

On  NoTember  1.     With  a  Frontiapieoe.    Crown  Kto,  6i. 

THE    CASTLE    INN. 

By  STANLEY  J.  WEYMAN, 

AUTHOR  OF 
"A.  GBNILEMAN   OF    FRANCE,"    "  SHREWSBURY,"  *o. 

MR.  CROCKETrS  NEW  NOVEL. 

Just  pabliahed.     With  8  Full-Pago  Illoatrationi.    Crown  8vo,  6i. 

THE     RED     AXE. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT, 

AUTHOR  OF  "THE  RAIDERS,"  "CLEG  KELLY,"  Ac. 

The  Christian  ITorU.— "  Pletarew|ae   and   faaoinatinir.     Ai  poiritrfal  • 
romance  ot  the  kind  aa  this  aathor  baa  yat  wrttttai." 

On  November  10.    With  a  Portrait  and  a  Fao^imile  Letter. 
2    Toll.,    large    post    8va,    21a. 

THE    LIFE    OF 

CHARLES  STEWART  PARNELL 

(1846-1891), 

.   .V       ......J^  BARRY  OBRIBN, 

Author  of  "  Fifty  Yean  of  Conoessions  to  Ireland,"  ito. 

On  November  1.5.  With  2  Portraits  of  Shakenpearn,  a  Portrait  of 
the  Earl  of  Southampton,  and  FMsimiles  of  Shtkespe«re'i 
known  Signatures.    Crown  8vn.  T'.  fid. 

A  LIFE  ofWILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE 

By  SIDNEY  LBB, 
Editor  of  "  The  Dictionary  of  National  Biography." 

MR.     ROBERT    BRIOOKS'    ^OKMS. 

Now  Rearly.    Small  crown  Rvn.  en. 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  BRIDGES. 

Vol.  I.    C'oNrKSTs  :— Promelhfus  the  Firugivcr ;  Eros  ami  Psyche:  and 
The  Growth  of  Love. 

NEW   WORK    BY   THE    HON.    A.   S.    a   CANNINa 

Puhlished  To-dav.    I.arsp  crown  8ro,  "s.  nd. 

BRITISH  RULE  AND  MODERN  POLITICS :    an 

Historical  Stiiily.      By  thn  Hon.  k.  S.  (i.  CANNING,  .\ulhor  of  "  The 
Divided  Irish,"  "  History  in  Fact  slid  Fiction,"  \c. 

PAGES    from  a  PRIVATE    DIARY.      Reprinted 

from  the  "  Cornhill  Mattazino."    Crown  8to,  (Js.      [Published  To-dnt. 

SIR  FRANK  LOGKWOOD  :  a  Biographical  Sketch. 

By  AUGCSTINK  BIRRELL,  Q  C.  M.P.    With  2  p.irtraiu.  in  Full-Paw 
Illustrations,  and  2  Facsimile  Letter*.    Second  Edition.    lArec  crown 
8»o,  lOs.  6(L 
"A  book  to  be  read  with  pure  enjoyment."— /K«M/rfl<«J  Loudon  Krws. 

CHARLES   LAMB   AND   THE  LLOYDS. 

Edited  by  E.  V.  LUCAS. 

With  Portraits  and  n  Facsimile  Letter.     Small  post  8vo,  6«. 

[0»  Aorrmber  10th. 
New  Edition,  in  Three  Serlea,  of  J.  A.  Symonda'  ••  Tr»vel 
Skctchc*  " 

On  Novembor  let.     SEi  O Mi  s K m KS.     tarire  crown  Svo,  ;s.  M. 

SKETCHES  and  STUDIES  in  ITALY  and  GREECE. 

By  the  late  JOHN  AIIDINGTON  SYMONDS. 

*,•  The  Third  Series  Kill  be  issued  on  November  28tt. 

THE  ROSE  and  the  RING.    By  W.  M.  Thackeray. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  Square  I8mo,  28.  Od.        [Pubtishf^t  T>-dat. 

IDLEHURST :  a  Journal  kept  in  the  Country.    By 

JOHN  HALSHAM.    Crown  Svo,  88.  { Puhlished  To-day. 

Notice— A  Second  Edition  of 

RODEN'S    CORNER.     By    H    Seton    Merriman. 

Author  of  "  The  Sowers,"  "  In  Kedar's  Tenta."  4c,  baa  jut  been  iaawd. 
Crown  bvo,  6s. 
"  A  novel  I  defy  you  to  lay  down  once  you  have  got  well  into  iV— Truth. 


MRS. 


HUMPHRY 

Koti 


WARD'S    RECENT    NOVEU 

.4  Founh  Edition  of 


HELBECK  OF  BANNISDALE.    By  Mrs  Humphry 

WARD,  is  now  rcaily.    Crown  Svo,  68. 

"A  book  which  will  take  rank  with  Mra.  Humphrr  Ward's  licat  work  .... 
Tho  story  is  a  story  of  a  jroat  iiassion,  worthily  lold.'^— r.mof. 

"  The  ir^KMly  of  this  fine  novel  ma^  In  lommed  up  in  a  lina— it  conaisia  ia 
the  essential  impouibility  ot  any  aatiatying  love  between  a  aiacen  OathoUs 
and  an  unbeliever Its  interest  is  snstalned  to  the  last."— 7MM. 


London:  SMITH,  SLDER  k  CO.,  15,  Waterloo  Place,  3.W. 
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SOME     PRESS     OPINIONS 


"THE    ACADEMY." 


''Brightness  is  Its  aim,  but  it  Btill  malntainfi  the 
quality  of  its  criticism,  which  Is  eerioas  without  being 
in  the  least  heavy.  Everything  is  touched  into 
attractivonesa  of  treatment." — Daily  Kews, 

*'  Everything  is  well  doTie."~~Daily  Chronicle. 

"Bright  (ind  well-informed.    Adds  appreciably  to 
the  gaiety  of  theliterary  life."— 5^.  Jame.9'8  Gazette. 
"The  AcADEur  pains  in  attractiveness." 

Morning  Post. 

*' Certainly  one  of  the  most  alive  and  enterprising 
of  all  our  literary  weeklies."— Z>ai/y  Mail. 

"  Appears  in  a  new  and  much-improved  gaise,  in 
which  its  old  friends  will  hardly  recognise  it." 

Westminster  Gazette. 
"  Xow  life  has  been  put  into  the  paper." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
"A  surprising  threepennyworth.** — Echo, 

*'  There  is  no  such  threepennyworth  on  the  market." 
British  Weekly. 

"  A  revolution  in  literary  journaU-m.  Some  of  t\  e 
rivals  of  th's  paper  will  find  it  needful  to  follow  its 
lead  before  long." — Irish  Independent. 

"  The  matter  is  always  of  uniform  excellence." 

Newcastle  Morning  MolK 
"More  acceptable  than  ever.     Will  be  coidially 
welcomed  by  many  students  of  literature." 

Notts  Weekly  Guardian. 
"  Has  become  the  most  readable  of  our  literary 
journals."— London  Correspondent  of  the  American 
iiaokman. 

*'  By  far  the  most  attractive  literary  organ  now 
before  the  public." — Liverpool  Review. 

"The  change  is  distinctly  for  the  better.  All  the 
best  of  the  old  features  have  been  retained,  and  some 
aiditionftl  characteristics  of  marked  interest  have 
been  introduced." — Country  Life. 

"  Considerably  enlarged  and  beautifully  illustrated." 

Dublin  Express. 
"A  delightful  journal  to  handle."— ^SAc^cA. 

"The  AcADiMT  will  speedily  find  its  way  to  the 
tables  of  the  best  class  of  readers." — Figaro. 

"  The  AcA.DBur  in  its  new  form  is  the  most  wonder- 
ful  threeiiennyworth  of  book  knowledge  available 
either  in  England  or  America." — Critic, 

"  That  eminently  readable  weekly  book  on  books." 
St.  James's  Budget. 
"In  all   the  changes  made  the   highest   literary 
standard  is  still  maintained." 

Western  Morning  News. 

"The  largest  and  most  entertaining  literary  journal 
published.*'— io»(ion. 

"  Everyone  who  wishes  to  know  what  is  transpiring 
in  the  world  of  art  and  letters  must  of  necessity  pur- 
chase  the  Academy."— iVbr^/t  Stxr. 

"  A  fine  paper."— Queen. 

"  One  of  the  brightest  of  its  class The  reviews 

are  closely  critical  without  being  too  mordant." 

Newcastle  Weekly  Chronicle. 
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ESTABLISHED    18111. 

IRKBECK        BANK, 

Southampton  Buildings.  Chancery  Lane.  London. 

TWO-AND-A-IIAIF  per  CENT.  INTEUEST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini- 
mum  monthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  below  £100. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  thp  encourasement  of  Thiif  t  the  Bank  receives  small  sums 
on  iltpLsit  aud  allows  Interest  montlily  on  each  completed  £1. 

BIEKBECK   BUILDING  SOCIETY. 

UOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HODSB 

FOa  TWO  UL'lNt:&S   I'tU   MONTH. 

BIEKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

rOtt    KIVK  SlilLLINOS  TKB  UONTU. 

The  BIKKBECK  ALMANACK,  With  full  particulars,  post  free 
FRANCIS  RAVENSCROFT,  Manager. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.'S 

LJIST. 

NOW  HEADY. 
In  niuBtrated  paper  cover,  price  Is.  j  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

WINTER'S    ANNUAL. 

FOURTEENTH  YEAR  OF  PUBLICATION. 

TWO     HUSBANDS. 

By  JOHN  STRiNGE  WINTER. 


POPULAR  NEW  SIX-SHILLING  NOVELS. 

NOW  READY. 


THIRD  EDITION  NOW  BEADY. 

HEART      AND     SWORD. 

By  JOII^  STRANGE  WINTER. 

"  ,Iohn  8tranj?e  Winter  has  aohievert  one  of  her 
g  eatest  successes," — Sheffield  Diily  Telegraph. 
"  John  Strange  Winter  gives  ns  of  her  best." 

Whitehall  Revieic. 


Now  ready,  the  THIRD  EDITION  of 
MR.  WILLIAM  LE  QUEUX'S  NEW  NOVEL, 

IF    SINNERS    ENTICE    THEE: 

A  Romance  of  the  Riviera. 

"  We  recoprniBe  m  him  a  careful  weaver  of  astonish- 
inpr  plots,  sufficiently  oriRiDal  to  satisfy  an  exacting 
critic,  and  workefi  ui»  with  an  ability  that  is  as  rare 
as  it  is  refresliing."— Xi^erary  World. 


MR. 


JOHN    LONG'S 

NEW  LIST. 


ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Father    Anthonym 

One  vol.,  6s, 


CHARLES  HANiS:AN'S  NEW  NOVEL, 

Castle    OHolm 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Captive  of  Pekln,"  &o. 
One  vol.,C3. 


ESMK  STUART'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Sent  to   Coventry. 

By  the  Author  of  "A  Woman  of  Forty,"  *o. 
One  vol.,  Os. 


KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID'S  NEW  NOVEL.' 

4    Ward  of  the   King. 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Story  of  Lois,"  &o. 

One  vol.,  6s.         {^Immediately, ! 


NEW  NOVEL  BY  C.  V.  ROGERS. 

HER    MARRIAGE    VOW. 

By  C.  V.  ROGERS. 


F.    V.    WHITE    &    CO.. 
H,   Bedford  Street,   Strand,    W.C. 


RICHARD  MARSH'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Curios  s 

Some   Strange   Advantures   of 
Two  Bachelors. 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Beetle,"  4c. 
One  vol.,  68.    With  8  FuU-Page  Illustrations. 

By  ROLF  BOLDREWOOD'S  NEPHEW. 

When  the  Mopolce  Calls. 

Australian    Bush    Talss. 

By  WILLIAM  S.  WALKER. 

With  23  FuII.Page  Illustrations  by  S.  H.  Vedder. 

One  vol.,  38.  6d. 

London  :  JOHN  LONG,  6,  Chandos  St.,  Strand 


CONTENTS    OF   NOVEMBER    MAGAZINES. 


MACMILLAN'S     MAGAZINE. 

No.  4S9.  NOVEMBER.  Price  Is. 

Contents. 

THE  TRE.41URY  OPFrCER'S  WOOINO.    By  Cecil  Lowis. 

ChaDters  .KVIH.-X.X 
LIMITED   venm   UNLIMITED   LIABILITY.     By  Siesceu 

BnoDUl'RST. 

LOVE-MAKING  In  IRELAND      By  Micihel  M«oDo»»oh. 

THE  CAPACITY  of  SAVAGES.    By  P«EDEitRK  Bovlk. 

WOLP-CHARLIE. 

THE  INSANITY  of  the  CRIMINAL.    By  Dr.  YoME. 

ODMESTICITY.    By  SrEpiiES  Gwvss. 

IN  the  TIME  of  the  ENGLISH. 

MY  INDIAN  GARDEN.    By  G.  A.  Levett-Ykats. 

THE  TEMPLE  BAR  MAGAZINE 

Price  la.— Costents  of  No.  456,  fob  NOVEMBER,  1838. 
1.— YOUNG  APRIL.    Chapters  I.— V. 
•.!._AN  APOSTLE  of  the  .TEWS. 
3. -SOMEONE  HAD  BLUNDERED. 
4. -IN  the  COUNTRY  of  LAURENCE  STERNE. 
S.-CURED  at  ROYAT. 
6. -OPTIMISTS  and  PESSIMISTS. 
7.-A  SUMMER  AMIDST  the  SABINES. 
S.-THOMAS  BRITTON. 
9.-A  CHRIST.MAS  in  CLARE. 
lO.-ROMAN  LETTER-WRITERS  of  TO-DAY. 
ll.-IIER  .MEMORY.    Conclusion. 
MACMILLAN  &  CO.,  LiMrrcn,  London. 

BLACKWOOD'S      MAGAZINE. 

No.  997.  — NOVEMBER,  1898. 2s.  ed. 

Some  Opinionsi,  by  A.  B.  C.  D.— Autobiogbapht 
OP  A  CaiLD,  chaps,  vi.viii. — A  Hkathen  Cuinee,  by 
Edward  A.  Irvinff.— A  Troll  in  Nobway,  by  P.  A. 
Wright  Henderson.  — The  Pbesm  amd  Fikancb. — 
John  Chahbbblain,  Lettbk-Wuitkb. — Some  Espebi- 

HENTS     IN     AUATBUK     PaKMISG. — TnB     LaUEEATB     OF 

Lincolnshire.— The  Salisbury  Man(euvi{es.  —  Old 
Whig  and  New.  —  Stkphame  M.ALLAuat-.  —  The 
Empeess-Regent  of  China. —  L'he  Looeer-on  :  Oar 
Fashoda  Despatches;  Kitchener's  E.tpedition ;  West 
Indies;  Medicamental  Literature. 


WILLIAM  BLACKWOOD  ft  SONS.  Edinbubqh  and  London 


NOW   IS    THE    Tl.\rE    TO   SVBSCRIBP:. 

A    NEW   VOLUME   COMMENCES  with   the   NOVEMBER 

NUMBER  of 

THE    CENTURY    MAGAZINE., 

lUustrateil.    Price  13.  41.    Annual  Subscriptiou.  post- 
free.  1U3. 
The  NOVEMBER  NUMBER  cDDtiiins— 
The  Openin?  Chapters  of  a  New  Novel  by  F.  MARION  CRAVT 

FORD— Via  Crucis  :  &  Runiiuoe  of  the  S«jo  id  Orusatlf. 
A  Now  Story  by  MARK  TWAIN.    From  the  L'JDtloQ 
of  lyw. 

A  New  Story  by  FRANK  R.  RTOCKTON-Tho  Vizier 

Tffo-florued  AWxautler.    Part  I. 
Ciptain    SIGSBEE'S    Own    Story  of    the  Dest  action     f  fw 
"  Maine." 
Ani  nuinerom  othir  StorUi  ani  Artel '.a  of  General  ItiterMt. 
ALSO  HEADY. 

Vol.  LVI.,  May— Oct.,  1898.    Price  lOs.   d. 

A    NEiV    VOLUME    COMMRNCES    with    the    NOVEMBER 
NUMBER  of 

ST.      NICHOLAS. 

Illustrated.    Price  Is.    Annual  Subjcription.  post-free, 
The  NOVEMBER    NUMBER  oontiins— 
The  Opening  Chapters  of  a  New  Story  by  GEOR'JE  A.  HENTI 

TUE  SOLE  SURVIVORS. 
BRIGHT   SIDES   of   HISTORY.    A  Series  of  Amusiag  •n'l 
iDtereptin?  Episo<lei  of  History,  Aneieut  iiail  Moieru.    Uj 
E.  H.  House. 
"CHUGGINS."    A  Story  of  SantiiBO.    By  H.  I.  H»scoci 

ALSO  READY. 
Vol.  XXV.  (Part  II.),  May-Oct.,  1898.  price     Id^ 

MACMILLAN  &  CO.,  Limited,  London. 

Ready.    231  pp..  Royal  4to.    With  38  facsimile  M»p» 
and  Illustrations. 

The   ANNALS   of  the  VOYAGES 

BROTBERS  NICOLO  and  ANT3SI0  ZSNO 

In  the  North  Atlantic  about  the  end  of  the  Foarteentl 

Century,  and  the  Claim  foundud  thereon  to  :i  Veneii:'' 

Discovery  of  America. 

i  A  Criticism  and  an  Indictment  by  FRED  W.  LUCA- 

;  Hand-made    Paper,  £2  2s.  net.      Kdition  de  Lix 

limited  to  60  copies  on  Japanese  Paper,  £1  is.  net. 

Full  Prospectus  on  Application. 

HENRY  STKVENS,  SO^,  A  STILES,  30,  Great 

Ruaeell  Stjeet,  London,  W.C. 


%  November,  1898. 
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WARD,  LOCK  &  CO;S  PUBLICATIONS. 

Illustrated  Catalogue,  oompriaing  over  3,000  Volumta  in  every  Department  of  Literature,  sent 

post  free  on  applioah'on. 


NOW  ISSUING. 
A  New  and  Handsome  Library  Edition  of 

C.  J.  WHYTE-MELVILLE'S  NOVELS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  Ss.  6d.  each  Volume. 

The  late  Q.  J.  Whyte-MelviUe.  nnitineri  as  he  did,  the  qaalitle*  of 
of  poet,  novelist,  sportaisan,  and  leader  of  society,  has  long  been 
acknowledged  to  stand  above  rivalry  when  dealing  with  sport  and 
the  romance  of  old.  The  chief  of  bis  contemporaries  and  rivals — 
Bromley  Davenport,  Ilawley  Smart,  Anthony  TroUope,  Lindsay 
Gordon,  kc. — have  all  borne  generous  testimony  of  bis  preeminence. 
Although  the  sale  of  his  works  has  always  been  large,  the  publishers 
feel  that  the  time  has  now  arrived  to  issue  an  edition  more  worthy 
of  his  fame,  and  have  therefore  pleasure  in  announcing  a  monthly 
issue  of  his  novels.  Each  volume  will  bo  illustrated  by  suoh  front- 
rank  artists  as  S.  E.  Waller.  John  CherltOB,  Lucy  E.  Kemp- Welch, 
6.  P.  Jacomb-Hood,  Stanley  L.  Wood,  &o. 

This  Series  will  be  well  printed  from  type  specially 
east,  on  Dickinson's  best  antique  paper,  and  neatly  and 
handsomely  bound  In  cloth  gilt,  with  design  by  A.  A. 
Turbayne. 

HEADY  NOVFMBER  Ulh. 

KATERFELTO, 

Illustrated  by  Luoy  E.  Kemp- Welch. 
TO  BE  FOLLOWED  AT   INTERVALS  BY- 
CERISE. 

Illustrated  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 

SONGS  and  VERSES,    and  THE  TRUE 
CROSS. 

Illustrated  by  8.  E.  Waller. 

MARKET   HARBOROUGH,  and   INSIDE 
the  BAR. 

Illustrated  by  John  Charlton. 

SARCHEDON. 

Illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller. 

BLACK  BUT  COMELY. 

Illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller. 
OTUERS    m   PREPARATION. 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 
An  Entirely  Kew  Edition  of 

HAYDN'S  DICTIONARY  OF  DATES, 

AND    UNIVERSAL    INFORMATION. 

A    OOMPLiri    RKOORO    OP    ALL    NATION*    AND    TIMH. 

With  especial  Beferenoe  to  the  History  and  AohievemtnU  of  Uu  i 

British  Empire.  f 

CoDtalQlDg  the  History  of  the  World  to  ihe  Aatnina  of  1898.     1 

By  BENJAMIN  VINCENT, 

Hon,  Librarian  of  the  Knjsl  Iiiititution  of  Orsat  Brtuin. 

Medium  8to,  cloth,  2I>. ;  balf-ealf,  2&s. ;  full  or  tree  caif,  8I«.  Gd. 

TWBNTY-SBCOND  BDITION, 

Revised,  Corrected,  and  KnlarKe<l  with  New  and  Important  Hatter,  and 

thoroughly  broiiifht,  rtow-ii  tn  tltn  Aiittiniu  of  IMH. 

Containing  constdorably  ovor  1,300   paces,  12,B0O  Artlclaa, 

145,000  Datoa  and  raets. 

" '  Haydn'a  Dictionary  of  Dales '  1»  the  moit  universal  book  of  refemc*  io 

a  moderate  compass  that  we  know  of  iu  the  KiiKlisb  lanKuaffe."—  Ii'sw*. 

Prntpfctu*  and  Specimen  Pant  tent  pott  fret  on  appHealum. 


GUY     BOOTHBY'S     NOVELS. 


JUST    I'UHLISHKD. 


ON    8ALK   KVERTWHERE. 


our  BOOTHBY'S  NEW  JVOVEL. 

ACROSS    THE   WORLD    FOB  A  WIFE. 

IlluKtrfttod  by  Aiidkoss  Walton,     down  mvo,  cloth  (filt,  6s, 
"  This  stirring  tale  ranks  next  to  '  Dr.  Nikola  '  in  the  li>t  of  Mr.  Kootbhj'a 
novels.    It  is  an  excellent  pieoe  of  workmanship,  and  we  can  heartily  recom- 
mend it."— Britith  Wetktji. 

"A  ver.T  romantic  story,  admirably  conceived  and  exfcnte^l      The  thrillinir 
adventures  and  hairbreadth  escapee  are  narrHte<l  wit  b  alt  the  ^  iirnur  and  power 
with  which  readers  of  '  Dr.  Nikola '  are  familiar,"— ,/tVr</e«a  frtt  Prttt. 
BY  THB  SAME   AUTHOR. 
Uniform  with  the  alxjve,  crown  8vo,  cloth  (rilt,  6s.  ( 
Profusely  Illustrated  by  Stutlxt  L.  Wood. 

LUST  of  HATE. 
BUSHIGRAMS. 
FASCINATION  of  the  KINO. 
DR.  NIKOLA. 
A  BID  for  FORTUNE, 
BEAUTIFUL    WHITE    DEVIL. 
MARRIAGE  of  ESTHER, 
IN  STRANGE  COMPANY. 


AUTUMN     GIFT     BOOKS. 

These  Books  are  handsomely  bonnii,  crown  8vo.  cloth  piU,  gilt  edges,  3s.  fid.  each,  and  profusely  IlluBtrated  by  FRANCES  EWAN, 

HAEOLD  COPPING,  and  A.  J.  JOHNSON. 
READY  NOVEMBER  Uth. 
ETHEL   TURNER'S    NEW     BOOK 

THE   CAMP    AT    WANDINONG. 

"Miss  Kthel  Turner  is  Miss  Alcott's  Iruepuccessor.    The  eamc  healthy  8pirit*d  tone  is  visible  which  ffirU  and  boys  recognised  And  were  gratefal  foria'Iittle 
Women  '  and  *  Little  Men/  the  Bame  absence  of  primnesf ,  iiiul  the  eame  love  of  adventure.*'— jBooftmo». 

ETHEL    TURNER'S    STORIES. 


MISS  BOBBIE. 

THE    LITTLE    LARRIKIN. 


SEVEN   LITTLE    AUSTRALIANS. 
THE    FAMILY   AT    MISRULE. 


READY  NOVEMBER  "th. 

A    DELIGHTFUL   CHILDREN'S    BOOK. 

THE   PATTYPATS.      By  H.  EsCOlt-Inman,  Author  of  "  The  One-Eyed  Griffen,"  "  Prince  Gibbley  Gobbley."  &c 
A  dcli(jhtful  story  f(ir  aU  small  folks.    The  escapades  of  the  party  with  many  persons  famous  iu  Nuraery  Ijaod,  form  one  of  the  moat  iatereaiing  fniry  Uile*  that 
have  ttppearcd  for  years. 

NOW  READY. 

PRINCESS    SARAH.     By  John  Strange  Winter. 

"  So  brmhtly  iiiul  iluenil.v  written  is  it.  and  «)  refreshing  an  admixture  of  humour  and  pathos  does  it  present,  that  one  may  safely  predict  for  it  a  Dumartraa 
circle  of  ontliuNiaatiu  readers'."— Z>ai7»  Telegraph. 

AUSTRALIAN    FAIRY   TALES.    By  Atha  Westbuiy.  ... 

"  DdiKlittuI  tales  ..  .  her  power  (if  enchantment  is  real.    Miss  Westbury  has  also  Ibo  skill  to  sot  forth  her  graceful  fancies  inattraotiTe  fonn.'  —Olatgom  BtriU. 


WARD,   LOCK  &  CO.,  Limited,  Salisbury  Square,  London,  E.G. 
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CATALOGUES. 


TO  BOOKBUYERS  and  LIBRARIANS  of 
FREE  MllR*RIE8-Tli<-NOVEMItER  CATAI-OCirE" 
of  Valualilo  SECOND  -  HAND  WORKS  nnci  NEW  IlE- 
>rAINl)ERS.  offerwl  at  iiricPB  fjrentlv  n'tiucpd,  are  Knw 
Ready,  and  will  ho  Kent  po«t  tre«  unnn  anpliCMtion  to  W,  H, 
SiiiTii  &  Sun.  Library  Department,  ISff.  Strand.  Ijin<lc)n.  W.C, 

WILLIAMS        &       NOEGATE 
IM  PORTERS  or  FOREION  BOOKS, 
34,  Henrietta  Street,  Coveot  Oarden,  30,  South  Frederiok  St.. 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 

0ATAL0QDE8   poet  free  on  application. 

WM.  VOYNICH  and  C.  A.  EDGELL,  M.A. 
'    FIRST  LIST  of  BOOKS  OFFERED  for  SALE. 
EARLY   I'RINTINO  (before   15110),  EARLY  AMERICANA, 
CONDEMNED  and   BUKN'ED   BOOKS.   MUSIC, 
BNGLISir  BOOKS    before    1640,    OCCULT    SCIENCE, 
REFORMATION  and  REFORMERS,  the  GREAT 
gOCINIAN   BIBLE,  4c. 


63,  EDITH  GROVE,  CHELSEA,  S.W.,  LONDON. 
Poet  free,  IB.  {by  post  only) 

BAEDEKER'S     &     BADDELEY'S 
TOURISTS'    GUIDE    BOOKS. 
New  fully  detailed  CATALOGUE  sent  iwst  free  on  application, 
DULAU  k  CO.,  a7,  Soiio  Sqoabe.  Losnon,  W. 

BOOKS.— OUT-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPLIED.-I'leaBB  state  want".  Our  Klplin»  Note 
Book  (ad. I  reii'i.v  November  ].">tli.— Wanted.  New  Araliian  Nigl'ts. 
wots..  IiWA  sn.  olTered.— UoLnso  Co.,  Cherry  Street,  Bir- 
mingham. 


NOW  READY. 

A  CATALOGUE    nf    SECOND-HAND 
BOOKS-Oreek  and  Latin  Classics,  Classical  History, 
Arohaoology  and  Philology. 

Deioutoh,  Bkli.  4  Co.,  Cdmbridge. 
AOENCT  FOE  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  an<l  29  West  21rd  Street,  New 
York,  and  21,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C.  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  to  the  excellent 
facilities  presented  by  their  Branch  Ilnuse  in  London  for  filling, 
on  the  most  favourable  terms,  orders  for  their  own  .STANDARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS. -CATALOGUES  sent  on  application. 

IMPOKTANT.-PRINTINO  AND  PUBLUHING. 
"VTEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS.  <S:c. 

'  '  -KING.  SELL  4  RAILTON,  Limited,  liiih.'lass 
Printers  and  Publishers,  12,  (jouirli  Kquare.  4.  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 
Street,  E.C.,  haveBpeci<<lly.biiilt  Rotary  and  otherf.ist  Macliinea 
for  printing  illustrated  or  other  Publications  and  speciallv-built 
Machines  for  fast  folding  and  covering  8,  16,  34,  or  32-page 
Journals  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  Journals. 

Facilities  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver- 
tising and  Publishing  Departments  couductwl. 

Telepone  6S121.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 

TYPE-WRITING  promptly  and  accurately 
.  . ,  done.  lod.  ner  1,000  words.  Samples  and  references.— 
Address,  Miss  E.  M.,  18,  Mortimer  Crescent.  N.  W. 

TYPEWRITING.— MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific, dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatness 
and  rapidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars.  4c..  multiplied 
by  Edison's  Mimeograph.  Ijoog  experience.— Miss  Sraixo, 
8,  Agamemnon  Road,  West  llampstead. 

TYPE-WRITING.  — AUTHORS'  M8S„ 
DRAMATIC  Hiid  SOIENTIPIC  WORK  neatly  COPIED 
ou  the  shortest  i»oa>iilile  uotice.  Strictly  confidential.  Terms 
very  moderate.— Miss  Ward,  58.  St.  Fillao's  Road,  Catford. 


TYPE-WRITING.— Id  per  folio;  over  5,000 
■words.  l8.  per  1,000  ;  over  10.O(H»,  special  terms.  MSS.  care- 
fully reviied.  Work  seat  by  post  receives  immediate  attention 
Trauslations.— En.  Urahau,  Surrey  Chambers.  172.  Strand. 
London. 


LITERARY  RESEARCH.  —  A  Gentleman, 
_  _  experienced  in  Literary  Work,  and  who  has  access  to  the 
iJntish  Museum  Reading  Room,  ig  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  person  requiring  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
search, or  in  seeing  Work  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  —  Apply,  by 
letter,  to  D.  C,  Dallas,  6.  Fumival  Street,  London.  EC. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.  5. 

All  readers  attempting/  this  week^s 
Competitmi  {described  fully  on  page 
2i9)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


ST.  PAUL'S  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL, 
COLET  COURT,  RKOI'ENED  for  MICH AEtiMAS  TERM 
'^n  TUESDAY.  Stptembc-r  13.  Application  for  filling  vacancies 
t)  be  mad«  to  tt>e  Head  Master.  Mr.  J.  Bkwsuer,  M,A.,  late 
;>cholarof  Balliol  College.  Oxford. 

During  the  last  School  Year  W  Paulines  gained  ScholarBhips 
•>r  Exhibitions  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  8  gained  admis- 
■<<on  to  Woolwich  or  Saudliurst.  {Duriug  the  last  twelve  years 
2:n  Hcholan«hjps  havu  l>een  taken  by  I'auHues  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge.) 

At  the  Aiiposition,  1897,  there  wete  83  Boys  in  the  School  wh^ 
had  gained  Oxfnrd  and  "imbridge  Higlier  Certificates,  28  who 
bad  nnfs^d  the  London  Matriculation,  and  77  who  had  qualified 
'or  Medical  Rpgi^tration. 

About  70  per  cent,  of  tht«  Bnys  who  gained  these  successes  had 
received  thtir  earlv  education  at  Colet  Court. 


OLD  COINS  and  MEDALS  of  all  times  for 
SALE.— SECOND  SALE  CATALOGUE.  OcrontH.  1898, 
(Vices  (pioted,  may  be  had  free  on  application,  with  oi  e  plttte 
(;reek  Coins.  IP.  — Dr.  Jacok  Hirscii,  Numismatist,  Dealer  in 
Coins  and  Medala,  Henry  Hirscb  successor,  I.*!,  I.  Ri;ichen- 
'•achstr,  Munich.  BavHria.  Speciality :  Fine  Ureek  and  Komau 
Coins,  Ueueral  Gold  Coins  and  Medals. 


Just  published.  Royal  8vo,  paper  cover.  Is,  net, 

THE     ROYAL     ACADEMY  : 

Its  Uses  and  Abuses. 

By  W.  J.  LAIDLAY,  B.A.,  LL,B. 
"Lneidly  pat,  fidmir-ablv  written,    nothing  in   it 
paps-ionate  or  persoiiHl." — Da'lu  Aetrs. 
"  Vigorous  and  nna,nswera.h]e."— Critic. 
*'  Ought  to  bd  rtjad  by  everyone." 

We*t  Sussejc  Garttte, 
"The  man  who  is  not.  convinced  by  it  is  beiun*! 
reason.'*— *S^.  PauVs. 

London : 
SiHPKiir,  Ma.r»halt.,  Hauiltoit,  Ksitt  k  Co.,  Ltd. 

Ready.    23  i  pp.,  Royal  U-o.     Wit^  36  facsirailo  M.-ips 
and  lllustrati  ns. 

The  ANNALS  of  the  VOYAGES 

OF  THK 

BR0T8ERS  NICbLO  and  ANTONIO  ZENO 

In  the  North  Atlantic  about  the  end  of  the  Fourteenth 
Ceniury,  and  the  Claim  founded  thereon  to  a  Veneiian 

Discovery  of  America. 

A  Criticism  and  an  Indictme^it  by  FRED  W.  LUCAS. 

Hand-made   Paper,   £2  28.  net.      Edition  de  Lnxo, 

limited  to  50  copies  on  .lapaneso  Paper,  it  \  4g.  net. 

Full  Prospectus  on  Application. 

HENRY  STEVENS,  SOV,  &  8TILBS.  39.  Great 

Rubseil  Street.  Landon,  W.C. 


WILLIAMS  &  NORGATE'S  LIST 

NEW    VOLUME    OF    SERMONS. 

Crown  8vo,  antique  paper,  price  59, 

FOR  CHRIST  AND  THE  TRUTH. 

By  Rev.  H.  J.  MARTYN. 


MR.    SPENCER'S     NEW    VOLUME. 

■Revised  and  much  Enlarged,  price  18s. 

THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  BIOLOGY. 

VOL.  1. 
By  HERBERT  SPENCER. 


JDST  PDBLISHKD,  THIRD  EDITION. 
Enlarged  and  almost  entirely  Rewritten,  price  7s.  6d. 

METHODS  OF  INDUSTRIAL 

REMUNERATION. 

By  DAVID  F.  SCHLO&S, 

Of  the  Labour  Department  of  the  Board  of  Trade. 
"  Mr.  Schloss's  book  is  now  recognised  as  one  of 
the  best  authorities  on  labour  economics." 

at.  Jameses  Gazette. 


WILLIAMS     &     NORGATE, 

14,  Henrietta  Street,  London,  W.C. ;  and  at  Edinburgh 

an' I  Oxford. 


The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  Octohtr  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  obtained  gratis  on  ajipli- 
cation  to  the  Publisher. 

THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S  '  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 

BREAKFAST-SUPPER. 


MUDIE'S      LIBRARY 


(LIMITED). 


SUBSCRIPTIONS    FROM   ONE   GUINEA 
PER  ANNUM. 

CAN  BE  ENTKEED  AT  ANY  DATE. 

THE  BEST  and  MOST  POPULAR  BOOKS 

of  the  SEASON  ARE    NOW  in 

CIRCULATION. 

Prospeotueev  of  Terms  free  on  application. 

BOOK    SALE   DEPAETMENT. 

MaDy  Thousaml  Sunilus  Copiee  of  BooIib  alwass  ON  SvKLE 
(Hecoiui  Hand).    Also  a  large  S,koliou  of 


BOOKS   IN  LEATHER   BINDINGS  . 

SUITABLE  FOR 

BinTIIDAY,  irET)riTNG,and  CITHIST.VA 

ritEHENrs. 


I 


30   to   34,    NEW   OXFORD    STREET; 

241,    Brompton    Road,    S.W. ;    48,    Queen    Victoria 

Street,  E.C.,  Lomdok; 

And  at  10  13,  Barton  Arcade,  Mi.iiohisteb. 


THE 

AUTOTYPE     COMPANY, 

74,  NEW  OXFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W., 

PEODUOEBS  AND  PUBLISHXSS  OF  PERUANSMI 

PHulOORAPHIO    liEPEODUuTIONS    iF 

FAUGUii  WORKS  OF  ART. 

SOME    NOTED    FORTRAITS   BY    OLD 
AND  MODERN  MASTERS. 

The  undermentioued  Autotypes,  copied  direct  from  the 
Oriifiiiai  I'iiiutJiigs.  are  publiBhed  in  tim  uuiform  ttizt:  of  18  in, 
Inigest  line.  Pricea,  uiiframed,  12i.  each;  or  appioprialely 
fiaiued,  27s.  to  :{S3.  each. 

BELLINI,  G.— The  Doge  Leonardo  Ljredano.{Natioual  Gallery 
DAVID,  J.  L.— Madame  Recairiitr.    (Louvre) 
DuRKR    A.-Own  Portrait  at  the  a«e  of  2(;.     (Uffizi ) 
GAINSBOROUGH.  T.— Mrs.  Siddous.    (National  Gallery.) 
HALS.  P. -The  Mao  with  White  Ruff.     (National  Galluiy.) 
HOGARTH,  W.— Own  Portrait.    (National  (Jallery) 
HOLBEIN.  H.-King  Henry  VIU.    (Windsor  Caalle) 
HOPl'NER,  J.— The  Countess  of  Oxford.     (National  Gallery.) 
LAWRKNCE,  Sir  T.— Mrs.  Siddons.    (National  Gallery.) 
LKLV,  Sir  P —Oliver  Cromwell.    (Uffizi.) 
MORONI,  G.— A  Tailor.    A  Lawyer.    (National  Gallery.) 
RAPHAEL. -Own  Portrait.    (Uffizi.) 
REMBRANDT.— Own  Portrait.    (National  Gallery.) 
REYNOLDS,  Sir  J.— Dr.  Samuel  Johnson.     (National  Gallery 
ROMNEY,  G.— The  Parson's  Daughter.    (National  Gallery.) 
SARTO,  A.  DEL.— Own  Portmit.    (National  Gallei?.) 
TITIAN.— King  Francis  I.    (Louvre.) 
VANDYCK,  Sir  A.— King  Charles  1.    (Dresden.) 
VELASyOEZ.— The  Spanish  Admiral.     (National  Gallery.) 
AVHISTLER,  J.  M.— Thomas  Carlyle.    (Corporation  Gallery. 

Glasgow.) 
(The  above  form  but  a  small  selection  nf  the  Company's  exten- 
sive Series  of  Famous  Portraits.) 

THE  AITTOTYPE  FIXE  ART  CATALOGUE. 

Now  ready.   New  Edition    nf   Kid  paffes.     Witls  upwards  of 
loj  Miniature  Pliotoi{raph»  of  Notable  Auti<typus,    and  SS 
Tint  Block  Hlustrations.    For  convenience  of  rtjfwrence,  th«  ■ 
Publicatinns  are    arranged  Alphabetically  under  ArtisU' 
Names.    Post  free,  Is. 


THE    AUTOTYPE    FINE    ART    GALLERY, 
7<,  NEW  OXFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 

ESTABLISHED    1811. 

BIRKBECK        BANK, 
Southampton  BuildiDgs,  Chaucery  Lane,  London. 
TWO-AND-A.HALF    per   CENT.   INTEREST  allowed  00  • 
DEPOSITS  repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini-' 
mum  montiily  balances,  when  not  drawn  below  £100. 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  pucphased  and  sold, 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  of  Thrift  the  Bank  recei  ves  small  ati 

on  deposit  and  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  comideted  jEX 

BIRKBECK    BUILDING   SOCIETY.  " 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

rott  TWO  GLiNKAS  rKll   MO.NTU. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

rOB  FIVK  tiHILLI.VOS  PEH  MONTU. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  post  ftM  I 
FRANCIS  KAVENSCROFT,  Manager. 


S  November,  1898. 
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WALTER  SCOTFS  LIST. 

THE  SCOTT  LIBRARY. 

Ofown  Bvo,  cloth  olef^nt.  price  la.  6d,  per  rolumo. 
NKW  VOLUMES. 

THE   PRINCIPLES   of  SUCCESS 

ill  LITKIIATURK.  Uy  (IKOIUJK,  11I';NRY 
I,i;WK.S.  Kdltecl,  with  an  Introduoliou,  by 
T.  SHARPKR  KNOWLSON. 

THE    CONFESSIONS    of   SAINT 

AUGII'^TINi:.  Kdili'd,  witliiin  Ijitroiluiaidn,  liy 
AHTUUll  SYMONf!. 

THE  CANTERBURY  POETS. 

Sqaaro  Svo,  cut  and  iinctit  oiljfes,  Is.  per  volutne. 
^Also,  "Oravaro"  Edition,  in  rich  art  linen  binding?, 
each  Volume  with  Portmit  or  other  Frontispiece  in 
Photogravure. 

L\TKST    ADDITION. 

PlYRA   NICOTIANA:  Poems  and 

Vorsos   ooncernintr  Tt>l)iicco.      Edited,    with    an 

Introduction,  by  WILLIAM  G.  HUTCHISON. 

Thiii  antholo;[y  oontiiiiifl  all,  or  most  o(  the  more  notable  veno 

written  atxml  or  in  tiraiMt  of  toliacoo  and  Bmokiiiit,  aii'l  should 

l>ri»vp  an  adrlillonal  aud  pootlo  aolaoo  to  all  dovoteei  of "  My 

Lady  Niootiuo.'* 

THE  CONTEMPORARY  SCIENCE  SERIES. 

Edited  by  HAVELOCK  ELLIS. 

TWO  NEW  VOLUMES  NOW  READIi. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  fis..  with  a  large  numtor  or 

Illufttrations  and  Dia(?rara8. 

THE     NATURAL    HISTORY     of 

DrGESTrON,     By  a.  LOCKHART  GILLESPIE, 

M.D.,  F.R.C.P.  Bd..  F.R.S.  Ed. 
Dr.  fJillespic,  who  has  Iodr  been  known  as  an  original  inveati- 
ffator  in  this  depart ni cut  of  physiolottv.  lias  in  the  presont 
voliimo  littt'mpted  to  Itrinj?  toi^Bthur  nil  tlm  facts  and  n^oent 
dUcovene*  iwaring  nii  thi«  «uhjeot  of  ceat  solentitic  and  prac- 
tical uni>ort*noe.  l>ealing  with  the  sulyect  in  mnch  detail,  aa 
wall  HA  broiiiil.v  and  conipreheUBivelv,  the  hook  appeals  both  to 
ineditMl  specialist  and  jreneral  reader.  Tin;  author  »hiiw8  that 
diiiestioii  is  a  prooetis  whieli  occurs  throuBhou-  aiiinmteil  nature, 
and  beffinning  with  diuestiim  in  plant-,  and  descrihiug  many 
prlglnnl  and  other  experiments  with  carnivoroiia  plant!*, 
he  pasitH*  on  to  digpstion  in  tlie  lower  animals,  and  then  deali 
fullv  witli  the  many  oomplicateil  nrol'lems  nffered  by  digegtion 
in  the  liisiher  animals  and  man.  The  practical  .niestions  of  dier- 
*[*  ,*^f*"""*l  '»  their  various  lutpeots-  and  the  influuuoe  of 
alcohol,  tea,  and  other  stimulants  discusseil. 

DEGENERACY:  its  Causes,  Signs, 

and  Results.  By  Professor  EUGENE  S.  TALBOT, 
M.D.,  Chicago.  With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  price  68. 
This  volume  presents,  in  a  simple  and  comprehensive  way, 
the  haaifl  of  faot  on  wlilch  the  Bp-culatious  of  Nordau  and 
others  hsve  been  founded.  It  i*  the  first  book  written  in 
EnRlidh  hv  a  competent  authority  dealing  broadly  with  this 
Bubjeot.  Tlie  author  dpjils  witli  more  especial  fulness  with  tlie 
•igns  of  do«enenicy  in  tlie  heul  and  face— ear-,  j;iws,  teeth,  Ac. 
—as  tho«e  which  he  hiu  chiefly  stvidied,  and  which  are  of  mtwt 
general  interest ;  !)ut  he  also  .iiscUHses  degeneracy  in  the  liody 
generally.  a«  well  as  it«  ineut;d  forms.  Tne  chief  cause  tending 
to  pnxUice  degeneracy  in  modern  life  are  discussed- heredity, 
e'imate,  fo«MlB,  aicolioI,etiunation,4c— and  tht«  methods  of  com- 
mtiug  tliem  considf red.  Tlie  book  is  fully  illustrated,  chiefly 
from  original  photogmphs. 

THE  WORLD'S  GREAT  NOVELS. 

lArgo  crown  8vo,  Illustrated,  price  J.-*,  (kl.  per  vol. 

A  series  cf  acknowledged  masterpieces  by  the  moat 
eniinent  writers  of  fiction.  Paper,  type,  and  binding 
will  all  be  of  the  most  satisfactory  description,  and 
•uch  as  to  make  these  volumes  suitable  either  for 
presentation  or  for  a  permanent  place  in  the  library. 
IMPORTANT  NEW  ADDITIONS. 

TWENTY   YEARS   AFTER.     By 

ALEXAS^DRE  DUMAS.  With  Ifi  Full- Page 
Illustrations  by  Frank  T.  Merrill,  and  800  pages 
of  Letterpress,  sot  from  new  type. 

NOTRE  DAME.    By  Victor  Hugo. 

With  nuraeroim  Illustrations. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  price  68.  net. 

Library  Edition,  omwr  4to,  limited  to  85()  Numbered 

Copies,  price  li's.  ed.  net,  all  .sold.) 

BIRDS  of  the   BRITISH   ISLES. 

Drawn  and  Described  by  JOHN  DUNCAN. 
Thin  volume  cpntaiiis  ahout  -KMi  ilrawings  of  Ijirda  by  Jolm 
I'uiiciiu,  uatiiralift  ami  artist.    Tlii;  drawiuga  are  accompaDied 
<>y  a  concise  descriptlou  of  each  bird. 

NEW  VOLUME  OF  POEMS  BY  ROBERT 
BUCHANAN. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gUt  top,  price  68.    [Shortly, 

THE     NEW     ROME:     Poems 

and    Ballads    of     cur    Empire.       By     ROBERT 
BUCHANAN. 


London  :    WALTER   SCO  FT,    Ltd., 
Paternoster  Sqtuure. 


WELLS  GARDNER,  DARTON  &  CO.'S  LIST. 

WITH  INTBOnnOTtON  BV  ANDREW  LANO. 

THE  PLEASQRES  of   LIFERATURB    and    the  SOLACB   of   BOOKS. 

flolncir-d  Buil  ArrauKod  liv  JOSEPH  .SMAVL')Il.  ArtUtUnlly  prlntwl  on  Itid  iwprr.  Th"  i..* 
coiitaiiM  an  llhintrntMl  Titlo-paiu  with  a  IViuiinplaos  raprodooM  in  HallOKrarara  from  M»  u  >'ii>  r  • 
o'lobratnl  nictura  entitled  "  A  itmding  U  Uiderol'a  Uooiw."  Feap.  Htro,  •ttr*  cloUi  board*,  ricbtjr 
gilt,  and  gilt  top,  3h.  (d. 


By   Bessy   Hawlter. 


OVERLOOKED:    a   Tale   of   North    Devon. 

I.B1KU  crown  Nvo,  cloth  lionr.lx,  3r.  Oil. 

THE  NEW  ILLUHTUATBI)  BOOK  BY  "  A.  NOBODY,"  Author  and  Artlat  of  "  NonieniHi  for  Honwbndy, 
Anyljoily,  or  Kvervbo<ly,  parliciilarty  the  Baby-Body.'* 

THE  SURPRISING   TRAVELS    and  ADVENTOBBS  of  BARON  MUN- 


RIIAU.SEN.       With    Coloured 
IllUHtnitiona  by  "  A.  Noljody." 


Frontinpioco   and    Title-pase,   and    nnmerona   black  .nail .  whlta 
Appropriately  bound  in  cloth  boardi,  large  crown  nvo,  Si>.  n<l. 


AN  INTEHR8TIN(i  AND  OHIGINAL  TItKATMKNT  OP  TUB  ALI-HARET. 

DR.    JOLLYBOY'S   A.  B.  C.      Desigrned   by  Gordon    Browne,  P.I. 

Beautifully  iirintsd  in  red  and  black.    Large  4to,  tlluxtrated  pap«r  boarda,  U.  6d. 

SIX-SHILLING    NOVELS. 
NICCOLINA    NICCOLINI.      By  the  THREE    GIRLS    in    a    FLAT.      By 

Author  of  "  Mdlle.  Mori,"  .Vc.    Larue  crown  8vo,  KTHKL    V.    IIEDDLE.      Hluntra-cl   l.v  (inrdon 

oloth  boards.  Brt)wne,  R.L  UtamJ  Sililio». 

MY     LOST     MANUSCRIPT:      the  RICHARD    DE    LACY:    a  Tale   of 


RomnnceofaSchool.  By  MAGGIE  SYMINGTON. 
With  Etched  Title  and  Krontl«pleco. 

"  A  powtsrful,  oriv'liial.  and  ino»t  liitorestin^  titorv." 


the  Later  tx>llarda.  By  C.  KDMOND  MAITBICK. 
With  Et<'bcd  Title  and  Prontiapiecu.  Cio«rn  nvo, 
cloth  bfxinls. 


M.  Field. 


UNDER   THE    DRAGON    THRONE  :  EVE'S  PARADISE.    By  Mrs.  Bray. 

Stories  of  LifH  in  China.    By  L.  T.  MEADE  and  i         With  Etched  Title  and  FronlispieM.  

Rnnh'RT  K"    nr^t^lir  \a  "I'ert*  nlyoup  »f  the  mo.1  oridoal  itorit.  that  ha»e  DMA 

^  If^^^E^  °^  *^^  ®KFJLi^  ETHNE.      By    Mrs.    E. 

"Mfb.  Mcmie  ill  lior  preface  informs  u«  that  this  truly  Il•^lc  Etched  Title  and  Frontu-plcce. 

I'haracter  i»  uot  a  ort-ature  <d  her  imiKination,  hut  hu  Imwii  {Jntra  Aattiom, 

*8l(titched  trom  HlivinR  ori><iiml.'    \Vu  are  ffUd  to  know  that  "Thtt  is.  without  exantrttlOO,  oa«  of  th«  moM  beautiful 

^uoha  noble  and  chitalric   woman  has  h«>r  h^ins  amuDK  the  otorles  of  aocient  Irlih  lite  thai  hat«T*rooaie  uiMur  oar  umIIcc. 

toilers  of  the  ovi^r-wruuKht  East  Hud."— Daily  TtUffraph,  Thecharacter  of  Ktliue  iia  mtltfrpleee."— /'it61i«  UriUkm. 

ThefoUomng  addifittnt  are  note  rtadfi : — 
THE  NEW  NOVEL  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "THREE  GIRL8  IK  A  FLAT." 

A  HAUNTED  TOWN.    By  Ethel  F.  Heddle.    With  Illustrations  and 

Cover  Design  by  Gordon  Browne,  H.I.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  board.*. 

A  STORY  OF  CHRISTIAN  SOCIALISM  IN  THE  EAST  END  OF  LONDON. 

MARY  GIFFORD,  M.B.     By  L.  T.  Meade,  Author  of  "A  Princess 

of  the  (iut'er."    Lar^e  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards. 


DARTON'S  SIX-SHILLING  SERIES  OF  FINE  ART  GIFT-BOOKS. 

Illu.strated  in  the  Iw.-^t  style  ami  printed  on  Rujwrflne  paper. 

STORIES     from    the     FAE  RIE  NATI  ON  AL   RHYMES   of  the 


QUEKNE.  By  MARY  MACLEOD.  With  Intro- 
duction liy  Professor  HALES,  and  nameroas 
lUastrations  by  A.  G.  Walker,  Sculptor. 

PRINCE     BOOHOO    and     LITTLE 

SMUTS.  By  the  Rev.  HARRY  JONES,  M..\. 
With  numerouB  Illustrations  from  Drawinjfs  by 
Gordon  Browne. 

SINTRAM   and  his  COMPANIONS.  THE  SURPRISING  ADVENTURES  of 


NURSEBY.     IntroduciioD  by  GEORGE  SA'Nta- 
I         BURY,    ninstrations  by  Gordon  Browna. 

SWEETHEART    TRAVELLERS.      A 

<IiiM*s    Ho(ik  for  Children,  for  Women,  and  for 
I         Men.     Hy  S.  R.  CROnKKTT. 
Five  Editions  nearly  exhauflted. 


and   UNniNE.     Introduction   by    CHARLOTTE 
M.    YONGE.       Illustrations  by  Gonlon  IJn^wne. 

GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES.  Introduc- 
tion by  S.  liARINC-GOULD,  M.A.  lUustrationa 
by  Gordon  Browne. 


KIR  TOADY  LION,  with  th  m  of  i;-n"ral 
NAPOLEON  SMITH.  An  Improving  Hi>ii>rr 
for  Old  B<jyB.  Young  Uo.v»,  Good  Boya,  Bad  Hoja, 
Big  Boys,  Little  Bo*'',  Cow  Boys,  and  Torn  B-nii. 
By  8.  R.  CROCKKTP.  Author  of  "  Sweetbaan 
Tnivellers,"  "  The  Raidera." 


In  this  Series  will  be  shortly  inclnded  an  important  Addition  to  the  Sludy  of  Bird  Lifa  by  >  well  known 

writer. 

WONDERS    of  the   BIRD    WORLD.     By  Dr.  R.  Bowdler   Sharpe. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  by  A.  T.  Blwea.    BeantifoUy  printed  on  aaperfliie  paper.     Uuiforoi 
with  "  Sweetheart  Travellers,"  "  Grimm's  Fairy  Tales,"  4c.    68. 

BY  THE  REV.  CANON  BRIGHT. 

THE  LAW  of  FAITH.     By  the  Rev.  William  Brigrht,  D.D ,  Canon 

of  Chriftt  {'hurch^  Oxford,  Ref^ua  Professor  of  Ecclesiastical  History.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  l>o»r»lM,  flu. 
"A  very  valuable  theological  work....  Every  patfe  in  th«  out<H>me  of  a  richly  itored  mind,  and  a  reader  will  fln«t  that  any 
BiiiKle  theme  is  bo  tmUe«i  :i8  to  sugfteitt  tnaiiy  fruitful  ^>picll  for  itudfou*  thoufbi.  It  Unotat  all  a  book  to  n«  i«d  buftlrdly ; 
it  desorv^s  anil  will  more  than  repay,  Bteatly  attention ....  Dr.  llriKhl  a 'style  alao  mar  Im  ipcclalljr  oooillMadwl  to  roamt  mM 
whotlcsiro  to  learn  how  to  measure  their  words.  Mo  in  not  only  theologically  exact,  hut  he  UalMneiXBallyraoeeufiu  ill  au^iu* 
iug  to  that  literary  charm  of  btlecUus  the  very  word  which  expreeses  the  writer's  thouchf-t^wnnfitM. 

BY  THE  REV.  CANON  OVERTON. 

THE   CHURCH   in    ENGLAND.     By  Canon  Overton.     With  Haps. 

£  vols.,  crown  Hvo,  68.  each. 
'■  IHb  work  is  souiul,  trustworthy.  Impartial,  and  up  to  dAte.'—Gwtrdivn. 

"  W«  feel  iiolhiiin  but  sineerf  Rtatitudu  for  the  solidity  mud  vertdljr  of  hi*  work."— CAwrcfc  TiHwf.  ..      «       ._ 

"Church  histories  iu  these  days  are  plentiful— eome  would  tar,  too  pleDtirul-:but  Canon  Orertoo. In  bit ' CLnreli  la 
Knglaud,'  approachtis  the  subject  from  a  point  of  Tiew  somewhat  diff.rent  from  that  taken  In  tiuuiy  eorreal  hislorie*  . . . .  We 
liave  nowhere  met  a  eliarer  or  more  intcrestiDC  plotnro  of  tae  ehaxacteristlo  features  of  the  Early  EagUih  Church,  uf  lit 
distiuetly  ujitiouul  character,  Ac."— Ttm€«. 

THE  LAST  WORK  BY  THE  LATE  BISHOP  OF  WAKEFIELD. 

THE    CLOSED    DOOR:     Instructions    and    Meditations    griven   at 

varioua  Retreats  and  Qniet  Days.    By  the  Right  Rev.  W.  WALSHASI  HOW,  D.D.,  First  BUbop  ot 
Wakefield,    t'rown  8vo,  cloth  boanla,  6k. 
The  book  is  speeiallv  raluable  to  all  who  are  euofed  in  paatoral  work :  it  is  full  of  spiritual  food  fcr  all  dmat  OklMian, 
y  lenoine  and  thoroughly  Bncliih ;  ao  example  of  the  best  tpiiltual  life  of  tba  Cbarab  of  Miiwasd  ■ 


is  speoiallv 
and  iu  piety  is  thorough!] 


INTRODUCTION  BY  CANON  OVERTON. 

HISTORY    of    the    AMERICAN    EPISCOPAL    CHURCH. 


By   S.    D. 

M'CONNKLL.D.D.,  C.C.L.,  lieitor  of  Holy  Trinity  Church,  BrookWn,  N.Y.  With  Intrnilacion 
by  J.  H  OVERTON,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Lincoln,  Rector  of  Goneley,  Market  Harboroogh.  Demy  iro, 
cloth  boards,  10a.  6d.       

WB[(LS  OVROXEB,  DARTON  if  00.,  Pateruoster  ?aild|ar«,  LondoD, 
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TWO  NEW  VOLS.— 3/e  SERIES. 

BELINDA—  \ 

1  BY 

AND  f  ETHEL 

aOME     ZITHERS,  i        MAUDE. 

ILLUSTaiTBD. 


BY 
R.  NEISH. 


rpHE     QTHERS— 

BY 

rXNK    OP    rpHEM. 


npHB 

lyTONEY 

lyTAEKET. 


1.. 

(        Author 
)      "  Dodo," 


BY 
p.  BENSON, 
of 
Sie. 


Being  Arhowsmitb's    Chbistuas  Annual  for  1893. 
PEIOE  ONE  SHILLING. 


SIXPENNY 
EDITION 
OP 


ly  THE  PBESS. 

/CALLED 
T3ACK. 


BY 
HUGH 
CONWAY. 


With  short  Preface  containing  its  History. 

The  circulation  of  this  pheno-  QTr^  r\r\r\ 

menal  book  has  reached    O  (  \J\J\J\J 


Bristol :  J.  W.  ARROWSMITH. 
London ;  Siupkin,  HiBSHiti.  &  Compaht,  Limited. 


J.  NISBET  &  CO.'S  LIST. 


THE  GREAT  LORD  BURGHLEY : 

a  Study  in  Elizabethan  Statecraft.     By  MARTIN 
A.    8.    HUME,  Author  of    "The  Courtshipg  of 
Queen  Rlizabeth,"  &c.    With' Photogravure  Por- 
trait.   Demy  8vo.  128.  6d. 
*'  We  have  in  thi.s  volume  not  merely  a  comprebenftlve 
view  of  the  politioal  metho<l8  and  achievements  of 
Burghley,  more  complete  and  clear  than  any  tiling  pre- 
viously attempted,  but  also  a  Btriking  personal  pic- 
ture. "~Z>rti/y  Chronicle. 

*'  Will  take  its  place  among  the  most  notable  and 
authoritative  books  about  the  Elizabethan  age." 

Glasffow  Herald. 

JOHN     RUSKIN,     SOCIAL     Re- 
former.   By  .T.  A.  HOBSON,  Author  of  "  The 
Evolution   of    Modern    Capitalism,"    &c.      With 
Photogravure  Portrait.     Demy  8vo,  ]0a.  6d. 
"This  is  an  instructive  book, thongbtful,  acute.... 
attractive  by  reason  of  its  sincerity.*'— 7'm''*. 

"  We  must  content  ourselves  with  urging  our  readers 
not  merely  to  glance  through,  but  to  study  and  absorb 
Mr.  Hobaon's  admirable  work." — N&w  Age. 

THE    CLEVEREST    WOMAN    in 

ENGLAND.  By  L.  T.  MEADR,  Author  nf 
"Good  Luck,"  itc.    Gilt  top,  extra  crown  8vo,  6s. 

"  A  strong  and  actual  storv  '* — Aondemy. 

"Very  entertaining."— (Ffc*/;^  Sun. 

THE   MEASURE  of  a  MAN.    By 

E.  LIVWGSl'ON  PRESOOTT,  Author  of 
"Scarlet  aurt  Steel,"  "Tlie  Rip's  Redemp  ion," 
&c.    Gilt  top.  e.Ytra  crown  8vo,  6p. 

"Singularlv  interesting  ....  a  notable  success... 
every  page  of  it  w  ill  be  TQ^tX  with  pleasure." — Srofsntan 

"A  clever  and  well-written  love-story."  — Fo'Jrf. 

ENGLISH  HISTORY  for  CHIL- 
DREN. By  Mrs.  F.  S.  BOAS.  With  20  Full- 
Page  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d, 

"An  admirable  little  book Written  with  great 

clearness  and  simplioity picturesqtie  and  telling." 

Academy. 
"A   short,    bright    sketch    for    the    smallest     of 
scholars. " —  Guardian. 

"  In  almost  every  page  there  are  touches  of  quiet 
humour  and  fancy  that  will  make  the  obild  eager  to 
\ea,Tn."—We,tt minster  Gazette. 


J.  NISBET  &  CO  ,  Ltd.,  21,  Berners  Street,  W. 


MR.    JOHN    LONG'S    NEW    LIST. 


"  Old  Father  John  is  a  creation  worthy  of  Lever  at 
his  hefit.*'— Critic. 

ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Father    Anthony, 

One  vol.,  Os. 
"  Undnubtpflly  this  story  is  as  good  as,  if  not  better 
than,  an^  thing  that  Mr.  Buchanan  has  given  ua  for 
some  time."— IToWrf. 

RICHARD  MARSH'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Curios  ! 

Some   Strangre   Adventures   of 
Twio  Bachelors. 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Heetle,"  &c. 
One  vol.,  es.      With  8   Illustrations. 


CHARLES  HANNAN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Castle    Oriol, 

By  the  Authf  r  of  "  The  Captive  of  Pekin,"  &c. 
One  vol.,Cs. 


ESME  STUART'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Sent   to   Coventry. 

By  the  Author  of  "  A  Woman  of  Forty,"  &c. 
One  vol.,  6s. 


A    Key    to    the    Waverley] 

MOVt  LS.  In  Chronological  Sequence,  with 
Index  of  the  Principal  Characters.  Ry  HENRY 
GREY,  Author  of  "  The  Classics  for  the  Million," 
4c.  An  entirely  New  Edition,  Revised  and  En- 
larged (completing  Eighth  Tliousand!.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  88.  8d. 

London:   JOHN   LONG, 


When  the  Mopoke  Galls: 

Australian    Bush    Tales. 

By  WILLIAM  S.  WALKER. 
With  22  Ulustiatious.    One  vol.,  3s.  (ki. 

The  Hospital  Secret :  a  Nivel. 

By  JAMES  COMPTON. 
One  vol.,  Gs. 
"James  Compton"  is  the  pseudonym  of  a  well- 
known  author. 
6,  Chaidos  Street,  Strard. 


TO  LOVERS  OF  GOOD  BOOKS. 

REVIVAL     OF    A    LOST    ART ! 

MESSRS.  TH ACKER  &  CO.,  who  have  just  cnmmonccd  publishing  an  EDITION    DE   LUXE 

of  WHYTe-MELVILLC'S  WORKR,  have  had  a  few  selected  Copies  of  "  RIDING  llECOLLECrioN.s," 
richly  and  plegantly  bound  in  whole  Levant  Morocco,  with  a  Hunting  Scene  painted  in 
Water  colours  on  the  fore  edge  beneath  the  Gold,  ii  custom  iu  vogue  a  hundred  years 
ago,  tjut  now  very  rarjiy  to  bo  met  with  except  in  old  and  valualiLe  bosks. 

Full  rarticulars  and  price  of  these  unique  copies  may  he  had  on  application  to  any  Bookseller, 

or  of  the  Pvlitishers. 
W.  THACKER  &  CO..  Sporting  and  General  PubliBhera,  2.  Creed  Lane.  E.G. 

SPECIAL    NOTICE. 

The  Academy  will  be  sent  post-free  to  every  Annual  Stihscriber 
in  the  United  Kingdom. 

Price   for    One  Issue,     Threepence;    postage    One    Halfpenny. 
Price  for  52  Issues,   Thirteen  Shillings ;  postage  free. 


Hew  and  Forthcoming  Publications 


op 


GEORGE  NEWNES,  LTD. 


THE    CITIZEN'S    ATLAS       120 

pages  of  Maps  with  a  Descriptive  Gazetteer 
and  Geographical  Statistics.  Edited  by 
J.  G.BARTHOLOMEW,  F.R.G.S.  Crown 
folio,  cloth  extra,  llis.  net ;  half-morocco, 
18b,  6d.  net. 

THE  WIDE  WORLD  MAGAZINE. 

Vol.  1.  (April  to  Septen.ber,  ln'.IS.)  t;80 
pages,  fully  lUnstrated.  Crown  4to,  cbth, 
gilt  leaves,  IJS.  Gd, 

FLASHLIGHTS      on      NATURE. 

I '.J  Chapters  on  some  Curiosities  of  Nature. 
By  GRANT  ALLEN.  With  about  120 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  (is. 

THE  HOME  MAGAZINE.    Vol.  I, 

V\i  pages.    Illustrated,     Royal  8vo,  cloth, 


DOWN  the  STREAM  of  CIVILI- 

HATION.  Bv  WORDSWORTH  DONIS- 
THORPE.  With  108  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  oloth  extra,  (Is. 

RAIDERS  and  REBELS  in  SOUTH 

AFRICA.  By  ELSA  GODWIN  GREEN, 
With  It  Illustrations  from  Sketches  by  the 
Author.    Crown  8vo,  oloth  extra,  Ss. 

AIDS  to  HEALTH  and  BEAUTY. 

A  Complete ToiletGuide.  Uy  "MIRANDA." 
159  pages,  long  8vo.  With  Picture  Cover, 
la. 


THE  LIBRARY  OF  USEFUL  STORIES. 

THREE  NEW  VOLUMES. 

1.  THE    STORY  of  RELIGIONS. 

By  the  Rev.  E.  D.  PRICE,  F.G.S.  Pott 
8vo,  cloth,  Is. 

2.  THE  STORY  of  the  COTTON 

PLANT  By  F.  WILKINSON,  F.G.S. 
With  38  Illustrations.    Pott  Svo,  cloth,  Is. 

3.  The  STORY  of  GEOGRAPHICAL 

DISCOVERY:  How  the  World  Became 
Known.  By  JOSEPH  JACOBS.  Pott  8vo, 
cloth,  Is, 


SUNDAY    BOOKS. 

1.  THE   SHADOW  of  the  CROSS 

and  the  OLD  MAX  S  HOME  :  Two  Alle- 
gories by  the  Rev.  WILLIAM  ADAMS. 
With  Frontispiece  to  each  Allegory.  lUmo, 
cloth  extra,  8d. 

2.  THE    KING'S    MESSENGERS 

and  the  DISTANT  HILLS:  Two  Alle- 
gories by  the  same  Author.  With  Frontia- 
pieces,     Ititno,  cloth  extra,  8d, 

3.  THE      COMBATANTS:     aui 

Allegory  by  the  Rev.  EDWARD  MONRO.  | 
With  Frontispiece.    Itimo,  cloth  extra,  8d. 

4  A  YEAR  of  MIRACLE  :  a  Poem^ 

in  Four  Sermons      By  W.  C.  GANNETT. 
With  Four  Illustrations.     Itimo,  cloth  extrSjij 
8d. 


London  :  7  to  12,  Sonthampton  Street, 
Strand,  W.C. 
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ISBISTER  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS 


Ja»t  pablished,  nearly  500  pages,  demy  8vo,  gilt  top,  lOs. 

BISHOP  WALSHAM  HOW:  a  Memoir. 

By  liis  Son,  FllEDEKICK  DOUGLAS  HOW. 
With  a  Fhotogravare  Portrait  and  Faosimilee, 

"  It  forms  aoharmiiiK  anil  witisfyiim  picture  of  the  man,  nml  is  altoxulber 
an  admirable  addition  to  tho  many  recent  bioKraphies  of  distioKuiabcHl  Ohurcb> 
men."   -St.  Januw^t  Gazette, 

"  A  very  lioautifal  volume."— /iri<>»A  Weekly. 


Just 
Pubiisbed 

In  a 
few  days 

Next 
Week 


Nov 
Read; 

In  a 
few  dajs 


GREAT    BOOKS.      Dante,    Shakespeare, 

Milton,  Banyan,  4c.  By  tho  Very  Uev.  V.  W.  FAllRAK, 
U.I).,  Dean  of  Canterbury.    Crown  yvo,  j;dt  top,  Sa. 

THE  COMMANDMENTS  of  JESUS.     By 

the  Kev.  R.  r.  HOKTON,  M.A.,  D.D.,  Author  of  "  Tlio 
Teaching  of  .lesue,"  .tc.    Crown  8vo,  (jilt  top,  fs. 

THROUGH  ARMENIA  on  HORSEBAOE. 

A  S))ecially  Couductetl  Inquiry  ainidfit  the  Scenes  of  tho 
recent  Mawsacres.  By  tho  Rev,  UKO,  11.  HKPWORTU, 
With  a  Coloured  Map  and  27  lUuBtratlona.    JDemy  8vo,  68. 


ENGLISH    CATHEDRALS,— New  Volumes. 

Each  fcap.  8vo,  la,  not ;  post  free,  Is.  2d. 

XL VI.  DURHAM  CATHEDRAL.    By  the 


Kcv.  .1.  T.   FOWI.KK, 
by  Herbert  Kailtou. 


M.A.,  Canon  of  Durham.    Illuatrated 


Jost 
Poblished 


Jast 
Pobllsbed 


Nov 
Read; 


Next 


Now 


Now 
R«adj 


XLVII.  CHESTER  CATHEDRAL.     By  the 

Veo-  Rev.  J.  h.  DARBY,  D.D.,  De«n  of  Chester.    lUustrated 
by  Herbert  Kailtou. 

"Daintily  printed  and  ably  written,  there  is  no  bettor  series  of 
handbooks  to  the  iiinglish  Cathedrals."— i'aij  Mall  Oazettt. 

\A  Litt  of  other  Volumes  in  Series  sent  post  free.) 

THE    GOSPEL    of  JOT.     A   Companion 

Volume    to   "The  Old  Testament  and  Modern   Lite."     Bv 
STOri'ORD  A.  BKDOKE,  M.A.    Crown  Bvo,  gilt  top,  Os. 

"One  of  the  most  delightful  l^ooks  of  pennons  which  we  have 
road  for  many  a  day."— Sunday  School  Chronicle. 


JUDGMENT :    Human    and   Divine.     By 

the  Bev.  GEORGE  JACKSON,  B.A.,  Author  of  "  The  Table- 
Talk  of  Jesus,"  ac.    i'cap.  8vo,  Is.  not;  post  free.  Is.  2d. 

(Vol.  XII.  of"  Tatistook  Sooklete."    List  nf  other  Volumes  in 
Series  post  free.) 

"People  would    hardly  believe   how  much  wise,    useful,  and 
common^ense  counsel  is  contained  in  these  little  Iwoks." 

Leeds  Mer<ury. 

THE    LAUREL    WALK:    a    New   Novel 

By    Mrs.    MOLES  WORTH,    Author   of    "Carrots,"    "The 
Cuckoo  Clock,"  &o.    Crown  (ivo,  gilp  top,  68. 


NEW  AND  II-LUSTRATKD  EDITION,  completing  28,0(.XI 

THE  MEN  of  the  MOSS-HAGS :  a  Story 

of  the  Covenanters.  By  S.  R.  CROCKETT,  Author  of  "  The 
Haiders,"  4c.  With  IB  Illustrations  by  C.  E.  Brock.  Crown 
&V0,  gilt  top,  6s. 

"  Without  presumptuously  forecasting  what  Mr.  Crockett  may  do, 
it  is  probaliiy  safe  to  tay  teat  as  yet  he  has  done  nothing  better 
than  ■  The  Men  of  the  Moss-Hags.'  "—Britieh  Weekly,  Oct.  13,  ie»8. 

FRIDTJOF    NANSEN:    a  Book   for   the 

Younp.  Translated  from  the  Nc)rwogiftn  by  the  Rev,  M.  B. 
BARNARD,  one  of  the  Tranalatora  of  •'Jb'arthest  North." 
With  lllostrations.    Crown  8vo,  2d.  Od. 


GOOD    WORDS    VOLUME,    1898.      Con- 

tainirK,  amongst  many  notalilo  attraction?,  GILBERT 
l'ARKER'8  New  Story,  -'TllK  BATTLE  of  the  STRONG." 
In  handsome  Inndiug,  gilt  cilgcs,  liHi  Illustrations,  Ts.  fld. 

SUNDAY     MAGAZINE    VOLUME,    1898. 

A  Handsome  Gift-Book.  Containing  Mrs.  MOLKSWORTH'S 
New  Story,  "THE  LAUREL  WALK."  12  Coloured  Plates 
and  over  300  other  Hlustralious,  gilt  edges,  7s.  Od. 


ISBISTER  &  CO.,  Limited,  Covent  Qarden,  London,  W.C. 


Messrs.  HURST  &  BLACKETT  beg  to  announce  that 
oming  to  the  enormous  demand  for  Mr.  WA  TTS- 
DUNTON'S  NEW  ROMANCE,  THE  SECOND  EDITION 
IS  completely  exhausted.  THE  THIRD  EDITION 
(nearly  exhausted  by  orders  in  hand)  wih  be  ready 
this  week.  A  FOURTH  EDITION  is  In  the  presr,  and 
will  be  ready  shortly,  in  1  vo'.,  orown  8vo,  gUt  top, 
price  6s. 

AYLWIN 

IIY 

THEODORE   WATTS-DUNTON, 

Author  of  "  The  Coming  o(  Love,"  "  Rhona  Boawell'B  Story." 


SOME  OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS: 

"  A  vivid,  enthralling,  atjsoibing  l(»vx'-story,  full  of  movement  and  )tf«  and 
vigour.  Its  o))en.air  fresbnesi*,  its  thrilling  interest,  and  its  int«ni«  and  nobl« 
passion  will  make  It  one  of  the  most  eagerly  read  novels  of  recent  yean." 

Daily  Chronicle. 

"  The  book  ii  amazing  in  its  variety  and  in  ita  powtr,  in  the  art  with  which 
it  c3mbines  tho  mystical  with  the  actual,  the  piimp  of  society  with  the  humoar 
and  the  pathos  of  the  slum.  Sinti  Lovell  is  one  of  the  most  finished  studies  of 
its  typo  and  kind  in  all  romantic  literature."— XJoi/ir  Neuss. 

"  Wo  can  recall  no  study  of  the  love-passion  that  can  compare  with 
'Aylwin.'  It  declines  to  l)e  classed.  It  is  of  no  school.  It  owns  no  lineage, 
acknowledges  no  tradition.    Its  form  is  new,  its  ethical  message  is  new." 

Tht  Star. 

"  A  poem  in  prose.  Its  style  unprctratious,  yet  full  of  poetry ;  ita  wide 
\ariety  of  sympathy  and  diversity  of  scene— particularly  ita  subtle  Mndy  of 
f  ypsy  life,  its  vein  of  personal  reminiscence,  and  its  spiritual  teaching,  com- 
bine to  make  it  an  addition  not  only  to  our  best  works  of  fiction,  bat  to  oar 
masten'iooes  of  prose."- iiVcraf  «r». 

"  The  words  of '  Aylwin'  corns '  straight  fron  the  heart,'  and  oonsaqaently 
go  straight  to  tho  beaTl.'—Alhenteum. 

"  Since  '  Manon  Lescaut '  we  have  had  no  each  tale  of  sentiment ;  and 
without  doubt  the  sentiment  of  Mr.  Watta-Dunton  is  of  a  higher  eort  than  that 
of  the  Abb*  Prevost."-Sfa«diJrd. 

"One  of  the  wonders  of  'Aylwin'  is  the  artirtic  power  with  which  the 
spiritual  eecence  of  wholly  diverse  characters  are  illustrated  in  a  subtle  unity, 
while  at  the  same  time  the  human  narrative  goes  on  sheer  and  strong."— Saa. 

"Sinn    Lovell   will    probably   prove  one  of   the   greatest  heminea  ia 

fiction "—Echo. 


TWO  IMPORTANT  WORKS. 

In  7  vol.,  demy  8vo.  With  56  Illustrations  from  Photo- 
graphs by  the  Author,  a  Frontispiece  by  R.  Talbot 
Kelly,  R  B  A  ,  and  Two  Maps.     Price  763. 

FROM   SPHINX  TO   ORACLE 

THROUGH   THE   LIBYAN   DESERT   TO    THE    OASIS    OF 
JUPITER  AMHON. 


ARTHUR  SILVA  WHITE,  Hon.  F.R.S.G.8., 

Author  of  "  The  Development  of  Airioa,"  Jco. 


In  1  vol.,  demy  8vo,  extra  cloth,  price  12e. 

GYPSY   FOLK-TALES. 

By  FRANCIS  HINDES  GROOMB, 

Author  of  "  In  Gypsj  Tents,"  "  Two  Suffolk  Friends,"  ko. 


HUHST    &    BLACKETT,    Limited, 

13,  GREAT  MABLBOBOUOH  STREET. 
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OLIPHANTS  LIST. 

Famous  5co#s.— New  Vols. 
THOMAS     R£ID. 

Py   Professor  A.    CAMPBELL    FRASER. 

The  >'co/«7«an  says  :"  I'rofessor  Campbell  Frascr's 
*  Famous  Scoih'  volume  on  Thomas  Kcid  ia  one  of  the 
moHt  able  and  valuable  of  an  able  and  valuable 
series." 

A   SECOND    EDITION    OF 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEV£NSON, 

By  MARGARET  MOTES  BLACK, 
Will  be  Beady  Next  Week. 

The  OtttlooTc  says:  "Certainly  ooe  of  tlio  most 
cbarm  n^  bio^rraphieB  we  have  ever  couio  across. 
The  writer  has  style,  sympnthy,  distinction,  jind 
unhers'andinti-.  We  were  lotn  to  put  the  book  aside. 
lis  "ne  faolt  is  that  it  is  too  short." 

The  Ghibe  says:  "It  is  the  only  account  of 
Stevenson's  career  accessible  in  volume  form.  Un- 
questionably the  aemoir  is  as  interesting  as  it  is 
likely  to  be  useful." 

Fnr  a  Ll'Tofthf  T!PEyTY-FOUR  VOLUMES 
alre-idi/  issued  in  the  FAMOUS  SCUTS  SHRIES, 
atk  at  any  BOOKS ISLLEB'S,  or  wri:e  to  t/ie 
J-UBLISUEHS. 

OLIPHANT  SMEATON'S   NEW    ROMANCE. 

THE    TREASURE   CAVE   of  the 

BI.CK  MOUNTAINS.  By  OLIPHANT 
8MEATON,  Author  of  "  By  Adverse  Winds," 
"Allen  Ramsay,"  "Tobias  Smollett,"  "  Willi.m 
Dunbar,"  &c.    Cloth  extra,  price  6s.,  lUustra  ed. 


BY    A     NEW    WRITER. 

THE    MASTER    of    CRAI6ENS. 

By  A.  D.  RITCHIE.      Cloth  extra,  price  3s.  ed., 

■with  lllusiratiouy. 
The  Scuteman  pays:  "  It  seems  to  breathe  the  spirit  of  th-i 
couatryside,  which  the  Huthor  lias  ptiotiled  with  the  vivid 
crtjatious  of  his  faucy,  aad  it  deligdts  the  ruadur  alike  with  its 
imaginative  and  descriptive  power  and  itti  uadeaiible  literary 
qualitieB " 

THE     HERMIT    NATION. 

KOREAN    SKETCHES:    a    Mis- 

eioimrv's  Observations  in  the  Hermit  Nation.   Hy 

JAMES  8.  UALE,  U.A.      With  19  lUuBtrations. 

Piice  3s.  6d. 

Thv  JJtindee  Advertiser  says:  "Mr.  Gale's  sketches  are  light 

aU'i  easy  reading,  but  tlie  reader  getH  from  them  a  siDgiilatty 

Tivid  impression  of  the  haplesj  race  who  during  the  past  eight 

years  liave  been  made  the  sport  in  turn  of  Uhiua,  Jai>au,  and 

ituBuia." 


DR.   WHYTE   on  the   "RCLIOIO   MEDICI." 

SIR    THOMAS    BROWNE.      An 

Appreciation,  witli  tsome  of  tlie  liest  Passages  ii[ 

the  Physicians  Writings,  Selected  and  Arran<^ed 

by  ALEXANDER  WH^TE,  D.D.    Art  linen,  gilt 

top,  price  2s. 

The  H'eetminRter  Review  saya :  "  Sir  Thomas  Browne  is  tlie 

most  perfect  writer  of  Knglish  prose,  and  his  sentences  are 

precious  gems  from  the  literary  point  of  view.    AVe  recommend 

this  admirable  appreciation  to  all  readurn." 

NINETEENTH    CENTURY    AUTHORS. 

LEADERS    in    LITERATURE. 

Short  Studies  of  Great  Authors  in  the  Nineteenth 
Century.  By  P.  WILSON,  M.A.  Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
"  Lovers  of  litemture  will  appreciate  the  sympathetic  charm 
and  continual  interest  whicu  pervade  ihis  dclightrul  volume. 
It  is  impo88il)le  to  withhold  our  tribute  of  praise  fora  book  tliat 
will  fascinate  all  readers  of  Emerson,  Carlyle,  Lowell,  (ieorge 
Khot,  Mrs.  Browning,  Kobert  Browning,  Arnold,  Spencer,  and 
Kuskiu.  "—School  7JMw(er. 


ANNIE  S.  SWAN'S 

MOST  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Uniform  Kdition,  cloth  extra,  price  3s.  6d.  each. 
SHEILA.    With  Frontispiece. 
MAITLANO    OF   LAURIESTON.    With   FrontiS' 

piece 
THE  GATES  OF  EOEN  !  A  Story  of  Endeavour. 

With  I'onrait  of  the  Authoress. 
BRIAR  AND  PALM  I  a  Study  of  Circumstance  and 

lutlueuce.    With  Frontispiece. 
ST.  VEDA'S;  or,  the  Pearl  of  Orr's  Haven.    With 

Frontispiece. 
THE  GUINEA  STAMP!  a  Tale  of  Modern  Glasgow. 

With  Frontispiece. 
WHO  8KALL  SERVE?   a  Story  for  the  Times. 

With  Frontispiece. 
A  LOST  IDEAL.    With  Frontispiece. 


GASSELL&  GO.'S  L/SL 


New  Volnme  of  Stories  by  E.  W.  Hobnung. 
Ready  in  a  few  days,  price  6s. 

Some  Persons  Unknown 

By  B.  W.   HORNUNG, 

Author  of  "  Tounff  Blood,"  "  Rogue's 

March,"  &o. 


Mr.  Arnold-Fobstbrs  New  Work. 
Ready  shortly,  price  2j.  6d. 

The  Coming  of 

The  Kilogram; 

Op,   The  Battle  of  the  Standards. 

By  H.  0.  ARNOLD-FORSTER,  M.P., 

A.uthor  of  the  Citizen  Reader,"  "  A  History 

of  England,"  "This  World  of  Ours,"  &o. 


New  Novel  by  Mrs.  Ernest  Hockliffb. 
Ready  shortly,  price  63. 

The  Refiner's  Fire. 

By  M.  HOCKLIFFE. 

IMPORTANT    FINE-ART    WORK. 

Now  ready,  3  vol?.,  £3  3s.  the  Set. 

The  Life  and  Paintings 
of  Vicat  Cole,  R.A. 

Described  by  ROBERT  C  SIGN  ELL,  Barrister- 
at-Law. 

Illustrated  with  59  Full-Page  Plates,  aid 
numerous  smaller  Plates  of  Pictures  and 
Studies,  reproduced  from  Photographs  by 
Collotype  and  other  Processes. 


Just  Published,  price  2l8. 

Sights  and  Scenes  ia 
Oxford  City  University 

Described  by 

THOMAS    WHITTAKER,  B.A., 

Exeter  College. 

Illustrated  with  upwards  of  100  Plates 
after  Original  Photographs.  With  an 
Introduction  by  GEORGE  SAINTSBURY, 
M.A.,  Professor  of  English  Literature  in  the 
University  of  Edinburgh. 


OLIPHAVT,  ANDERSON  &  FERRIEB, 
Lo..dun  and  Edinburgh. 


By  the  Author  of  "Concerning  Isabel 

Carnaby." 

Cheap  Edition  now  ready,  33.  Cd. 

Cupid's    Garden. 

By  ELLEN  THORNEYCROFT  FOWLER 

"  Most  delightful  stories  of  love  and 
marriage,  and  the  humours  of  the  human 
heart.  Most  delectable  are  the  surprises  that 
await  us.  The  conversation  is  amazingly 
clever." — Methodiit  Times. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Lid  ,  Loudon,  Paris, 
New  York,  and  Melbourne. 


NEW    BOOKS. 


In  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  containing  Intaglio  Plato 
Frontisi)iece,  price  2t8. 

ST.  THOMAS  OF  CANTERBURY. 

A  Study  of  the  Evidence  bearing  on  his  Deith 
and  Miracles. 
By  the  Rev.  KDWIN  A.  ABBOTT,  D.D. 
*' A  thoughtful  and  emineutly  scholarly  work." 

Scotsman. 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  price  10s.  6d. 

THROUGH    ARCTIC     LAPLAND. 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE   HYNK. 
With  a  Map  showing  Route  and  containing  16  Page 
Illustraiioas,    al?o    several     small    Pen-and-luk 
Sketches   by   Cecil   Hayter,  who  accompanied 
the  Author  ou  his  Journey. 
This  work    floscribes  certain    regions    within    the 
Arciie  Circle  which  bad  not  previyiiely  been  explored 
by  Europeans.    It  is  less  a  record  of  hport  and  adveu- 
ture  than  a  c&atty  account  of  tbe  curioiis  wavs  and 
customs  of  Lapps,  Finup,  and  other  peoples  of  the 
far  Morth. 


Square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  68. 

A    PRISONER     OF     FRANCE. 

Being  the  Reminiscences  of  the  late 

Captain    CHARLES    BOOTHBY,     R.E. 

Containing  Frontispiece  Portrait  of  the  Author  and 

several  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  from  Pen-and-ink 

Sketches  in  the  Author's  Journals. 
This  narrative  begios  with  the  Battle  of  Talavera,  at 
wnich  the  chroTiicler,  a  joung  ollicar  in  the  R«yal 
Kogiiieers,  was  disabled  by  a  wound  in  the  leg.  It 
vividly  describes  the  social  conditions  of  France  and 
Spain  during  the  wars  in  the  early  part  of  the  century, 
and  in  particular  the  chivalrous  courtesy  with  which 
the  h  rench  officers  treated  any  enemies  who  fell  into 
their  liauds. 


MEMOIRS  of  LADY  RUSSELL  and 
LADY  HERBERT,  1623-1723. 

Compiled  from  Original  Family  Documents 

By  LADY  STEPNEY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  58. 

The  Memoirs  and  the  Correspondence  contained  iu 

this  volume  were  dea't  with  in  works  published  from 

time  to  time  in  the  earlier  halt  of  tbe  century.  It  may 

be  considered,  however,  that  they  now  come  with 

some  freshness  ;  since  the  wurks  referred  to  have  long 

been  out  of  print,  and  in  this  volume  they  have  been 

compiled,  from  origmal  family  documents,  by  Lady 

Stepney,  who  lived  four  generations  »go.    The  MSS. 

were  left  by  Lady  Stepiiey  lo  tier  son  Admiral  Manners, 

by  whom  they  were  hequeathed  to  Colonel  Pollok,  her 

great-nephew,  at  whose  instance  they  are  now  published 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  68. 

THE     ENCHANTED     STONE. 

By  C.  LEWIS  HIND. 
Founded  on  the  theory,  prevalent  among  Oriental 
()eo'ile9,  that  ttie  ultimate  Revelation  will  be  in  the 
West,  the  plot  of  this  novel  is  laid  in  London  amid  the 
most  modern  conditions.  The  story,  however,  although 
exceedingly  original  and  daring,  is  neither  fantastic 
nor  frivolous.  On  the  contrary,  it  will  commend  itself 
not  loss  to  the  philosophic  student  of  religion  than  to 
the  lover  of  an  exciting  tale. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  Bs. 

THE  MINISTER'S  CONVERSION. 

By   I.    HOOPER, 

Author  of  "  His  Grace  o'  the  Gunne." 

**  The  character-sketching  is  remarkably  good,  and 

the  sensational  element,  which  introducfis  spiritual 

manifestation  is  kept  within  due  bounos  and  is  never 

unpleasant.'" — Aberdeen  Free  Press. 

"  Thus  ends  a  story  curiously  8»d,  and  in  i)arts  of 
considerable  beauty.  To  some  extent  it  serves  to 
recall  the  work  both  of  Hawthorne  and  Margaret 
Deland,  if  the  two  may  be  named  together ;  but  the 
large  merit  it  has  of  workmanship  and  human  feeling 
is  due  to  Mr.  Hooper's  own  gift  aa  a  novelist." 

Dundee  Advertiser. 

In  1  vol.,  large  crown  8vo,  c'oth,  gilt  top,  price  78. Od., 
with  -I'i  Illustrations. 

THE  HISTORY  of  the 

REFORMATION  of  RELIGION. 

WITHIN    THE    REALM    OF    SCOTLAND. 

By  JOHN    KKOX. 

Transcril>ed  into  Modern  Spelling  by 

CHARLES    J.    GUTHRIE,    M.A.,    Q.C. 

"If  in  this  form  it  iloea  not  become  thoroughly 

lioi)ular,  the  blatne  will  lie  neit^'T  at  the  door  of  Mr. 

Guthrie  nor  of  hie  publishers.*'— ^r^Y/sA  Weekly. 


A.  &;  C.  BLACK,  Sobo  Square,  London. 
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The  Literary  Week. 

Mb.  Watts-Dunton,  it  is  said,  has  been  ao  much 
encouraged  by  the  reception  of  Aylwin  that  he  intends 
to  devoto  liirasolf  entirely  to  creative  work.  Mr.  Watts- 
Dunton,  we  understand,  has  two  other  novels  ready  for  the 
press. 

In  consequence  of  delay  over  the  American  copyright, 
Mr.  Sidney  Lee's  Life  of  William  Shakespeare,  originally 
announced  for  the  15th  of  this  month,  will  not  be  published 
until  the  22nd. 


Mh.  Nicholson's  book  of  London  Ti/pex,  with  quator- 
zains  by  Mr.  W.  E.  Henley,  which  we  shall  notice  next 
week,  is  brought  to  an  end  with  the  following  "Envoy" 
in  a  facsimile  of  Mr.  Henley's  handwriting  : 


k/TvA.^    V«v£    c 


>u 


^.-ct'. 


cfik. 


The  "Envoy"  to  London  Types. 


^ 


The  programme  of  the  next  season  of  the  Elizabethan 
Itage  Society,  which  Mr.  William  Poel  manages  with  such 
.bility,  contains  plays  of  peculiar,  if  not  strictly  Elizabethan, 
Interest.    Tlie  Society  hope  to  produce  Mr.  Swinburne's 

Locrine,"  Calderon's  "  Life's  a  Dream  "  in  Edward  Fitz- 
d's  translation,  and  BjiJmson's  "A  Gauntlet,"  trans- 
ited by  Mr.  H.  L.  Brii(!k8ta<l. 


A  PKOFESSIONAL  indexer  has  taken  objection  to  some 
riticisms  passed  in  an  article  on  "  Curiosities  of  Index- 
g  "  in  a  recent  number  of  the  Academy.  She  identifies 
le  of  the  examples  which  our  contributor  pilloried  as 
er  own  work,  supplies  us  with  a  testimonial  as  to  its 
erits  from  the  author  of  the  book  in  question,  and  a 
and  for  our  ample  apology  for  having  disaj^proved  of 
The  writer  of  the  article,  however,  is  of  the  same 
and  still. 


We  have  received  from  the  Librairie  Haclietto  a  trnns- 
Itttion  of  In  Memoriam,  by  Loon  Morel.  The  rendering 
seems  to  have '  been  carefully  done.  Here  are  three 
familiar  stanzas  in  their  French  dress  : 

J'ai  cru,  comme  celui  dont  la  harpe  sonore 
Accompagne  dos  chants  aux  modes  varit-g, 
Quo  los  deuils  do  nos  cujiurs  sont  leg  morteig  degres 

Par  lesquela  nous  montons  plus  baut,  plug  haut  encore. 
•  •  •  • 

Tel  uion  rt-vo  d'espoir ;  niais,  moi  qui  le  nourris, 

Quo  auis-je  ?  un  faiblc  enfant  plcurant  dang  la  nuit  gombre, 
Uu  pauvre  enfant  qui  crie  et  veut  qu'on  cbasge  I'ombre, 

Et  qui,  pour  tout  langage  a  ces  plcars  et  ceg  crig. 

L'houro  est  proche  ou  du  Christ  ou  fete  la  naissanco  : 
Daus  uue  nuit  sans  lune  un  calme  golennel ; 
De  coUine  en  coUine  les  cloches  de  Noel 

Se  repondent,  per^ant  la  brume  et  le  silence. 


Mil.  CoNAN  Doyle  recently  addressed  the  following 
amusing  letter  to  a  member  of  the  Onneau  Golf  Club, 
with  reference  to  a  concert  held  by  the  club,  at  which  one 
of  the  Songs  of  Action  was  recited  :  "  My  dear  Sir, — Pray 
present  my  compliments  to  the  Ormeau  Golf  Club,  and  wish 
them  from  me  a  very  happy  evening.  I  am  myself  an 
intermittent  golfer,  getting  very  violent  attacks  at  regular 
intervals.  It  usually  takes  me  about  two  montlts  to  con- 
vince myself  that  I  shall  ever  be  any  good,  and  then  I  give 
it  up  until  a  fresh  burst  of  energy  sets  me  trying  once 
more.  I  played  in  Egypt  until  they  told  me  that  excavators 
had  to  pay  a  special  tax.  I  inaugurated  a  private  course 
in  Vermont  also,  and  the  Yankee  farmers  asked  us  what 
we  were  boring  for.  If  ever  the  Ormeau  Club  should  wish 
any  part  of  their  links  returfed  I  could  undertake  in  a 
few  games  to  clear  away  any  sod  now  existing, — Yours 
faitlifully,  A.  Conan   Doyle." 


Mh.  Winston  CiiuiicniLi.  seems  destined  to  attain  a 
cosmopolitan  fame.  His  last  novel  is  being  published  in 
Dutch,  as  a  serial,  by  the  Algemeen  Ilandelsblad  of  Amster- 
dam, under  the  title  of  Op  Becel  can  (Un  Admiraal.  Mr. 
Churchill  follows  upon  Mr.  Anthony  Hope,  a  translation  of 
whose  Rupert  of  ITenlzau  has  just  been  completed  in  the 
same  journal.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Barrie's  Margaret  Ogilry 
has  been  translated  into  Swedish. 


We  understand  that  Messrs.  Smith  &  Son  and  Messrs, 
Harmsworth  have  agreed  on  terms  by  which  the  Harms- 
worth  Magazine  will  be  sold  on  Messrs.  Smith's  bookstalls. 
Only  details  remain  to  be  settled. 
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AccoKDiNG  to  the  Bookman,  Mr.  J.  M.  BarriB  has  now 
written  more  than  half  of  the  sequel  to  Sentimental  Tommy, 
The  provisional  title  is  The  Celebrated  Tommy,  but 
this  may  be  changed.  Mr.  Barrie  will  not  be  able  to  finish 
the  work  in  time  for  its  appearance  in  Scribner's  Magazine 
this  year,  but  it  will  be  begun  in  that  periodical  in  1 900. 


merely  expressing  the  hope    that  it  will    be    amicably 
arranged. 


Mr.  Barrie' s  play,  "  The  Little  Minister,"  by  the  way, 
has  just  been  performed  in  Kirriemuir  ("Thrums")  by 
Mr.  Ben  Greet's  company,  with  some  unforeseen  results. 
There  was  a  full  house,  it  is  true,  but  the  audience 
declined  to  admit  that  the  mirror  was  being  held  up  to 
nature.  Snecky  Hobart  was  held  to  be  speaking  a  form 
of  Scotch  never  heard  in  the  town  before,  and  an  Auld 
Licht  elder  who  dared  to  be  present  described  the  conduct 
of  the  stage  elders  as  "a  gross  caricature."  Laughter 
was  almost  continuous  throughout  the  play,  but  it  was  not 
quite  the  laughter  for  which  the  author  had  striven. 


It  is  a  curious  illustration  of  the  adoption  of  Shake- 
speare by  Germany  that  a  popular  edition  of  the  English 
poet  should  have  been  in  existence  for  some  years,  while 
Schiller  stUl  requires  a  comparatively  long  purse.  This 
anomaly  is  now  to  be  remedied.  The  Deutsche  Ver- 
lagsanstalt  (J.  G.  Fischer,  Stuttgart)  has  just  published  a 
Schiller  in  one  volume,  uniform  in  size  and  price  with 
their  famous  Shakespeare,  at  3  marks  (shillings).  Hitherto 
the  cheapest  edition  of  the  German  national  poet  has  been 
that  in  four  volumes  in  the  Reclam  Library.  It  was 
originally  issued  in  1867  and  has  had  a  considerable  sale 
at  1^  marks  the  volume ;  but  it  is  handicapped  by  the 
execrable  paper  upon  which  it  is  jirinted.  Fischer's  new 
edition  is  complete  except  for  a  few  of  Schiller's  critical 
essays. 

The  question  of  a  German  edition  of  Dr.  Busch's  work 
on  Prince  Bismarck  is  stiU  unsettled.  We  understand 
that  Herr  Grunow,  the  Leipsic  publisher,  who  claims  the 
copyright  over  the  first  volume  of  the  English  edition  as 
practically  a  reprint  of  Prince  Bismarck  and  his  People, 
which  he  issued  for  Dr.  Busch  some  years  ago,  is  consider- 
ing the  possibility  of  taking  up  the  whole  work.  But  the 
firm  set  which  has  been  made  against  the  book  by  the  chief 
houses  in  Leipsic  would  render  his  task  very  difficult,  and 
it  is  probable  that  Herr  Grunow  will  smooth  the  way  for 
his  enterprise  by  a  series  of  favourable  notices  of  the 
English  edition.  This  defence  of  Dr.  Busch  in  Germany, 
should  it  ever  be  undertaken,  would,  we  understand,  be 
published  in  the  Greuzboten,  a  weekly  periodical  which 
Herr  Grunow  owns.  It  will  be  remembered  that,  in  Dr. 
Busch's  editorial  days,  the  Greuzboten  was  freely  put  at  the 
Iron  Chancellor's  disposal. 


Mr.  Newbolt's  new  volume  of  poetry,  Th^  Island  Bace, 
is  dedicated  to  Mr.  Eobert  Bridges.  This  opens  up  an 
interesting  question  ;  for  Mr.  Newbolt's  Admirals  All  was 
dedicated  to  Mr.  Lang,  and  the  poems  composing  Admirals 
All  are  reprinted  in  the  new  book.  That  is  to  say,  Mr. 
Newbolt  has  dedicated  to  Mr.  Bridges  several  poems 
which  already  belong  by  courtesy  to  Mr.  Lang.  We  leave 
the  settlement  of  this  mattef  to  the  two  rival  dedicatees, 


To  be  parodied  is  to  have  achieved  a  certain  popularity) 
or  at  least  recognition.  Hence  we  congratulate  Mr.  Neil 
Munro,  the  author  of  Th^  Lost  Pibroch  and  John  Splendid, 
on  having  already  been  made  the  victim  of  a  literary 
sharpshooter.  A  correspondent,  Mr.  John  Macleay, 
sends  us  the  following  experiment  in  Mr.  Munro's 
genre  : 

Evening  in  the  Highlands. 

With  Apologies  to  Mr.  Neil  Munro. 

"  I'm  off,"  said  the  sun  on  the  sea  out-bye,  and  the  first 
shadow  crept  shyly  into  Glen  Mor.  The  half-closed  daisies 
there  whispered  to  the  wind,  and  the  wind  took  the  news 
of  the  day's  ending  to  Glen  Beag,  to  the  lisping  birches  on 
Sgm  Oman-side  and  on  to  the  rugged  lands  of  the  raiding 
Callums.  The  twilight  rose  in  the  glens  and  up  the 
mountain  sides,  and  the  sun  had  its  last  smile  for  old,  old 
Ben  Mor.  "Gone  is  the  light  for  the  fishing,"  croaked  a 
heron  flying  slowly  inland.  "And  for  howking,  too," 
squawked  the  crows  in  the  wood  at  Craggan  Dhu.  And 
there  was  the  glint  of  the  sun  off  Ben  Mor  and  the  same 
greyness  everywhere,  and  never  a  sound  but  the  sigh  of  an 
evening  wind  in  Corryarrich,  like  a  great  man  gauting. 


Mr.  Neil  Munro,  by  the  way,  is  credited  in  the  ScoU 
Pictorial  with  having  taken  his  hero  John  Splendid  partly 
from  life.  There  is  in  Helensburgh  a  magnificent 
butcher,  known  locally  as  Peter  Splendid,  and  him  Mr. 
Munro  adopted  for  his  romance. 


This  young  writer's  new  story  will  apjiear  in  Good  Word* 
next  year  under  the  title  "  The  Paymaster's  Boy  :  hia 
Fancy,  his  Love,  and  his  Adventures."  It  will  have 
pictures  by  Mr.  A.  S.  Boyd,  who  illustrated  Stevenson's 
Lowden  Sabbath  Morn. 


We  may  supplement  a  paragraph  last  week  by  this 
ofiicial  notice  :  Chapman's  Magazine,  hitherto  the  property 
of  a  private  syndicate,  has  passed  into  the  hands  of  tha 
proprietors  of  the  Idler,  and  will,  from  and  after  tha 
November  number,  appear  as  Cramptoti's  Magazine.  Tht 
magazine  wiU,  as  heretofore,  be  edited  by  Mr.  Oswalc 
Crawfurd,  and  wiU  be  conducted  on  the  same  lines  aa 
before — viz.,  as  a  magazine  of  pure  fiction.  The  NovembsJ 
number  of  Crampton's  Magazine  contains  the  first  instal 
ment  of  a  novel  by  Miss  Violet  Hunt,  eight  complete  shon 
stories,  and  a  novelette  by  the  editor. 


A  NEW  and  comprehensive  critic  makes  his  appearana| 
in  the  November  Blackwood  under  the  initials  "  A.B.CDj 
As  Mr.  Buchanan  did  some  years  ago,  he  takes  a  lo 
round  literature,  and  his  eyes  are  not  too  richly  rewarde 
Four  names  only  of  real  importance  can  he  discover  : 
Meredith,  Mr.  Swinburne,  Mr.  Henley,  and  Mr.  Kipli) 
After  these  he  derives  most  satisfaction  from  "John  Oliv 
Hobbes,"  whose  School  for  Saints  incited  him  to  his  surrejj 
and  who  is,  he  considers,  one  of  the  rare  novelists  th 
can  apprehend  and  present  comedy.     Comedy  is  the  salt  ( 
literature,  says  "A.B.C.D. "  in  effect,  and  comedy  to-( 
is  wof  uUy  rare. 
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Ai/rnouoii  "A.B.C.D."  knows  his  subject  well,  and 
has  a  voice  of  some  authority,  there  are  strange  omissions 
in  his  examination.  Wo  should  like  to  know,  for  example, 
what  he  tliinks  of  Mr.  Hardy.  Many  novelists  are  men- 
tioned, but  Mr.  Hardy's  name  does  not  appear.  And  has 
he  no  predilection  for  Mrs.  W.  K.  Clifford?  And  is  it 
enough  of  Mr.  Bridges  to  say  that  he  "has  written 
pleasant  verses."  And  is  not  Mr.  W.  B.  Yeats  more  truly 
and  notably  a  poet  than  several  whom  "A.B.C.D." 
names  ?  But  when  a  critic  says  his  say  concerning  con- 
temporary letters  in  a  magazine  article  some  omissions  are 
necessary,  and  we  think  too  highly  of  "  A.B.C.D."  to 
tax  him  seriously  with  incompleteness.  His  point  is  to 
show  the  shining  superiority  and  strength  of  his  chosen 
four,  and  he  does  that  persuasively. 


it  the  huoiourist  at  hi«  best,  but  it  is  well  worth  reading. 
There  is  more  than  a  hint  of  "The  Hikatio"  in  the 
conclusion. 


Mk.  O.  H.  Layaiu)  writes:  "You  will  understand  my 
chagrin  at  reading  in  your  columns  the  story  of  Mr.  TiangV 
aajuaintance — 'a  popular  novelist  (in  rude  health)  who 
once  found  a  tale  under  his  name  in  a  serial  to  which  he 
contributed,  who  wasr'paid  for  the  tale,  and  who  has  no 
memory  of  writing  a  word  of  it  or  of  lasting  his  manu- 
script'— when  I  toll  you  that  I  have  hail  precisely  the 
same  experience  lately,  I,  however,  foolishly  forgot 
Coleridge's  'Khubla  Khan'  experience  and  jumpe<l  to 
the  conclusion  that  the  story  (unsigned  in  this  instance) 
was  not   written   by  me.      Incontinently   I,    unlike    Mr, 


In  SpajU*   UA  tk    9»>n.  Cation  g  ^i  <****■  *♦»***  »  ojg'UrQii^txdH  <uu>  (f^**-\, ,  oT  Sto  <l*  U^et ,  lU  duf^t.,^^  off^C^'   X»«^ 
CtL-n/nU .  Jie  /«x^  fXrint  tCcvU  C<MJl>Ut  -^*"**«  ♦  ScJlvoXi^  Aiv  •  <?^<*v«w  'h^rtti^  <^  ItaT.    %k.tu>v  ntA^  OUX 

^  0<UJ  €*i~. ,  O^  C4.^e«^(rtK>   Vt0>Ai   i,KJU  UKo  -Cu.  U/C-6 ,  <U»ii    ^td,    '^^^    <*•  X*<^    1*vL^   a^   Itk^/-  J'*iy^n*£i   »»»*««, 
■YOi/tx    (j«^t^    '^<^..  iWiTLo  -aC^vwC  "•   f^i**"?   '^  ^   Ci-^OvW  CA^3a«n./  V  (tX)t/<   OhA,   ^  ^t^-'y^^af  ^e*^J^,U  ^ta,    #2 
6.tfV)    trvo    -nvcr^L*   tuviui    wht^  <J  '•vtvo   t^uW  <tft.  ;  3  Co/mmu/'  '?«*~*»'>^    /Jt,  eJ"  ojU.  i*.   tmmH^^^^^  ^'t  <^^if^Uc 

Facsimile  op  Third  of  a  Page  of  the  MS.  of  "  Gloria  Mundi." 


Our  reproduction  from  the  late  Harold  Frederic's  MS. 
of  his  novel  Gloria  3fundi  is  an  exact  facsimile  of  about 
ft  third  of  one  of  his  closely  written  pages.  He  wrote  a 
small  but  distinct  hand,  and  any  want  of  clearness  of 
which  our  reproduction  may  be  guilty  is  due  to  the  fact 
that  Mr.  Frederic  used  violet  ink,  and  we  have  had  to 
trace  it.     Few  authors'  copy  is  so  good. 


Mr.  Kipling's  new  stories  of  school  life  will  begin  in  the 
Windsor  Magazine  for  December,  under  the  title  "  Stalky 
and  Co." 


i 


A  NEW  romance  of  the  early  years  of  this  century,  by 
Mr.  Egerton  Castle,  entitled  "Young  April,"  begins  in 
the  November  Temple  Bar.    It  has  a  promising  look. 


A  NOVEL,  entitled  Via  Lueis,  has  only  just  been  pub- 
lished. In  the  November  Century  Mr.  Marion  Crawford 
begins  a  new  novel  under  the  title  "  Via  Crucis." 


In  a  short  story  in  the  Century  Mark  ^T wain  covertly 
j  offers  his  criticism  of  the  Dreyfus  case.     We  cannot  call 


Lang's  acquaintance  (perhaps  he  hesitated  to  call  him 
'friend'),  returned  the  cheque,  fondly  imagining  that  it 
would  go  to  swell  the  Savings-Bank  account  of  some  poor 
dweller  in  Grub  Street.  Now  I  know,  of  course,  that  my 
bloated  editor  or  publisher  has  hired  a  more  expensive 
chef  OT  given  his  youngest  olive-branch  a  pony." 

Mr.  David  Paterson  writes :  "  Your  paragraph  in  a 
recent  issue  concerning  '  the  antithetical  emplojmients  of 
literary  men'  reminds  me  that  in  a  photograph  of  the 
recent  Imperial  Postage  Conference  two  well-known 
Uttirateurs,  Mr.  Buxton  Forman  and  Mr.  A.  B.  Walkley, 
are  to  be  seen  standing  shoulder  to  shoulder." 

The  programme  of  lectures  for  session  1898-99  of  the 
Irish  Literary  Society  includes  the  following :  "Ireland  in 
Alien  Literatures,"  Miss  Ella  D'Esterre  Keeling;  "The 
Jacobite  Songs  of  Ireland,"  Mr.  F.  A.  Fahy ;  "  The  City 
of  the  Tribes  (Oalway),"  Sir  Thomas  Moffett;  "Cork 
in  London,"  Rev.  E.  Buckley  ;  "  The  Boyne  Valley,"  Mr. 
Seaton  Milligan,  M.R.I.A. ;  "Irish  Scholars  Abroad," 
Eev.  E.  Hogan.  Particulars  are  to  be  had  of  the  Hon. 
Secretary,  8,  Adelphi-terrace,  Strand,  W.C. 


1 86 


The   Academy 


5  November,  189S 


The  cheai)  magazines  now  before  the  public  in  such, 
quantities  have  many  severe  critics  among  the  fastidious  ; 
but  so  long  as  the  Harmsworth  can  for  threepence- 
halfpenny  give   such   excellent  illustrations  as    the    one 


"I  TOOK  THE   LITTLE   LADY  IN    MY   ARMS:    ANB   KISSED   HEE." 

which  we  reproduce  from  the  November  number,  there  is 
no  room  for  much  complaint.  This  charming  drawing 
illustrates  a  story  by  Mr.  C.  K.  Burrow,  and  is  the  work 
of  Mr.  Fred  Pegram. 

Apropos  the  cheap  magazine  competition,  we  under- 
stand that  a  large  emporium  in  the  suburbs  of  London 
gives  the  Uarmswortli  Magazine  to  their  customers  in  lieu  of 
change,  and  that  a  draper  in  Heading  has  been  selling 
No.  1  of  the  Royal  Magazine  at  l|d.  a  copy. 


Of  the  Bandar-Log  and  their  ways  all  readers  of  the 
Jungle  Booh  are  aware.  There  is  also,  it  seems,  a  Kipling- 
Log,  and  the  Kipling-Log  are  wroth  with  their  admired 
author  for  his  persistent  and  increasing  love  of  technicalities. 
Hence  this  pathetic  cry  : 

Protest    of   the   Kiplino-Loo    against   the 
Hardxess  of  their  Day's  Work. 

Here  we  sit  in  a  thoughtful  row, 
Conning  the  wonderful  things  you  know — 
Grades  and  switches  and  loco-brakes, 
Upper-deck  striugers  and  garboard-strakes. 
Roaring  scuppers,  fidl  furnace-draught ; 
Thrustblock,  cylinder,  flawed  tailshaft. 

We  have  struggled,  in  very  deed, 

Master,  thy  tale  is  hard  to  read. 


All  your  talk  we  have  ever  heard 

Uttered  by  bat  or  beast  or  bird. 

Hide  or  tin,  or  scale  or  feather. 

Jabbered  at  high  speed  and  aU  together — 

Give  us  that  over  and  over  again. 

But  don't  make  machinery  talk  like  men. 
Yea,  by  our  aching  heads  we  plead, 
Master,  these  tales  are  hard  to  read. 

Then  hear   our   fervent  prayer,  and   as  you're   strong 

forswear 
These  arid  technicalities  yoiu-  stylo  slings, 
Drop  over  in  your  wake  hotbox  and  garboard  strake — 
Be  sure,  as  we  are  sure,  you're  fit  for  better  things. 

K.  K.  ElSK. 


Readers  of  the  Daily  Chronicle  will  have  noticed  that 
that  paper  is  turning  its  attention  to  anecdotage.  Every 
morning  it  tells  a  story,  new  or  old.  This  is  well. 
But  it  is  not  enough  to  set  down  facts  and  then  try  to  force 
a  laugh.  There  must  be  some  art,  and,  of  course,  there 
must  be  the  concealment  of  that  art.  Also,  it  is  often 
better  to  sow  the  seeds  of  laughter  than  to  exact  it  at  once ; 
rarely  should  a  situation  be  exhausted.  Let  us  illustrate 
our  point  with  the  story  which  the  Daily  Chronicle  printed 
on  Tuesday : 

An  amusing  incident  took  place  on  Saturday  in  con- 
nexion with  the  Sirdar's  visit  to  the  Marquis  of  Salisbury. 
The  fact  of  his  departure  for  Hatfield  soon  began  to  be 
noised  about,  and  many  persons  waited  about  King's  Cross 
Station  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  hero  of  the  Soudan.  Sir 
Herbert  was  not  recognised  at  first,  and  while  strolling  on 
the  platform  he  was  accosted  by  a  stranger,  who  said :  "  I 
understand  we  are  to  have  the  honour  of  travelhng  with  a 
big  man  to-night."  "  Oh,"  said  Sir  Herbert,  ingenuously, 
"  and  who  is  that?"  "  Why,  the  great  general  is  going 
down  to  Hatfield,"  replied  the  stranger.  "  The  great 
general,  who  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Sir  Herbert.  "  Why, 
that  Egyptian  gentleman,  what's  his  name."  At  this  Sir 
Herbert  failed  to  maintain  his  equanimity,  and,  bursting 
into  laughter,  turned  away. 

This  strikes  us  as  poor,  and  the  conventional  ending 
worsens  it.  We  know  quite  well  that  the  Sirdar  did  not 
fail  "to  maintain  his  equanimity,"  nor  did  he,  "bursting 
into  laughter,"  turn  away.  The  fact  is,  the  Sirdar  was 
mildly  amused,  which  the  reader  is  not.  A  very  little 
art,  a  very  little  license,  would  have  produced  a  pleasing 
and  humorous  story.  Nevertheless,  the  Daily  ChronicWa 
stories  are  worthy  of  acceptation,  and  we  hope  they  wiU 
grow  better  and  better. 


Apropos  of  stories,  here  is  a  good  one,  well  told, 
find  it  in  the  Cornish  Magazine  : 


We 


"  I'm  afraid,  Jenny,  you  irritate  your  husband  with 
your  long  tongue." 

"Aw,  no,  my  dear  Miss  Vivian.  I'd  never  say  uawthen 
to  en.  T'other  day  I  was  'ome  waiting  for'n  to  come 
'ome  to  supper.  Eight  o'clock  come,  an'  no  Jan ;  nine 
o'clock  come,  an'  no  Jan ;  ten  o'clock  come,  an'  no  Jan. 
I  put  up  me  bonnet  an'  shoal  an'  went  to  every  kiddly- 
wink  in  town,  thout  Dyke  Winsor's.  When  I  come  there, 
there  wor  Jan.  Says  I,  '  You  uggly  murderen  vellan, 
theest  killed  thee  fust  -vdie  an'  now  theest  want  to  kill  me 
too  ' ;  an'  he  up  an'  knacked  me  down.'  " 
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Mh.  Haxl  Caixe's   sojourn  in  America  has  not  been 
entirely  free  from  strife.     One  critic  of  the  stage  version 

of  The  Christian— a,  critic  of  no 
less  eminence  than  Mr.  William 
Winter — declining'  to  be  im- 
pressed by  it,  ventured  an 
opinion  which  Mr.  Caine 
straiglitway  construed  into  an 
attack  on  the  morality  of  hie 
drama.  Forthwith  he  replied 
with  a  defence  of  its  purity, 
and  in  his  reply  he  branded 
the  critic  a  liar.  Mr.  Winter 
at  once  proceeded  to  explain. 
Thus: 

When    he    [Mr.    Winter] 
wrote     that      "  a     religious 
enthusiast  who    has    not   got 
beyond  carnal  temptation  has 
not  travelled  very  far,"  all  in 
the   world  that   ho  meant  to 
say  was  that — speaking  gene- 
rally, and  with    referenco    to 
a     class    of     persons    and    a 
representative     mental      and 
physical      condition — an 
ascetic  devotee  who    is    still 
capable     of     being    in    love 
with     a      woman      has     not 
made   much    progress   on   the    road  to    asceticism.  .  ■  . 
A  finer  phrase  than   "carnal   temptation"   might,   per- 
haps, have  been  selected  with  which  to  designate  man's 
love  —  although     such    phraseology    would,     probably, 
have   been   endorsed  by  both   Haint  Anthony  and   Saint 
Augustine,  the  principal  historic  and  ecclesiastical  sufferers 
from  that   complaint ;    but  it  is  not  every  writer  who 
possesses  Mr.  Hall  Caine's  exquisite  felicity  in  the  choice 
of  language — a  felicity  which  seems  to  be  associated  with 
great  sweetness  of  temper,  lovely  refinement  of  style,  and  a 
most  urbane  and  benevolent  tolerance,  even  for  an  old  and 
worn  wretch  who,  as  he  dodders  into  the  evening  twilight 
of  a  misspent  Ufe,  is  actually  able  to  gaze  upon  the  play  of 
"The  Christian"  without  being  paralysed  with  admiration. 


CARIOATUnE   OF   Mk.   HALL 

Caine,    by    Me.   Stare 
Wood,  in  the  "Ceitic." 


TiiE  undergraduates  of  Edinburgh  University  are 
taking  steps  to  remove  the  stigma  resting  on  R.  L. 
Stevenson's  Alma  Mater,  of  having  contributed  little  or 
nothing  to  his  memorial.  It  is  proposed  that  the  Students' 
Representative  Council  appoint  a  committee  to  collect 
Bubscriptions  from  students  of  the  University  on  behalf 
of  the  fund  for  the  memorial. 


Booksellers- now,  in  the  Strand,  must  have  been  credited 
wit!)  nine  lives  by  Londoners  who  have  taken  note  of  the 
numerous  announcements  of  its  destruction.  It  is,  of  course, 
doomed,  its  site  being  required  for  the  new  street  between 
Southampton-row  and  the  Strand.  We  imderstand  that 
the  booksellers  who  still  throng  this  seventeenth-century 
alley  have  now  received  notice  to  send  in  their  compen- 
sation-for-disturbance  claims.  Fleet-street  is  likely  to 
retteive  some  of  the  exiles ;  and  there  is  little  doubt  that 
the  Charing  Cross-road,  which  has  become  quite  a  book; 
market,  will  receive  still  further  accessions. 


It  is  curious  how  the  bookselling  (iuart«Ts  of  Jjondon 
have  tended  to  move  steadily  westwanl.  Little  Britain 
(E.O.)  was  once  full  of  book-shops  and  is  now  booklesa; 
Ilolywell-street  (W.O.)  is  going;  and  now  the  Charing 
Cross-road  (W.)  is  in  the  astsendant. 


Bo/ier's-cou«t,  at  the  foot  of  the  Tottenham  Court- 
road,  was  another  booksellers'  nook,  and  here  Mr.  Westell, 
who  still  carries  on  his  business  in  Oxford-street,  was  used 
to  see  many  notable  people  browsing  on  his  shelves.  Mr. 
Westell's  old  shop  in  Bozier's-court  is  introduced  into  J/y 
Nwel  by  Lord  Lytton,  who,  with  his  son  Bulwer,  was  one 
of  Mr.  Westell's  customers.  Thus  in  Book  VII.,  chapter  ir., 
of  that  novel  we  read  : 

One  dsy  three  persons  were  standing  before  an  old 
bookstall  in  a  passage  leading  from  Oxford-street  into 
Tottenham  Coutt-road.  .  .  .  "Look,"  said  one  of  the 
gentlemen  to  the  other,  "I  have  discovered  here  what  I 
have  searched  for  in  vain  the  last  ten  years— the  Horace  of 
1.5S(),  the  Horace  of  the  Forty  Commentators— a  perfect 
treasury  of  learnin;^,  and  marked  only  fourteen  shillings  ! " 
.  .  .  The  shopman,  lurking  within  his  hole  like  a  sjiider 
for  flies,  was  now  called  out.  ... 

The  shopman  who  lurked  like  a  spider  was  Mr.  Westell, 
who  is  now,  with  the  exception  of  Mr.  Quaritch,  the  oldest 
bookseller  in  London. 


Mb.  Westell,  who  is  scrupulously  accurate  in  giving 
his  reminiscences  in  conversation,  does  not  recollect 
selling  Lord  Lytton  the  Horace  of  1580 — a  work  which  he 
has  stocketl  only  four  times  in  his  long  career  as  a  book- 
seller. "WTiat  Mr.  Westell  does  clearly  remember  is, 
seeing  the  two  Lyttons,  father  and  son,  march  into  his 
shop  one  day,  looking  very  brisk  and  handsome,  to  inquire 
the  price  of  three  three-volume  novels,  in  choice  binding, 
which  they  had  seen  in  his  window.  Mr.  Westell  had 
just  bought  them  in  the  sale  of  Sir  Charles  Kent's  books, 
and  Lord  Lytton  purchased  them. 


Anyone  who  would  like  to  inspect  an  example  of  the 
awful  literature  which  was  provided  for  boys  sixty  years 
ago  can  see  at  Mr.  Menken's,  in  Bury-street,  a  bound 
volume  of  Wltite\  Penny  Universal  Broad- Sheet.  The  stuff 
in  this  periodical  baffles  description.  The  story  of  Sirteen- 
stringcd  Jack,  or  the  Last  of  the  Highicaymen  appears  in  the 
volume,  while  Inet  of  Andalusia,  The  Treacherous  Monl, 
and  The  Night-Shriek,  lend  their  contributory  horrors  to 
this  strange  volume.     Perhaps  the  grimmest  thing  is  this  : 

The  Murder  Fiend! 

ou    the 

Life  and  Crimes   of  Daniel   Good, 

The   Hum.vn  Butcher, 

followed  in  less  than  six  weeks  by  the  headline — "  Diabolical 

Attempt  to  Assassinate  the  Queen." 


Bibliographical. 

There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  irresponsible  chatter  about 
the  lengtli  of  time  during  which  Mr.  Watta-Dunton's 
Aylicin  has  been  in  existence,  in  type,  and  what  not.  I 
am  in  a  position  to  mention  one  or  two  facts.    The  MS.  of 
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the  story  was  placed  in  the  puhlishers'  hands  in  the  spring 
of  1884,  and  was  sent  to  the  printers  in  the  early  autumn 
of  that  year.  The  "  composition  "  and  "make-up  "  of  the 
book  proceeded  so  far  that  the  story  was  nearly  aU  "  in 
page  "  when  the  author  decided  to  delay  publication.  The 
work  was  to  have  been  in  three-volume  form — the  form 
then  virtually  universal ;  and  I  believe  that  an  edition  of 
the  first  two  volumes  (and  part  of  the  third)  was  actually 
"  worked  off " — i.e.,  "  machined  " — before  the  order  came 
to  halt.  That  edition,  we  may  be  sure,  has  been  destroyed. 
Meanwhile,  it  is,  it  will  be  seen,  as  nearly  as  possible  four- 
teen years  since  the  tale  was^first  forwarded  to  the  printers 
with  a  view  to  publication.  I  am  told  that  it  was  then 
entitled  (perhaps  only  tentatively,  or  for  temporary  con- 
venience) Bukkeripen — a  name  which,  I  fear,  would  have 
been  cryptic  to  the  general  public. 

The  annoimcement  that  the  English  Illuntrated  Magazine 
is  again  to  change  hands  has  sent  me  back  to  the  early 
issues  of  the  miscellany,  the  first  editor  of  which  (as  we 
aU  remember)  was  Mr.  Comyns  Carr.  The  first  number 
appeared  in  October,  1883,  and  what  an  excellent  start 
was  made  in  it !  Among  the  contributors  Mr.  Carr 
gathered  round  him  in  the  opening  months  of  the  maga- 
zine's life  were  William  Morris,  E.  L.  Stevenson,  Prof. 
Huxley,  Mrs.  Craik,  Mrs.  Augusta  Webster,  Mr.  Swin- 
burne, Mr.  Henry  James,  Mr.  Thomas  Hardy,  Mr.  William 
Black,  Mr.  Austin  Dobson,  and  Mr.  Theodore  Watts. 
Mr.  J.  H.  Shorthouse  was  represented  by  some  verse ;  as 
also,  by  the  way,  was  Mr.  A.  E.  Eopes,  the  learned 
gentleman  who  of  late  years  has  been  known  in  play-land 
as  "Adrian  Eoss,"  the  clever  concocter  of  the  liveliest 
lays. 

We  are  to  have  yet  more  "  Eecollections,"  and  this  time, 
it  appears,  from  the  Rev.  A.  G.  K.  L'Estrange,  who  has 
been  before  the  reading  world  for  the  past  thirty-three  years 
at  least.  He  is  credited  with  an  account  of  Yachting  Hound 
the  West  of  England,  published  as  long  ago  as  1865.  Then 
came  his  Life  of  Mary  Russell  Mitford ;  then  his  Literary 
Life  of  the  Rev.  William  Harness ;  then  another  descriptive 
work.  From  the  Thames  to  the  Tamar;  next,  a  History  of 
English  ILumour.  His  books  on  Chelsea  {The  Village  of 
Palaces),  Greenwich  {The  Palace  and  the  Hospital),  and  Royal 
Winchester  are  well  known.  So  are  his  Friendships  of  Miss 
Mitford,  and,  in  a  lesser  degree,  his  Lady  Belcher  and  her 
Friends.  Nor  do  all  these  quite  exhaust  the  tale  of  his 
literary  output. 

The  promised  new  presentment  of  The  Wonderful  History 
of  Peter  Schlemihl  will  no  doubt  give  the  famous  story  a 
fresh  lease  of  life  among  us.  It  was  last  reprinted — was 
it  not? — in  Cassell's  "National  Library,"  under  the 
auspices  of  Henry  Morley.  That  would  be  about  ten 
years  ago.  There  is  an  edition  dated  1877,  and  prior  to 
that  came  the  inclusion  of  the  tale  ("The  Shadowless 
Man  ")  in  a  volume  of  "  Fireside  "  stories  dated  1845.  The 
translations  by  WiUiam  Howitt  and  Sir  John  Bowring 
belong  respectively  to  1843  and  1861.  The  first  English 
version  I  can  trace  is  that  of  1824. 

There  is  to  be  one  more  selection  from  the  prose  and 
verse  of  Goethe — translated,  of  course.  We  have  always 
been  well  supplied  with  Goethean  "  gems,"      One  trea- 


sury of  the  sage's  Opinions  on  the  World,  Mankind,  and  so 
forth,  dates  back  as  far  as  1853.  Another  appeared  so 
recently  as  a  twelvemonth  ago,  or  thereabouts — in  the  neat 
and  impretending  pages  of  the  "Scott  Library."  Then 
there  was  that  quintessence  of  The  Wisdom  of  Goethe  which 
the  late  Prof.  Blackie  compounded  for  us,  and  com- 
pounded skilfully. 

Why  all  this  pother  about  the  copy  of  Boswell's  Dorando 
which  a  London  bookseller  has  "picked  up  "  ?  A  recent 
biographer  of  Boswell  is  quoted  as  saying  of  Dorando  that 
"no  copy  of  this  forlorn  hope  of  the  book-hunter  has  ever 
been  found"  ;  but,  bless  my  soul,  there  is  a  copy  of  it  (in- 
dexed under  "  D  ")  in  the  Ubrary  of  the  British  Museum, 
and  I  should  not  be  at  all  surprised  to  lean  that  there  is  a 
copy  in  the  Advocates'  Library  in  Edinburgh. 

The  "  prose  writings "  of  Sidney  Lanier  which  are 
"  being  collected  "  in  America  are  presumably  his  fugitive 
efforts,  hitherto  not  put  into  volume  form.  Over  here, 
probably,  Lanier  is  best  known  by  his  Roy's  King  Arthur, 
Roy's  D-oissart,  Roy's  Mahinogion,  and  Roy's  Percy— 
adaptations  for  the  use  of  youth.  He  wrote  on  The 
English  Novel,  The  Science  of  English  Verse,  and  Florida ; 
he  produced  a  no^d— Tiger  Lilies  ;  his  Poems  have  been 
circulated  in  England,  and  Mr.  E.  C.  Stedman  has  penned 
an  essay  on  them :  still,  I  doubt  if  he  is  much  more  than 
a  name  to  the  average  English  reader. 

Someone  is  going  to  edit  a  collection  of  extracts  from 
Tom  Moore's  "  Diary,"  comprising,  I  suppose,  all  the  plums 
in  the  way  of  anecdote  and  epigram.  The  idea  is  good, 
but  it  is  not  new.  Nearly  twenty-five  years  ago  E.  H. 
Stoddard  published  in  America  a  selection  from  the 
"  Diary,"  in  a  series  whose  title  I  forget.  Earl  Eussell, 
who  (as  most  people  know)  was  the  original  editor  of 
Moore's  Memoirs,  Journals,  and  Correspondence,  himself  pro- 
duced an  abridgment  of  it  in  1860.  In  its  first  shape  the 
work  ran  to  eight  volumes — a  mine  of  excellent  reading. 

The  new  edition  of  Aurora  Leigh,  which  Mr.  Swinburne 
is  going  to  preface,  will  be  very  welcome.  The  title-pages 
of  the  first  two  editions  of  the  poem  bore  for  date  1857, 
and  there  was  a  fourth  edition  in  1859.  It  would  seem, 
however,  that  the  work  has  not  often  been  published  in 
separate  form.  A  French  translation  of  it  came  out  some 
eight  or  nine  years  ago. 

It  has  already  been  pointed  out  that  the  title  of  the 
newly-ipsued  collection  of  essays  from  Literature — Among 
My  Rooks— ia  that  under  which  J.  E.  Lowell  published 
a  volume  of  essays  from  his  own  pen.  I  may  add  that 
Lowell's  book  came  out  in  1870,  and  that  it  included 
his  papers  on  Dryden,  Lessing,  Eousseau,  and  "  Shakes- 
peare Once  More." 

Surely  Mr.  Lane-Poole's  biography  of  Saladin  will  be 
the  first  that  has  appeared  in  English?  The  French 
authorities  on  the  subject— such  as  Marin,  Cabar  de  Yiller- 
mont,  and  Eeinaud—  are  fairly  numerous  ;  but  in  England, 
apparently,  Mr.  Lane-Poole  has  had  no  predecessor. 

I  drew  attention  the  other  day  to  the  modest  title  of 
Miss  Hay's  promised  book  of  rhythm  and  rhyme.  I  have 
just  come  across  a  title  even  more  modest— Ventures  i» 
Verse.     The  force  of  humility,  surely,  can  no  farther  go. 
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A  Great  Schoolmaster. 

The  Life  and  Letten  of  Edioard  Thring.    By  G.  E.  Parkin, 
M.A.,  C.M.G.     (MacmiUnn.) 

Mn.  Tarkin's  long-looked-for  book  is  at  last  puMishod, 
and  proves  to  be  of  absorbing  interest.  This  is  largely, 
if  not  mainly,  due  to  the  fact  that  the  author  has 
had  at  his  command  the  diary  and  other  papers  left  by 
Thring,  an  advantage  denied  to  Mr.  Skrine  and  Canon 
Eawnsloy.  Mr.  Skrino's  brief  but  brilliant  Memory  of 
Edtcard  Thring  was  avowedly  not  intended  as  a  biography ; 
while  Canon  Rawnsley's  little  sketch,  Edward  Thring, 
Teacher  and  Poet,  was  compressed  within  the  space  of  a  lec- 


Edwaru  Tubing. 

ture.  We  have,  however,  naturally  re-read  both  works  side 
by  side  with  Mr.  I'arkin's  volumes.  No  apology  is  needed 
to  justify  a  third  and  fuller  accoxint  of  this  great  school- 
master. As  the  preface  puts  it :  "  Edward  Thring  was 
unquestionably  the  most  original  and  striking  figure  in 
the  schoolmaster  world  of  his  time  in  England.  During 
the  last  few  years  of  his  life  he  had  come  to  fill  a  larger 
place  in  the  public  eye  than  any  other  English  teacher. 
Abroad  he  was  the  only  English  schoolmaster  of  the 
present  generation  widely  and  popularly  known  by  name." 
"Why  this  was  so  is  common  knowledge  among  educationists 
at  least.  To  those  who  have  been  connected  with  or  have 
watched  the  development  of  higher  education  in  England 
4iuiiig  the  last  half  centurj',  Thring's  views  are  well 
known,  and  many  of  the  improvements  for  which  he 
contended  have  become  part  and  parcel  of  the  aims  and 
arrangements  of  our  best  public  schools.     To  what  extent 


this  may  be  ascribed  directly  to  Thring's  precept*  and 
example,  and  to  what  extent  he  was  only  tlie  most  pro- 
minent and  insistent  representative  of  a  general  tendency, 
must  remain  wrapped  in  that  obscurity  which  shrouds  the 
doubtful  question  aa  to  how  far  reformations  are  the 
creations  of  reformers,  and  how  far  the  latter  arc  merely 
a  supply  evoked  by  a  demand.  Still  the  fact  remains  that, 
whether  aa  an  originator  or  as  an  exponent,  Thring  waa 
the  most  conspicuous  educational  innovator  of  our  time. 

Briefly,  the  main  points  of  his  doctrine  wore  these. 
He  preached,  firstly,  the  right  of  the  dull  boy  to  be 
taught  and  cared  for,  the  wrong  of  his  being  neglected 
for  the  sake  of  his  more  brilliant  schoolmate ;  secondly,  as 
a  corollary  to  this,  the  limitation  of  classes  and  boarding 
houses  to  moderate  numbers,  in  order  that  there  might  be 
no  excuse  for  such  neglect ;  thirdly,  that  it  was  the  duty  of 
a  headmaster  to  have  personal  knowledge  of  the  character, 
doings,  and  progress  of  every  boy  in  his  school,  which 
meant  that  here,  too,  the  numbers  must  be  confined  within 
certain  bounds.  The  limits  he  fixed,  and  to  which  ho 
adhered  in  the  face  of  much  temptation  and  much  interna' 
and  external  pressure,  were,  roughly  speaking,  for  classes 
twenty-five,  for  boarding  houses  thirty,  and  for  the  whole 
school  300.  These  were  the  fundamentals.  In  other 
respects  as  well  he  effected  important  reforms  in  public 
school  life.  He  saw  to  what  extent  the  appropriateness 
or  the  non-appropriateness  of  buildings  assisted  or  handi- 
capped the  efforts  of  the  educator.  He  saw  that  there  waa 
no  reason  why  the  schoolboy's  surroundings  should  be 
squalid,  and  that  a  refinement  of  environment  would 
conduce  to  the  refinement  of  the  pupil.  He  saw  that 
lessons  and  lesson  books  would  be  enlivened  and  rendered 
more  effective  by  the  aid  of  plans,  models,  and  illustrations. 
Again,  organised  instruction  in  music  and  gymna-stics,  the 
multiplication  of  varied  employments  for  leisure  hours, 
so  that  different  tastes  and  interests  might  be  attracted  and 
occupied,  all  found  a  place,  some  of  them  for  the  first  time 
at  school,  in  the  microcosm  of  I'ppingham.  An  old  hoy 
writes  :  "  Class  lists,  Thring  maintained,  and  honours  may 
go  to  the  wall  rather  than  a  dull  boy  be  discouraged.  If 
brain  cannot  excel,  hands  may ;  if  hands  cannot  be  nimble, 
feet  may.  If  hands  and  feet  are  slow,  the  boy  has  a  voice, 
train  that.  There  is  honour  and  endurance  and  self-control 
to  be  found  on  playing  fields  or  in  the  music  class  as  well 
as  in  the  class-room."  One  result  of  the  unwonted  care 
spent  on  the  intellectually  inferior  boys  is  alluded  to  more 
than  once  in  the  diary  :  "  Very  trying,  too,  to  find,  as  was 
and  is  the  case  still,  our  own  succe.ss  acting  against  us. 
I  know  many  cases.  I  know  one  important  private  tutor 
who  openly  avows  it,  where  the  delicate  or  stupid  boys  are 
sent  to  us,  as  the  only  place  where  real  care  is  taken,  and 
the  clever  and  promising  elsewhere."  And,  indeed,  Mr« 
Skrine  expresses  an  opinion  that  at  Uppingham  the  usual 
order  of  things  was  actually  reversed,  and  that  the  cleverer 
boys  were  neglected  for  the  dullards. 

We  have  said  that  Mr.  Parkin  has  had  access  to  the 
private  diary  which  Thring  kept  continuously  during  term- 
time.  Of  this  privilege  he  has  availed  himself  with  wise 
liberality.  A  considerable  portion  of  it  appears  in  fidl  in 
his  peiges,  and  from  it  we  learn  the  man's  inmost  self 
from  his  own  words,  and  these  not  couched  in  set  and 
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premeditated  phrase,  but  obviously  depicting  faithfully, 
alike  in  matter  and  in  manner,  the  momentary  thoughts 
and  emotions  prompted  by  the  more  noteworthy  occur- 
rences or  the  transient  problems  of  the  passing  day. 
Thanks  to  this  we  have  a  marvellously  life-like  and 
realistic  portrait  of  the  "  schoolmaster  hero,"  as  some  will 
have  him.  From  it  we  realise,  as  we  could  realise  in  no 
other  way,  his  doubts  and  difiaculties,  his  heart-searchings 
and  harassments,  and  all  the  needless  wear  and  tear 
entailed  in  the  attainment  of  the  noble  objects  he  achieved 
with  whoUy  inadequate  resources,  with  waverers  on  his 
staff,  and  with  short-sighted  and  ignorant  obstructionists 
on  his  governing  body.  At  the  same  time,  running 
through  it  all,  we  recognise  the  strain  of  dogged  courage 
which  carried  him  ever  triumphantly  through  a  struggle 
that  continued  for  upwards  of  thirty  years.  Throughout 
it  is  haunted,  as  Mr.  Skrine  well  puts  it,  "by  the  fear  of 
failure,  and,  far  worse  than  that,  of  discrediting  truth  by 
the  miscarriage  of  the  plans  which  were  to  prove  it." 

In  structure  and  in  repute  Uppingham  had  virtually 
been  made  by  the  end  of  the  thirteenth  year  of  Thring's 
head  mastership  ;  and  an  obscure  and  slenderly  endowed 
country  grammar  school,  consisting  of  an  Elizabethan 
schoolroom  and  master's  house,  tenanted  by  some  couple 
of  dozen  scholars,  had  expanded  into  a  famous  public 
school  of  300  boys  with  all  the  customary  attendant  pomp 
and  circumstance  of  architecture  and  equipment. 

Many  years  later  a  great  peril  threatened  to  scatter 
Thring's  creation  to  the  winds.  This  was,  of  course,  the 
local  epidemic  of  typhoid,  which  was  met  by  the  temporary 
removal  of  the  school  to  Borth,  and  "  Uppingham  by  the 
Sea"  has  become  historic.  At  this  crisis  his  governing 
body  lent  him  no  aid,  but  the  parents  stood  by  him  ;  and 
the  loss  of  trade  to  the  town,  owing  to  the  absence  of 
the  school,  starved  the  authorities  of  the  former  into 
submission,  and  forced  them  to  set  their  house  in 
order. 

Not  the  least  striking  jjoint  in  Thring's  character  as 
illustrated  in  his  diary  is  his  sublime  audacity  in  financial 
matters.  The  whole  of  his  life  he  was  in  debt,  and  note 
after  note  in  the  diary  reveals  the  terrors  inspired  by  the 
periodical  advent  of  his  bank-book.  Small  marvel,  when 
we  find  such  entries  as  :  "  Bought  the  Chequers'  Inn  and 
premises ;  at  least  have  agreed  to  give  the  terms  finally 
proposed,  viz.,  £1,200.  ...  I  have  not  1,200  pence." 
This  was  one  November,  yet  in  the  following  May  we  read: 
"  White  came  in  to  me  to  offer  to  sell  his  property  next  our 
Quad  for  £700 — a  very  reasonable  sum — and  I  agreed, 
intending,  if  I  could  get  it  in  no  other  way,  to  borrow  and 
mortgage."  No  wonder  that  he  adds:  "  When  I  told  Marie 
[his  wife]  this,  she  fairly  broke  down,  and  all  the  sup- 
pressed trial  of  our  long  debt  came  out,  and  I  broke  down 
too."  After  the  costly  Borth  expedition  things  were 
naturally  still  worse,  and  so  they  remained,  tQl  less  than  a 
month  before  his  death  the  diarj'  is  still  telling  the  same 
tale.  All  that  he  earned  and  aU  that  he  inherited  from 
time  to  time  in  the  way  of  legacies  was  swallowed  up  in 
the  making  of  Uppingham.  Although  he  could  easily  have 
increased  the  income  of  the  school  by  receiving  a  larger 
number  of  boys,  and  his  staff  were  continually  urging 
him  to  do  so,  he  steadfastly  refused  to  sacrifice  his  princi- 


ples  by   exceeding  the  limits  he  "had   imposed  upon  the 
admissions. 

With  all  the  burden  upon  him  he  found,  or  made,  time 
to  produce  four  books  on  education,  seven  class-books,  five 
volumes  of  school  songs,  two  of  poems  and  translations, 
three  of  sermons,  and  one  of  addresses.  The  practical 
value  of  his  writings  on  education  is  heavily  discounted  by 
a  metaphorical  obscurity  of  expression  which  at  times 
degenerates  into  an  almost  unintelligible  jargon.  The 
same  unfortunate  peculiarity  appears  throughout  the  diary. 
He  was  singularly  devoid  of  literary  instinct,  and  equally 
lacking  in  a  sense  of  the  ridiculous.  How  otherwise  could 
he  have  penned  such  a  passage  as  the  following  :  "  March 
9  [1873 J. — How  many  good  things  have  come  to  me  on 
Sundays  to  thank  God  for !  Holy  Communion  to-day,  and 
in  the  morning  a  cheque  for  £941,  dear  cousin  Maria's 
legacy,  came."  Or  this,  which  for  unconscious  humour  is 
hard  to  beat:  "  March  24  [same  year].- — From  a  letter  of 
Theodore's  this  morning  discovered  that  I  was  £450  more 
in  debt  than  I  recollected.  Rather  damaged  my  breakfast, 
but  now  I  am  inclined  to  thank  God  for  having  let  me 
forget  it  so  many  years,"  [and  enjoy  so  many  breakfasts  !] 
But  what  about  poor  Theodore  ?  Is  there  no  sympathy  or 
gratitude  for  him?  Similarly  grotesque  is  "June  2 
[I860]. — I  thank  God  with  all  my  heart  for  another 
proof  of  His  mercy  and  the  power  of  good.  A.  came  in  to 
me  to-night  to  confess  to  having  played  cards  at  Bucking- 
ham on  Thursday."  The  abandoned  but  repentant  "A." 
was  a  member  of  the  school  cricket  eleven  which  had  been 
playing  in  a  match  away  from  home.  There  is  an  element 
of  comedy,  too,  in  a  schoolmaster's  sending  a  boy  up  to 
Oxford  to  compete  for  a  scholarship  and  offering  up  a 
prayer  that  he  might  score  off  the  candidates  from  other 
schools.  The  diary  teems  from  end  to  end  with  the 
utterances  of  a  mystic  who  is  possessed  with  the  conviction 
that  he  is  in  direct  touch  with  the  Deity,  and  that  even  the 
most  trivial  and  commonplace  operations  of  life  are  imme- 
diately and  vitally  influenced  by  the  contact. 

Some  of  the  results  of  Thring's  system  are  summed  up 
by  Mr.   Skrine  : 

His  praise,  as  a  master,  has  always  seemed  to  me  this, 
that  he  yearly  sent  out  into  the  world  so  great  a  propor- 
tion of  boys  with  sound  characters.  .  .  .  There  was  a 
uniformity  of  soundness  among  his  results,  a  strict  corre- 
spondence, so  to  say,  between  bulk  and  sample,  not 
elsewhere,  as  I  think,  to  be  met  with,  where  the  scale  was 
the  same.  .  .  .  Think  what  it  means  to  have  given  the 
spring  of  hope  to  a  crowd  of  feeble,  obscure  spirits,  who, 
but  for  him,  would  have  been  mere  human  lumber. 

In  fine,  with  all  Thring's  limitations,  crotchetiness,  ex- 
travagance, positiveness,  religious  mania,  and  lack  of 
mental  perspective,  it  is  impossible  not  to  be  impressed 
and  moved  by  the  record,  largely  from  his  own  pen,  of  his 
j)rotracted  fight  in  a  great  cause ;  impossible  not  to  allow 
that  he  was  a  vehement  and  great-souled  man,  narrow 
indeed,  but  strong.  No  doubt  it  will  be  objected,  has 
been  objected,  by  some  that  he  was  a  "man  with  a 
mission."  We  must  admit  that  he  was,  but  the  story  of  his 
life's  work  abundantly  proves  that  such  a  man  is  not 
always  simply  a  useful  nuisance. 
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Mild— Very  Mild. 

Lamia' »  Winter- Quarters.   By  Alfred  Austin,  Poet  Laureate. 
(Macmillan.     Os.) 

"Exactly.  But  enough,  Hurely — i^crhsps  somewhat  too 
much — of  that  subject ;  aud  our  little  horses  are  riugitig 
a  carillon  with  their  bells,  as  if  to  remind  us  it  is  time  wo 
were  again  on  our  way." 

"  Oue  moment,"  said  Lamia,  raising  her  hand  depre- 
catiugly.  "  Before  we  quit  this  fair  spot  of  rest  in 
Southern  air,  grace  must  be  said  for  our  al  fresco  repast. 
You  know  what  form  we  like  that  grace  to  take.  Be  it 
.as  brief  as  you  will,  but  it  must  be  in  verse." 

"  We  are  not  in  Sicily,"  he  said,  "  nor  am  I  Theocritus. 
But  Veronica  asked  me  the  other  day  if  I  could  give  her 
some  idea  of  the  short  pastoral  idylls  written  two  thousand 
years  ago,  which  not  all  of  us  can  road,  but  of  which  all 
of  us  have  htard.  I  am  not  so  presumptuous  as  to  suppose 
I  have  succeeded  in  responding  adequately  to  her  wish ; 
but  perhapi  our  almost  Sicilian  svirroundings,  and  the 
indulgent  temper  of  the  hour,  may  confer  on  the  attempt 
something  of  the  appropriateness  it  woidd  otherwise  lack." 

The  latter  speaker  of  formal,  antiquated  sentences  was 
the  Poet,  and  his  audience  consisted  of  Veronica,  his 
wife ;  Lamia,  a  young  unmarried  woman ;  and  the 
chronicler  of  the  party,  who  figures  throughout  as  "I": 
four  personages  who  will  be  familiar  to  readers  of  The 
Garden  That  I  Love  and  In  Veronica's  Garden ;  and  we  have 
placed  this  passage  at  the  head  of  our  article  because  it  is 
typical  of  the  author's  curiously  old-fashioned  manner  of 
recording  conversations — a  mixture  of  the  leading  article 
and  Mrs.  Opie.  Why  he  should  thus  put  back  the  clock 
we  have  no  conception.  We  cannot  believe  that  there  are 
readers  to-day  who  favour  in  dialogue  a  return  to  the 
diffuse  and  artificial  periods  of  our  forefathers ;  crispness 
and  terseness  have  surely  proved  their  case ;  yet  here  is 
Mr.  Austin,  the  titular  head  of  English  letters,  clothing  his 
sentiments  in  copious  and  uncomfortable  brocades  that  we 
hoped  had  long  since  been  moth-eaten  beyond  recovery. 
It  is  peculiarly  odd,  because  in  the  lyrics  which  are  scattered 
through  this  volume  Mr.  Austin  keeps  luminously  and 
directly  to  the  point.  Indeed,  so  careless  is  much  of  the 
prose,  so  fluent  and  haphazard  and  journalistic,  that  one 
cannot  help  feeling  the  author  has  considered  it  of  inferior 
importance  to  the  verses.  "  They  are  the  jewels :  the 
prose  is  merely  the  setting,  which  does  not  really  matter," 
may  easily  have  been  his  contention.  Hence  such  an  ugly 
phrase  as  "  the  purchaser  alone  gets  any  delectation  out  of 
them  "  ;  such  tautology  as  "  a  kindred  need  of  this  kind  "; 
and  the  verbosity  of  the  whole.  Everyone  knows  that  it 
is  more  facUe  to  be  verbose  than  succinct. 

We  do  not  mean  to  say  that  Lamia' i  TFinter- Quarteri  is 
actually  bad— we  do  not  consider  that  it  is — but  its  lack 
of  distinction  in  workmanship  and  the  total  absence  of 
any  vivacity,  any  animating  spirit,  any  gaiety,  makes 
its  triviality  too  noticeable.  Such  books — the  record 
of  a  family  party's  sojourn  in  a  viUa  of  Tuscany 
' — must  necessarily  deal  with  trivial  matters,  because 
domestic  details  are  always  trivial,  and  the  conversation  of 
travelling  companions  usually  so ;  but  there  is  a  method  of 
so  treating  the  trivial  that  the  result  is  literature.  Mr. 
Austin  has,  however,  not  mastered  it.  Lamia's  Winter- 
Quarters  has  all  the  machinery  of  a  charming  book,  and  is 


yet  without  charm.  The  Poet  is  a  bore.  lie  is  aelf- 
conscious  and  pontifical.  lie  ia  often  a  prig.  Veronica  is 
dull,  and  a  near  relative  of  Mrs.  Grundy.  Lamia  ia  meant 
to  bo  a  revelation  of  beauty  and  winsomenru,  but  inatead 
she  has  the  skittishnoss  of  a  governess  at  a  picnic.  She  is 
arch  in  the  early  Victorian  way.  She  would  tap  you  with 
her  fan.  She  gives  the  impression  that  she  might  even 
say,  with  a  giggle :  "  You  nauglity  man !  "  and  surely 
Mr.  Austin  never  intended  that.  She  tells  the  chronicler 
that  he  will  never  understand  women.  ISheasks:  "Will 
it  be  very  unromantic  to  seem  hungry?"  Adding: 
"  Because  if  it  would — as  I  shouhl  not  like  to  hurt 
anyone's  feelings — I  can  sate  the  edge  of  appetite  with 
bare  imagination  of  a  feast,  or,  at  most,  with  the 
unsubstantial  pageant  of  a  mandarin  orange."  (Sub- 
sequently, it  may  be  mentioned,  the  party  indulged  in 
the  "pleasant  and  perfectly  safe  satisfaction  of  their 
appetite.")  Now,  such  things  as  these,  wo  hold,  are  not 
matter  for  a  book  :  they  are  only  in  place  in  an  essay 
entitled  "Our  Winter  in  Tuscany,"  read  before  a  pro- 
vincial Essay  Society. 

After  subtracting  these  passages  there  is  still  a  quantity 
of  serious  disquisition  on   a    number  of    conversational  ' 
topics ;  but  Mr.  Austin  has  not  the  art  or  the  genius  for 
taking  pains  to  make  it  good  reading. 

The  author's  verse,  however,  is  in  pleasant  contrast  to  his 
prose.  It  has  brightness  and  clarity.  As  of  old  he  shows  too 
great  facility  in  dropping  into  mere  rhymed  catalogues  of 
natural  phenomena ;  but,  as  these  lists  are  lists  of  flowers 
and  birds  and  beasts  which  are  associated  in  our  minds 
with  rural  contentment,  we  like  them.  They  bring  fragrant 
and  delectable  memories.    Thus  : 

Good  night !    Now  dwindle  wan  and  low 
The  embers  of  the  after-glow, 
And  slowly  over  leaf  and  lawn 
Is  twilight's  dewy  curtain  drawn. 
The  slouching  vixen  leaves  her  lair, 
And,  prowling,  sniffs  the  tell-tale  air. 
The  frogs  croak  louder  in  the  dyke, 
And  all  the  trees  seem  dark  alike : 
The  bee  is  drowsing  in  the  comb, 
The  sharded  beetle  hath  gone  home  : 
Grood  night  ! 

The  book  has  illustrations  which  appear  to  be  engravings 
of  photographs.  They  are  vividly  bright  and  sunny,  and 
are  exceUont  examples  of  their  art ;  but  they  are  all  too 
large  for  the  page,  and  give  the  book  an  awkward  air. 
But  this,  we  take  it,  is  not  the  fault  of  Mr.  Austin. 


Godfrida. 


Godfrida :   a    Play    in    Four  Acts.     By  John  Davidson. 
(Lane.     ds.  net) 

Heading  Godfrida  you  are  reminded  of  a  great  work  of 
art.  Browning's  In  the  Balcony.  Here,  too,  the  theme  ia 
the  rivalry  in  love  of  a  woman  sovereign  and  her  humbler 
friend.  Ermengarde,  Duchess  of  Provence,  would  wed 
Siward,  the  invincible  northerner,  who  has  saved  the 
realm  from  the  armies  of  Esplandian.  But  Siward  loves 
Godfrida,  and  Godfrida  loves  Siward,  a  love  bom  of  a 
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momentary  vision  as  he  rode  through  the  streets  in  triunipli 
after  his  victory,  and  she  hung  from  her  lattice  to  behold. 
Browning's,  however,  is  pure  literary  drama,  passing  in  the 
dialogue  of  three  persons,  with  almost  no  environment  and 
almost  no  external  action.  Mr.  Davidson  writes  "  for  the 
stage  "  and  a  very  different  mode  of  treatment  is  exacted. 
A  disturbing  element  is  added  in  the  form  of  the  Chancellor 
Isembert,  who  also  loves  Godfrida,  and  whose  intrigues, 
though  the  precise  intention  of  them  is  not  always  easy 
to  follow,  serve  to  ruffle  the  course  of  true  love.  Then 
there  is  for  setting  the  pageantry  of  a  crowd.  Isembert 
and  the  crowd  are  perhaps  legitimate,  but  we  should  have 
liked  the  play  better  if  Mr.  Davidson  had  seen  his  way 
to  leave  out  certain  minor  characters — a  drunkard,  a  foolish 
knight,  a  page,  and  so  forth — who  have  little  or  no 
dramatic  value  and  whose  scenes  are  intolerably  tedious. 

As  for  the  handling  of  the  play  and  its  blank  verse, 
Mr.  Davidson  seems  to  us  exceedingly  good,  whenever  the 
central  lyric  note  of  romantic  love,  love  at  first  sight,  love 
strong  as  death,  is  touched  upon.  For  the  Siward  and 
Godiva  relation,  their  speeches  to  each  other,  or  of  each 
other,  he  has  poetry  in  reserve.  Possibly  the  finer  dramatic 
effect  might  have  been  attained  by  giving  the  poetry  to  the 
"brain-sick"  Isembert  and  Ermengarde,  and  not  to  the 
"ingenuous "  Siward  and  Godfrida  ;  but  let  that  pass,  and 
let  us  be  grateful  when  we  get  them  for  such  times  as 
these. 

GoriFRlDA. 

We  gather  violets  because  the  skies 
Are  far  beyond  our  reach — but  if  a  star 
Came  down  to  us  with  sweet  fire  over-brimmed, 
We  might  forget  the  simple  violets. 

SlWART). 

And  when  the  moon  comes  we  forget  the  stars. 
No  other  planet  in  the  firmament 
Can  make  my  heait  leap  since  your  love-Ut  eyes 
Looked  on  me  from  your  lattice  earnestly, 
And  all  the  aimless  longing  of  my  life 
Began  to  flow  in  one  full  tide  to  you. 

In  the  same  true  vein  of  romance  is  the  reply  of  Godfrida, 
when  accused  by  Ermengarde  before  all  the  people  of 
winning  her  lover  by  the  snares  of  the  black  art : 

GODFBIDA. 

I  dare  do  anything  but  lie  ; 
For  am  I  not  contcndiug  for  my  love  ? 
If  there  be  any  here  who  feel,  who  think, 
Whose  hearts  say  now,  or  who  remember  still 
What  love  is,  I  beseech  them  to  believe 
That  nature  was  the  only  sorceress, 
And  passion  all  the  magic  that  we  knew — 
Siward  and  I,  bewitching  and  bewitched. 
I  loved  him  ere  I  saw  him,  hearing  told 
The  story  of  his  prowtss,  while  his  name 
On  eager  tongues  o'er-ran  the  murmuring  street. 
Like  one  who  sickens  tiU  the  judge  pronounce 
Immediate  life  or  death,  pulseless  I  watched 
His  crowded  passage  ;  had  he  not  looked  up 
I  think  I  should  have  died ;  but  our  eyes  met ; 
Our  souls  saluted  proudly,  swift  to  guess 
How  great  a  thing  had  happened  in  the  world. 
Unfortunately,  when  the  lyric  inspiration  fails  him  Mr. 
Davidson's  blank  verse  becomes  rather  lamentable.     He 
has  not  learnt  to  use  it  for  meditative  passages,  or  for  the 


subtle  development  of  the  internal  drama  of  the  soul.  And 
above  all,  lie  has  not  learnt  to  use  it  for  the  machinery  and 
background  of  his  action.  For  want  of  continuous  and 
simple  dignity  it  is  sometimes  on  the  verge  of  bathos. 
As  thus : 

Isembert. 

Your  eyes  are  branded  on  my  heart  ;  your  voice 

Stored  in  my  hearing  like  a  goldeu  hoard  ; 

The  lustre  of  your  presence  gilds  the  world ; 

Your  hauntiug  memory  lights  my  loneliness : 

And  I  believed  you  loved  me. 

Godfrida  (sadly). 

That  was  rash. 
But  men  will  still  mistake  goodwill  for  love. 

The  unhappy  coUoc^uial  use  of  "  rash  "  here  spoils  the  whole 
thing.  Occasionally  Mr.  Davidson  uses  proso.  AVe  think  he 
would  have  done  better  to  write  the  whole  play  in  prose, 
with  the  exception  of  the  Siward  and  Godfrida  scenes, 
and  possibly  an  exalted  passage  or  two  in  the  rest.  After 
all,  much  of  his  blank  verse  is  only  formal,  written  to  the 
eye,  as  a  blank  verse  line  must  be  when  it  is  divided  up 
among  three  speakers. 

We  like  to  see  people  make  experiments,  but  on  the 
whole  this  experiment  of  Mr.  Davidson's  is  rather  a  dis- 
appointment. Would  he,  when  he  tries  again,  take  his 
eye  for  a  moment  off  the  stage— the  Lyceum  or  St.  James' 
stage — and  fix  it  for  a  while  on  the  stagecraft  ot  Shake- 
speare, Browning,  and  Maeterlinck ! 


Divines  who  Dififer — and  Others. 
I.    The  New  and  the  Old  Criticism. 

Jewish  Religiom  Lift  after  the  Exile.     By  the  Eev.  T.  K. 
Cheyne,  D.D.,  &c.     (G.  B.  Putnam's  Sons.) 

A  SERIES  of  lectures  on  the  History  of  Eeligions,  delivered 
for  an  American  foundation  on  the  lines  of  the  Hibbert 
Trust.  The  reader  must  not  expect  to  find  here  idyllic 
pictures  after  the  manner  of  Penan,  for  Canon  Cheyne  is  a 
Biblical  critic  ^jwr  sang,  and  finds  it  difficult  to  get  away 
from  his  last.  Hence  we  find  him  vindicating  "my  own 
personal  right  to  go  as  deep  as  I  can  in  Biblical  research, 
and  my  advocacy  of  a  braver  and  a  bolder  policy  than  has 
yet  been  common  in  the  instruction  of  students,"  while  his 
lectures  are  in  great  j)art  devoted  to  reducing  the  dates  of 
the  different  books  of  the  Old  Testament  to  a  very  moderate 
antiquity  indeed.  The  Pentateuch  is  spoken  of  as  "  Ezra's 
Law-Book,"  "  the  post- Exilic  date  of  every  part  of  the 
Psalms  "  is  held  by  the  lecturer  "  to  have  been  abundantly 
proved,"  Daniel  is  brought  down  to  the  age  of  Antiochus 
Epiphanes,  and  Ecclesiastes  is  said  to  have  been  most  likely 
written  in  the  reign  of  Herod  the  Great.  For  the  rest,  the 
Messiah  of  the  Jewish  Books  "  is  but  a  poetic  embodiment 
of  the  Davidic  royalty,  and  the  Davidic  royalty  ...  is 
but  a  representative  of  the  Jewish  people  "  ;  and  although 
"  Jewish  religion  owes  a  debt  of  gratitude  to  Babylon  and 
Persia,"  it  derived,  we  are  told,  little  but  scejiticism  from  its 
contact  with  Greek  thought.  AH  this  is  urged  with  the 
learning  and  point  that  we  have  a  right  to  expect  from  the 
Professor  of  Interpretation  of  Holy  Scripture  at  Oxford, 
and  even  those  who  are  least  inclined  to  agree  with  his 
views  can  read  the  book  with  profit. 

\ 
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y/w  Affe  of  the  Maccabees.     l$y  A.  \V.  Streane,  D.D.,  &c. 
(Eyre  &  Spottiswoode. ) 

A  VERY  different  standpoint  from  the  last  is  apparent  in 
tliis  book.  Dr.  Streane  speaks  of  the  days  of  the  prophet 
Malachi  (to  whom  Canon  Cheyne  will  not  even  allow  a 
name)  as  an  ascertained  date,  and  gives  iis  an  appendix 
on  the  probable  date  of  the  Book  of  Daniel,  as  to  which 
he  apparently  asks  for  a  suspense  of  judgment.  In  his 
brief  history  of  the  Maccabean  Ago  he  leans  chiefly  upon 
Josephus,  altliough  he  is  careful  to  (|uote  some  of  the 
test  writers,  among  whom  Dr.  Mahaffy  is  prominent. 
We  also  have  here  a  very  detailed  but  popular  study  of 
the  Old  Testament  Apocrypha,  including  therein  the  lesser 
known  apocalypses,  such  as  Baruch,  the  Book  of  Jubilees, 
and  the  Fourth  Book  of  Esdras.  There  are  some  slips  in 
arrangement,  and  we  notice  that  the  author  refers  once  or 
twice  to  the  schismatic  temple  set  up  by  Onias  at  Leon- 
topolis  before  he  finally  describes  its  foundation,  but  on 
the  whole  the  work  is  excellently  done,  and  can  be  re- 
commended to  the  Bible  students  to  whom  it  is  specially 
juldressed. 


II.    Low  Church  and  Broad  Church. 

Primary    Convictions.      By   the  Archbishop    of    Armagh. 
(Harpers.) 

Titrs  also  is  a  set  of  lectures  delivered  in  America — but 
this  time  on  the  Evidences  of  Christianity  and  at  the 
instance  of  the  trustees  of  Columbia  College.  The  Arch- 
bishop thinks  convictions  are  stronger  than  opinions,  in 
respect  of   which   he   quotes  a  remark   of  Heine's   that 


'  opinions    cannot    build 


such 

I  " 


cathedrals    Tas 


that  of 
Amiens] ;  convictions  can !  "  The  lectures  are  not 
addressed  to  sceptics,  and  are  confined  almost  entirely 
to  points  within  the  Christian  and — if  we  may  use  the 
word — the  Protestant  faith.  Hence  we  are  prepared  to 
meet  with  such  phrases  as  :  "  Agfnosticism  is  a  malady  of 
thought,"  "  I  make  no  attempt  to  reconcile  Genesis  and 
.science,"  "There  is  nothing  [in  the  religion  of  Ancient 
Greece]  to  satisfy  a  mind  that  thinks,  much  less  a  soul 
that  yearns  after  God,"  and  the  like.  But  it  seems  a  pity 
that  the  Primate  should  allude  so  confidently  to  "  the 
.  undeniable  instances  of  telepathy  at  the  time  of  death 
collected  by  the  Society  for  Psychical  Research,"  or  should 
f  eho,  liowever  faintly,  such  worn-out  slanders  as  that  there 
was  anything  unusually  "  awful  "  about  the  death-beds  of 
[Gibbon,  Hume,  and  Voltaire."  This  apart,  the  reader 
ill  find  in  this  volume  many  eloquent  passages  and 
[irewd  arguments,  while  in  the  notes  are  several  poems 
sacred  subjects  reprinted  from  a  contemporary,  the 
Bthorsliip  of  which  is  here  acknowledged,  so  far  as  we 
collect,  for  the  first  time. 

JLjiostolic    Christianity.      By   H.   Hensley   Henson,    B.D., 
[Eural  Dean  of  Barking.     (Methuen.) 

I  coMi'LETE  contrast  to  the  last-noticed  book.  Mr.  Henson, 
liose  name  is  honourably  known  to  many  for  his  work 
[the  East-End,  admits  that  his  subject  would  have  been 
etter  treated  in  sermons.  But  since,  as  he  says,  the 
laity  shows  an  increasing  indisposition  to  listen  to  sermons 
— as  to  the  cause  of  which  he  makes  several  noteworthy 


suggestions  —  his  only  chance  of  roactiing  them  is  by 
print.  His  picture  of  the  Apostolic  Age  here  given  is, 
even  when  viewed  from  the  literary  Mtand[>oint  alone, 
both  simple  and  charming,  and  he  has  nut  hesitAted  io 
avail  himself  of  the  latest  sources  of  information  upon  the 
subject,  without  regard  to  the  opinions  of  their  exiKmnders. 
Kenan,  whom  the  Archbishop  of  Armagh  considers  to 
have  been  actuated  by  personal  hostility  against  St.  Paul, 
is  quoted  from  perhaps  more  frec]uently  than  any  other 
writer.  Mr.  Henson  also  uses  the  Revised  Version  of 
the  New  Testament  throughout,  and  thinks  that  it  should 
be  generally  adopted  in  the  public  services  of  the  Church. 


III.    The  Theology  of  the  Future. 

The   Tendency  of  Religion.     By  Colonel  R.  Elias,  late  59th 
Regiment.     (Chapman  &  Hall.) 

Colonel  Elias  is,  of  course,  not  a  divine  at  all,  but  a  layman 
who  has  seen  much  of  different  religions  in  many  <]uarter8 
of  the  globe,  and  has  thought  much  upon  them.  He 
here  gives,  incidentally,  concise  and  readable  accounts  of 
some  of  the  least-known,  such  as  Bilbism,  the  religion  of 
the  Brahmo-Samaj,  and  the  English  Theistic  Church ;  and 
comes  to  the  conclusion  that  "  a  wise  man  will  do  well  to 
attend  indifferently  and  impartially  any  house  where 
God's  good  people  are  gathered  together  to  worship  Him, 
regardless  of  outward  forms  or  details  of  creed."  He 
thinks,  being  led  thereto  by  reflection  on  the  Chicago 
Congress  of  Religions  and  the  recent  discussions  upon 
religious  education,  that  the  religion  of  the  future  will  l>e 
Christian  on  its  ethical  side,  but  without  the  assertion  of 
the  divinity  of  Christ  or  of  a  belief  in  miracles.  The  book 
is  commendably  short  and  plainly  written. 


Tidal  Phenomena. 

The    Tides    and  Kindred  Phenomena   in    the   Solar   Sytttm. 
By  George  H.  Darwin.     (John  Murray.) 

So  far  as  we  are  aware,  no  work  exists  in  which  the  tides 
are  dealt  with  in  untechnical  language  more  s<atisfactorily 
than  they  are  in  this  volume.  Prof.  Darwin,  a  son  of 
Charles  Darwin,  is  an  acknowledged  authority  on  tidal 
phenomena,  and  in  several  papers  read  before  the  Ruyal 
Society  he  has  shown  that  they  have  far-reaching  con- 
sequences. But  only  students  familiar  with  the  intricacies 
of  higher  mathematics  can  follow  the  arguments  there  set 
forth;  so  a  popular  presentation  of  the  subject,  containing 
explanations  of  the  practical  methods  of  obsen-ing  and 
predicting  the  tides,  and  an  accurate  rendering  of  the 
theory  underlying  them,  should  be  of  interest  to  many. 

Not  for  casual  readers,  however,  is  the  work  designed. 
Prof.  Darwin's  style  of  exposition  partakes  of  the  concise 
statement  of  fact  to  which  men  of  science  are  accustomed ; 
and  to  read  it  with  profit  requires  undivided  attention. 
Having  thus  defined  the  form  of  address,  we  may  add  that 
the  work  is  one  which  should  find  a  place  in  every  library, 
for  reference  as  much  as  for  reading  in  detail. 

The  Greeks  and  Romans  living  on  the  shores  of  the 
Mediterranean  had  not  much  opportunity  to  learn  about 
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the  tides,  hence  the  passages  in  classical  literature  referring 
to  the  matter  are  few  in  number.  It  was  left  to  Newton 
to  show  how  the  gravitational  attraction  of  the  moon  and 
Sim  could  raise  the  waters  on  opposite  sides  of  the  earth, 
and  his  theory  has  formed  the  basis  on  which  all  sub- 
sequent work  has  been  laid.  When  the  earth  is  considered 
at  rest,  and  no  account  is  taken  of  the  monthly  revolution 
of  the  moon  around  it,  the  problem  is  comparatively  simple. 
Uut  when  the  actual  facts  with  regard  to  tides  are 
examined,  this  "  equilibrium  theory,"  as  it  is  termed,  fails 
almost  completely,  and  gives  little  assistance  in  predicting 
the  time  of  passage  and  the  height  of  the  tide-wave  at  any 
place  on  our  coasts. 

The  prediction  of  tides,  or  the  preparation  of  tidal 
forecasts  for  any  place,  is,  however,  of  the  highest  import- 
ance, and,  as  it  cannot  be  accomplished  by  theoretical 
considerations,  other  methods  are  adopted.  No  better 
description  of  the  processes  has  been  published  than  that 
given  by  Prof.  Darwin,  who  has  for  several  years  been 
engaged  in  the  preparation  of  tide-tables.  Briefly,  the 
method  followed  by  him  is  to  analyse  the  tidal  observations 
at  a  place  into  their  constituent  parts,  and  then  determine 
the  various  combinations  of  these  parts.  The  calculations 
involved  are,  however,  very  numerous,  and  a  less  laborious 
method  of  computing  a  special  tide-table  is  bj-  using  Lord 
Kelvin's  tide-predicting  machine.  By  an  ingenious  com- 
bination of  pulleys,  connected  by  an  appropriate  train  of 
wheels,  and  controlling  the  movements  of  a  pencil,  this 
machine  is  able  to  construct  a  curve  showing  the  tides  on 
any  day  in  the  year.  To  obtain  a  forecast  of  this  character, 
the  pins  and  cranks  of  the  apparatus  are  set  according  to 
the  tidal  constants  of  the  place  concerned,  the  machinery  is 
then  started,  and  in  about  four  hours  it  runs  o£E  the  tides 
for  a  year.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  no  more 
marvellous  instrument  has  ever  been  invented  than  the 
mechanical  tide  predictor  devised  by  Lord  Kelvin. 
'  In  the  later  chapters  of  this  book  Prof.  Darwin  shows 
how  tide-generating  forces  are  concerned  in  the  origin  and 
history  of  the  solar  and  other  celestial  systems.  The 
arguments  he  uses  need  not  be  described  here;  but  one 
01  two  results  of  their  application  to  the  earth  and  its 
satellite  may  be  mentioned.  It  is  supposed  that  initially 
the  earth  and  moon  formed  one  viscous  rotating  body,  in 
which  the  sun  raised  tides.  The  combination  of  rotation 
and  tidal  friction  resulted  in  the  birth  of  our  satellite  ■ 
after  which  event  the  mother  and  daughter  began  to 
separate  still  further.  Ever  since  she  has  had  a  separate 
existence  the  daughter  has  been  a  drag  upon  her  parent, 
the  result  being  that  instead  of  accomplishing  a  spin  once 
in  about  six  hours  as  the  primary  planet  did  about  sixty 
million  years  ago,  twenty-four  hours  are  required  for 
a  rotation  ;  or,  to  put  the  result  in  other  words,  the  friction 
of  tides  upon  the  earth  have  caused  the  days  to  increase 
from  six  hours  to  their  present  length.  Concurrently  with 
this,  the  moon's  distance  from  the  earth  has  increased,  the 
remotest  point  has  been  reached,  and  our  satellite  is  now 
slowly  working  her  way  back  to  us.  Using  Mr.  Wells's 
"  time  machine,"  we  can  see  a  ijeriod  when  the  day  is  as 
lung  as  the  month,  and  the  moon  has  nearly  reached  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  aU  as  the  result  of  the  interaction 
ef  tide-generating  forces  between  the  two  bodies. 


This  outline  exhibits  hut  imperfectly  the  many  inter- 
esting problems  connected  with  the  tides.  For  an  intelli- 
gible statement  of  the  subject,  readers  are  advised  to  turn 
to  the  pages  of  Prof.  Darwin's  volume. 


The  History  of  Chltral. 

Chitral :  The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.     By  Sir  George   S 
Eobertson.     (Methuen.) 

This  is  an  excellent  history  of  Chitral,  and  especially  of 
the  events  which  occurred  there  during  the  past  few 
years.  The  story  of  the  British  troubles  of  that  eventful 
time — which  is  not,  perhaps,  quite  as  famous  as  it  ought 
to  be — is  told  with  a  careful  accuracy,  and  an  almost  over- 
abundant mass  of  detail,  which  no  one  but  the  authoi 
himself  could  give.  True,  he  was  not  present  in  person 
at  all  the  scenes  he  describes.  That  was  impossible,  fo: 
many  notable  events  occurred  simultaneouslj'.  But  in  hia 
capacity  as  British  Agent  of  the  district,  with  which  ho 
had  been  long  acquainted,  he  not  only  saw,  but  also 
understood  better  than  any  of  his  subordinates  the 
desperate  straits  into  which  our  forces  were  so  often, 
entrapped  by  the  treacherous  native  chiefs. 

To  appreciate  the  value  of  this  book,  it  is  perhaps 
necessary  that  the  reader  should  himself  have  travelled 
among  the  ever-troublesome  tribes  on  the  North- West 
Frontier.  Sir  George  Eobertson,  moreover,  is  a  little  hard 
on  his  audience  in  expecting  every  member  of  it  to  be  fully 
acquainted  with  a  large  number  of  Anglo-Indian  expres- 
sions and  native  titles.  At  times,  and  especially  in  his 
elaborate  diary  of  the  six  weeks'  siege  of  the  Chitral  fort, 
there  is  a  wealth  of  detail  combined  with  technicalities, 
which  suggests  a  skipper's  log-book,  or  other  official  record. 
To  the  experts  such  accuracy  of  detail  is  interesting,  doubt- 
less, but  the  general  public  would,  in  all  probability,  gladly 
dispense  with.mudi  of  it.  Por  the  latter,  however,  the  book 
contains  an  abundance  of  bright  anecdote,  and  an  unusual 
quantity  of  keen  observation.  It  is  good  for  any  BritoUr 
moreover,  to  get  some  knowledge  of  the  marvels  accom- 
plished by  our  officers  with  a  handful  of  native  troops  in 
these  barren  regions  of  icy  mountains,  where  the  constant! 
murders  committed  by  the  Pathans  and  other  religion 
bigots  so  often  are  surrounded  with  much  that  is  pic-i 
turesque  and  dramatic.  It  is  quaintly  said  of  the  Chitralii 
themselves,  who  are  a  most  untrustworthy  race,  that  theyi 
stick  to  the  truth  so  tenaciously  that  it  impossible  to  gel 
it  from  them.  And  they  murder  in  a  curiously  friendly 
manner,  professing  much  affection  to  the  last  moment. 

The  state  of  Chitral,  we  are  told,  is  about  as  large 
Wales,  but  its  whole  population  scarcely  amounts  to  a  hun- 
dred  thousand.     The  men  mostly  possess  not  only  a  rifl( 
but  also  a  skilled  experience  of  its  capabilities.     The  recem 
troubles  were  caused  by  the  murderous  intrigues  of  ih( 
several  pretenders  to  the  chief-ship  of  the  state,  and  that 
alternate  conciliation  and  contempt  of  the  British  powei 
which  in  such  remote  districts  is  even  yet  not  properh 
appreciated.       We    keep    Afghanistan   as   a  bulier-stal 
between  India  and  Eussia,  but,  not  feeling  quite  certain  C 
the  Amir's  afEections,  we  also  regard  the  various  stati 
that  border  on  Afghanistan  as  subordinate  buifers. 
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interfere  with  these  as  little  as  possible  for  fear  of  offend- 
ing the  Emir,  to  whom  they  were  formerly  more  subordi- 
nate than  they  are  at  present.  And  when  it  is  essential 
for  us  to  assert  ourselves  in  order  to  uphold  our  influence, 
we  have  to  remember  that  the  moral  support  of  Kabul  is 
not  upon  our  own  side. 

The  story  of  Chitral  is  typical  enough,  but  it  is  alao 
exceptionally  interesting.  In  extreme  difficulties  our 
officers  fought  with  wonderful  determination  and  extra- 
ordinary ingenuity.  The  story  was  well  worth  the'teUing, 
even  if  it  be  a  year  or  two  old. 


Earl  Nuoent. 


By  Claud  Nugent. 

Lord  Nugent's  real  title  to  fame  is  that  Goldsmith 
addressed  to  him  his  charming  poem  "  The  Haunch  of 
Venison."   For  the  rest,  he  reeks  of  the  eighteenth  century, 


EoBEET  Eakl  Nugent, 

From  a  Painting  by  Oainsborough, 

which  esteemed  him  a  wit  and  a  "facetious"  companion. 
He  was  "facetious,"  as  tlie  eighteenth  century  understood 
it  That  is  to  say,  he  nearly  had  to  fight  a  duel  for  spitting 
in  a  man's  hat  to  win  a  wager,  and  pretending  it  was  an 

I  accident.  His  morals  were  intolerable,  even  in  a  lax  age  ; 
■Dd  he  was  a  turncoat  both  in  religion  and  politics.  His 
poetry,  some  of  which  is  excluded  from  the  chaste  pages 

I  of  his  biographj',  is  execrable.     He  wrote  an  ode  on  liis 

lown    conversion   to   Protestantism.      Gibbon    quoted    it ; 

I  Horace  Walpole  called  it  a  "  a  glorious  ode  "  ;  and  Gray, 


surely  in  irony,  suggested  that  Nugent  oould  not  poMtbljr 
have  written  it  himself.     It  begins  : 

Remote  from  lilierty  and  truth. 
By  fortune's  crime,  my  early  youth 

Drank  error's  poisoned  springs. 
Tsaght  by  dark  creeds  and  mystic  law, 
Wrapt  up  in  reverential  awe, 

I  bowed  to  priests  and  kings. 

This,  however,  pales  before  Nugent's  pastoral  mood  : 

Here  spreads  the  lawn  high-crowuod  with  wood, 
Here  slopes  the  vale,  there  winds  the  flood 

In  many  a  crystal  maze. 
The  fishes  sport,  in  silver  pride 
Slow  moves  the  swan,  on  either  side 

The  herds  promiscuous  graze. 

Surely  only  the  most  exalted  family  feeling  can  have  made 
Mr.  Nugent  imagine  that  the  life,  the  verse,  the  letters, 
and  the  speeches  of  this  man  oould  be  worth  reading. 
(Heinemann.     532  pp.     69.) 


LlTSBABT  PaSABLES. 


By  T.  W.  H.  Cboslakd. 


This  dainty  little  book  contains  fifty-five  satirical  side- 
lights, principally  on  the  profession  of  letters.  Of  these 
the  readers  of  the  Academy  are  already  acquainted  with 
forty-two,  for  they  appeared  in  our  pages.  One  of  the 
latter  we  propose  to  print  again,  as  it  shows  Mr.  Crosland'i» 
manner  at  his  happiest : 

I^•COEH^0IBLE. 

They  set  two  men  in  the  stocks^-one,  a  tinker,  who  had 
rioted  on  small  ales ;  the  other,  a  ballad-maker,  who,  by 
vile  diction,  had  offended  the  public  taste. 

And  about  noon  the  tinker  broke  silence,  and  observed : 
"  Master  Ballad-maker,  these  melancholy  hours  will  not  be 
wasted;  for  I  have  now  devised  means  whereby,  on  our 
releasement,  good  store  of  liquor  may  be  procured." 

"  And,  for  my  part,"  responded  the  ballad-maker,  "  I 
rejoice  to  say  that  I  have  hit  upon  a  most  seductive  colloca- 
tion of  rhym«sl " 

This  is  really  excellent  work  in  a  medium  of  which  very 
few  writers  have  the  secret.  The  irony  is  well-founded 
and  is  not  too  hard  (as  Mr.  Crosland  now  and  then  is  dis- 
posed to  be),  and  the  technique  has  distinction.  Mr.  Cros- 
land can  turn  a  phrase  with  the  best:  moreover,  his 
phrases  are  the  phrases  of  a  humorist,  sardonic,  clear- 
headed, and  very  clear-sighted.  Only  a  man  with  a  true 
sense  of  style  could  have  written  that  parable  in  that  way. 
Here  are  two  other  of  the  fables  which  have  not  yet  been 
printed  in  our  pages : 

Bretiirex. 

A  tinker  read  a  sweet  poem  about  the  brotherhood  of 
man. 

And  later  he  spied  the  author  of  that  poem  in  the 
market-place,  and  ran  up  to  him,  and  grabbed  him  by  the 
hand,  and  said,  "  My  brother — my  dear  brother,  let  us  go 
and  pick  a  bit  o'  dinner  togetheri"" 

And  the  poet  answered  that  he  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
picking  bits  of  dinner  with  persons  whom  he  did  not  Lave 
the  honour  to  know. 
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And: 


SiLKNCED. 


"  I  must  sing  the  new  song,"  said  a  poet. 
"Then  got  thee  down  into  the  cities,  aiid  hearken." 
And  the  poet  went  into  the  cities. 

And  on  a  night  he  returned.     "  I  have  heard  it,"  he 
said  .  .  .  "  And  I  shall  sing  no  more." 

We  can  recommend  Mr.  Crosland'e  Parables  as  a  kind  of 
literary  olives  to  be  taken  aiter  a  "  Book  of  the  "Week." 
They  have  just  that  sharp,  sub-acid,  unaccustomed  and 
corrective  flavour.     (Unicorn  Press.     61  pp.     2s.  Cd.  net.) 


John  Keble's  Pakishes.  Bt  Charlotte  M.  Yonqe. 

This  book  can  be  read  with  pleasure  for  the  sake  of 
Keble,  for  the  sake  of  the  ecclesiological  lore  it  contains, 
and  for  the  sake  of  its  pictures  of  English  village  life. 
Miss  Yonge,  whose  home  is  at  Otterbourne,  near  Win- 
chester, with  which  Iveble's  parish,  Ilursley,  is  allied,  has 
brought  to  her  work  a  loving  regard  for  detail.  As  a 
basis  she  had  the  history  of  Hursley  and  North  Baddesley, 
whicli  the  Rev.  John  Marsh,  curate  of  Baddesloy,  compiled 
in  1808.  A  proposal  to  re- edit  was  abandoned  in  favour 
of  a  proposal  to  re-write  this  book.  Miss  Yonge  has, 
accordingly,  re-written  Mr.  Marsh's  work,  preserving  tlie 
curate's  work  wherever  that  could  be  done  ;  while  she  has 
imported  into  it  the  entirely  new  and  striking  elements 
afforded  by  the  career  of  John  Koble. 

Keble  came  to  Hursley  in  1835.  He  was  still  in  the 
thick  of  the  Tractarian  movement,  and  was  paying  the 
penalties  thereof.  Already,  liowever,  he  was  revered  as 
the  author  of  the  Christian  Year,  so  that  when  the  Rev. 
Robert  Francis  Wilson,  a  first-class  Oriel  man,  purposed 
to  take  the  curacy  of  Hursley,  he  was  merely  warned : 
"  Now,  remember,  if  you  become  Keble's  curate  you  will 
lose  aU  chance  of  preferment  for  life."  Mr.  Wilson  took 
the  risk,  and  suffered  the  fate  predicted.  Hardly  had 
Keble  arrived  when  the  neighbouring  village  of  Otter- 
bourne  was  found  to  be  in  want  of  a  new  churcli.  Miss 
^Yonge's  father  was  its  inspiror,  almost  its  architect.  In 
those  days  cliurch-building  was  at  a  low  ebb.  The  Win- 
chester architect  was  not  too  competent,  and  Air.  Yonge 
did  half  the  work,  equipped  with  nothing  "  but  the  power 
of  nulitary  drawing  (acquired  before  he  was  sixteen  years 
old)  and  a  great  admiration  for  York  Cathedral."  The 
earnest  spirit  in  which  the  work  was  carried  out  may  be 
•  judged  by  the  statement  that  "  Mr.  Yonge  sought  dili- 
I  gently  for  old  patterns  and  for  ancient  carving  in  oak,  and 
in  Wardour-street  he  succeeded  in  obtaining  five  panels, 
representing  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  tlie  four  Latin 
Fathers,  which  are  worked  into  the  pulpit,"  &c. 

It  is  of  Keble's  parishes  that  Miss  Yonge  writes ; 
but  what  is  written  of  Keble  is  deeply  interesting. 
On  pages  109-114,  we  learn  how  many  of  the  poems 
of  the  Zi/ra  Innocentium  were  inspired  by  his  relations  with 
children  at  Hursley.  Miss  Yonge  completes  her  book  by 
a  chapter  on  local  words  and  phrases,  and  another  on  the 
natural  history  of  the  Hursley  district.  (Macmillan  &  Co, 
234  pp.     88.  6d.) 


The  Third  Duke  of  Grafion. 

Edited  hy  Sir  W.  R.  Anson. 

This  is  the  autobiography  of  Augustus  Henry,  third 
Dake  of  Grafton,  edited  from  unpublished  documents  in 
the  possession  of  his  family.  The  avowed  aim  of  its  pub- 
lication is  to  present  the  Duke  in  a  more  favourable  light 
than  that  in  which  he  has  been  presented  in  histories  of 
the  eighteenth  century.  We  cannot  believe  that  there 
will   be   many  readers   for   this   voluminous    work ;    but 

Sir  William  Anson's 
introduction  is 
both  readable  and 
effective.  Had  it 
been  a  little  expand- 
ed, a  little  illus- 
trated by  vital  letters 
and  documents,  it 
might  have  stood 
alone  as  a  liandy  and 
sufficient  volume.  On 
the  whole,  there  is 
little  reason  to 
quarrel  with  the 
editor's  moderate 
suiuming-up.  As  he 
says,  "it  is  only 
fair,"  while  recog- 
nising the  Duke's 
shortcomings  as  a 
statesman, 

that,  looking  back 
on  his  political 
career  as  a  whole, 
we  should  recognise 
the  honesty  of  pur- 
pose and  the  sense 
of  public  duty  with 
which  it  was  in- 
spired. He  did  not 
enjoy  the  business  of  office,  and  he  did  not  care  for  its 
emoluments  ;  he  had  no  ambition  to  make  a  groat  figure 
in  history,  nor  any  sordid  purpose  of  fiiidiug  places  or 
fortunes  for  his  family  and  friends,  yet  be  was  prepared 
to  play  his  part  in  ofHce  or  in  opposition  for  the  service  of 
his  country,  and,  according  to  his  lights,  for  the  main- 
tenance of  certain  principles  of  government  which  he 
believed  to  be  sound  and  right. 

This    is   the   editor's    last  word  on    a    career  which  un- 
doubtedly presents  difficulties  to  tlie  eidogist  even  when 
the  attacks  of  Junius  are  discounted  to  the  utmost.     We  ■ 
give  a  reproduction  of  a  caricature-portrait  of  tlie  Duke  1 
as  seen  at  Brighton.     (John  Murray.     417  pp.     18s.) 

Historic  Nuns.  By  Bessie  R.  Belloo. 

Mrs.   Belloc's   Historic  Nuns  belong   to  comparatively^ 
recent    history.     They    were    members,    not    of    tlie   old! 
monastic  orders,  but  of   the  working   sisterhoods  which,  I 
established  about  the  beginning  of  the  present  century, 
have   played   a   considerable   part   in   nursing   and  othe 
philanthropic  work.     Mrs.  Belloc  writes  with   sympathy,*! 


The  Duke  of  Grafton  on  the 
Steyne  at  Brighton. 
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and  even  enthusiasm,  of  four  pioneers  in  thiH  movomont. 
One  is  Mrs.  Aikenhead,  the  foundress  of  the  Irish  order 
of  Sisters  of  Charity ;  another,  Mrs.  M'Auly,  foundress 
of  the  widely  spread  Sisters  of  Mercy;  a  third.  Mine. 
])ucliesno,  who  carried  the  French  Order  of  tlie  Sucred 
Heart  to  America ;  and  the  fourth,  Mother  Seton,  of  the 
American  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  In  Protestant  and  Anglo- 
Saxon  countries  the  work  of  the  sisterhoods  has  had  some 
prejudices  to  overcome.  Mrs.  Belloc  tells  how  the  Sisters 
of  Mercy  shared  with  Florence  Nightingale  in  the  nursing 
of  the  Crimean  War,  and  how,  returning  with  the  Guards, 
the  commanding  oflicer  bogged  them  to  march  at  the  head 
of  the  disembarking  column.  The  people  hooted,  and  the 
enraged  soldiers  levelled  their  rifles.  An  affray  was  only 
prevented  l)y  the  presence  of  mind  of  the  commander,  who 
stepped  forward  and  described  the  services  which  the  nuns 
had  rendered ;  whereupon  the  hooting  turned  into  an 
ovation.     (Duckworth.     220  pp.     Cs.) 


Tqe  Psalms.  By  James  Eouektson,  D.D. 

The  tendency  of  the  "  higher  criticism "  has  been  to 
surrender  entirely  the  Davidic  origin  of  all  or  any  part  of 
the  Psalms,  and  to  treat  them  as  a  production  of  the  post- 
Exilian  and  not  the  pre-Exilian  Jewish  Church.  Well- 
hausen,  lor  instance,  maintains  that  the  Psalter  "  was  the 
praise-book  of  the  Church  of  the  Second  Temple,"  and  an 
equally  "  advanced  "  position  is  taken  up  by  Prof.  Choyne 
in  his  Hampton  Lectures  for  1889.  At  this  tendency  in 
general,  and  at  Prof.  Cheyne  in  particular,  Prof.  Kobert- 
son's  Croall  Lectures  on  The  Poetry  and  the  Religion  of  the 
PsaliM  are  aimed.  Prof.  Robertson  demurs  both  to  the 
post-Exilian  date  and  to  the  theory  that  the  Psalms 
express  collective  rather  than  individual  religious  senti- 
ment,    lie  concludes  : 

First,  that  though  many  of  the  Psalms  belong  to  a  com- 
paratively later  period  in  the  history,  psalmody  haK  its 
origin  far  back  in  pre-Exilian  times,  having  been  prepared 
for  in  the  very  earliest  religious  songs,  and  brought  to  the 
definite  P8alm-ty])e  at  the  hands  of  David  ;  and,  secondly, 
that  beneath  the  funiis  of  expression,  and  behind  the 
temporal  occasions  of  the  Psalms,  we  nmst  recognise  as  the 
great  moving  impulse  to  psalmody  the  stirring  of  a  true 
spirit  of  individual  niligious  experience,  which  itself,  though 
perhaps  somewhat  unformed  and  vague,  is  also  of  g^eat 
antiquity. 

Prof.  Robertson's  book  is  a  very  fair  example  of  the 
reasonably  consenative  view,  with  which  the  "  advanced  " 
critics  must  make  their  account.  (Blackwood.  360  pp.  12s.) 


Rambles  nv  Lio.v  Land. 


By  Capt.  Francis  B.  Peahce. 


Mr.  Pearce's  Lion  Land  is  Somaliland,  and  his  aim  is  to 
give  a  sportsman's  unvarnished  account  of  his  lion-hunting 
in  that  wild  country.  In  this  he  has  succeeded,  and  any- 
one who  wishes  to  understand  the  three  methods  of  hunting 
lions  in  Somaliland — i.e.,  the  sitting,  the  walking,  and  the 
riding  methods — should  read  Mr.  Pearce's  tenth  chapter. 
As  for  the  Somalis,  it  is  pleasant  to  learn  that  they  adore 
a  Briton.  Mr.  Pearce  himself  did  something  to  deepen 
this  feeling.  An  armed  Abyssinian  began  stealing,  and, 
because  he  carried  a  gun,  a  whole  village  of  Somalis  sub- 


mitted to  his  depredations.  I'inally  they  Mnt  a  deputation 
to  Mr.  Pearce  and  his  companion  : 

"Oo!"  I  said,  "  and  find  thia  Abyuiniau,  uid  till  him 
that  iu  half-au-hour  the  stolon  good*  muatba  lying  out lide 
my  toat.  If  they  are  not,  then  will  I  couie and  fotoh  tbain 
mjpfelf ! " 

A  cry  of  joy  rang  through  the  camp  tin  hearing  this 
decision,  and  a  crowd  of  our  followers  were  atx>ut  to  ctart 
to  deliver  the  ultimatum,  when  I  stopjied  them. 

"Qoand  deliver  this  meuage  ;  but  woe  betide  the  Somali 
who  raises  bis  hand  against  the  man,  or  who  tniolta  him. 
He  among  you  who  does  either  of  these  things  will  I  tip 
up  and  Hog  !  "  [How  Utile  grammar  matters  in  theae 
cases !]    They  understood. 

In  ton  minutes  the  crowd  lotumed,  bringing  both  thief  and 
goods.  The  Abyssinian  speedily  humbled  himself  and 
kissed  Mr.  Pearce's  hand,  and  the  owner  of  the  gfKids, 
having  been  well  lectured  for  not  better  guarding  his  pro- 
perty, took  the  stolen  goods  away,  chattering  his  thonka. 
Mr.  Pearce's  book  is  full  of  good  reading.  (Chai>man  & 
Hall.     258  pp.     10s.  6d.) 


Mahoaket  01-  Denmakk.  By  Mary  Hill 

Probably  tho  interest  taken  in  England  as  to  Scandin- 
avian history  is  not  intense.  Those  who  wish  to  approach 
it  might  do  worse  than  begin  with  this  well- written  little 
book  on  Margaret  of  Denmark.  It  is  a  careful  study  of  a 
notable  personality.  The  daughter  of  the  last  of  the  Vikings, 
Valdemar  III.  of  Denmark,  Margaret,  ruled  the  realm,  first 
as  regent  for  her  son,  then  in  her  own  right,  witli  a  man's 
iron  hand  and  a  woman's  subtlety.  By  her  marriage  with 
Hakon  of  Norway,  and  the  election  of  her  ctjlleague  and 
heir,  Eric,  as  King  of  Sweden  iu  opposition  to  the  wish  of 
the  powerful  Hanseatic  League,  she  8uccoede<l  in  uniting 
the  three  kingdoms  in  one,  and  finally  clinched  the  union 
by  the  famous  Treaty  of  Calmar.  All  this  was  at  the 
end  of  the  fourteenth  century.  Miss  Hill  draws  a  parallel 
between  Margaret  and  our  own  Elizabeth  : 

Each  was  the  daughter  of  a  coarse-flbmd,  firm-handed, 
vigorous  king,  of  a  tyjie  that  the  world's  development  at 
the  i)eriod  when  they  lived  was  rapidly  making  impossible. 
Both  women,  coming  to  the  throne  by  the  failure  of  male 
heirs,  were  compelled  to  adapt  tho  old  to  the  new — to  find 
new  bottles  for  the  old  wine— and  to  the  credit  of  each  it 
may  be  said  that  they  applied  themselves  to  their  new  taak 
with  a  surprising  degree  of  intelligence  and  adaptability. 
And  so  on.  Historical  parallels  are  rather  mislead  in 
but  there  is  something  in  this  one.  (Unwin.  156  pp.  Ss.  6d.) 


Postscript. 

Mr.  Henry  St.  John  Raikcs,  the  author  of  TXt  Lift 
and  Letter!  of  Henry  Cecil  liaikei  (Macmillan),  has  done 
his  work  conscientiously,  but  the  result  cannot  be  called 
other  than  dull.  It  is  odd  among  so  much  that  is 
trivial  to  find  no  mention  either  of  "J.  K.  S.'s"  B<iuib 
or  his  apology  for  it. 

The  most  entertaining  part  of  the  monograph  on  The 
Rabbit,  by  Mr.  J.  £.  Harting,  just  added  to  Messrs.  Long- 
mans' "  Fur  and  Feather "  Series,  is  the  chapter  on  the 
cooking  of  that  creature,  by  Mr.  Alexander  Innea  Sband. 
Here  is  an  old  recipe:  "A  conye  tak  and  drawe  him  and 
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parboile  him  rost  him  and  lard  him  then  raise  his  leggs 
and  hys  winges  and  sauce  him  with  vinegar  and  powder  of 
ginger  and  serve  it."  Mr.  Shand's  advice  ends  thus: 
"  Finally,  the  head  is  not  to  be  neglected.  It  contains  a 
variety  of  delicate  picking,  and  gives  light,  desultory  occu- 
pation to  a  wayward  appetite." 

Mr.  A.  J.  C.  Hare  has  now  added  Shropshire  (Allen)  to 
his  series  of  works  on  the  English  Counties,  which  began 
a  few  years  ago  with  Sussex.  Shropshire  offers  much 
material  to  the  scenic  enthusiast,  the  historian,  the  anti- 
quarian, and  the  folk-lorist,  and  Mr.  Hare's  pages  are  rich 
in  interest.  He  seems,  however,  to  be  conscious  of  omis- 
.sions,  if  not  of  errors,  for  he  asks  for  corrections  and  addi- 
tions to  be  sent  to  him  against  a  new  edition.  Why  not 
have  completed  the  work  at  the  first  attempt  ? 

Mr.  Edward  T.  Cook  has  followed  up  his  Popular  Jland- 
book  to  the  National  Gallery  with  a  Popular  Handhook  to  the 
Tate  Gallery  (Macmillan).  The  new  work,  in  its  way,  is 
not  less  excellent  than  the  old.  It  is  packed  with  interest- 
ing information,  biographical  and  explanatory,  and  should 
make  the  exhibition  doubly  valuable  to  visitors.  Such  is 
Mr.  Cook's  gift  for  interest,  that,  taken  entirely'apart  from 
the  building  at  Millbank,  the  book  is  entertaining.  The 
prefatory  remarks  on  the  British  School  of  Painting  are 
particiJarly  able  and  lucid. 

The  Golfer's  Alphabet  (Hai-pers)  is  a  contribution  to  the 
golfomania  now  raging  in  America.     But  these  sketches 
by  Mr.  A.  B.  Frost,  should  amuse  the  Saturday   evening 
gatherings   on  English   links   too.     The  rhymes — by  Mr. 
W.    G.  Van  T.  Sutphen— are  not  bad.     Thus  : 
C  is  the  Card  that  began  with  a  three, 
And  was  torn  into  bits  at  the  seventeenth  tee. 
And  thus : 

H  is  the  Hole  that  was  easy  in  four, 
And  also  the  Hazard  that  made  it  six  more. 
In  Scotland,  we  take  it,  this  work,  being  frivolous,  would 
not  be  encouraged. 

In  Reading  and  Readers  {M.eihMBii),  Mr.  Clifford  Harrison, 
who  is  an  accomplished  elocutionis't,  discourses  of  his  art. 
His  aim  is  practical,  and  this  little  book  should  be  of  much 
use.  We  recommend  schoolmasters  to  examine  its  merits, 
for  it  is  at  school  that  readers  are  made.  In  the  same 
series — a  very  tasteful  one — is  Dante's  Garden  (Methuen) 
by  Rosemary  A.  Cotes,  a  charming  collection  of  legends  of 
the  flowers,  accompanied  by  translated  passages  concerning 
them,  from  the  Diiina  Commedia.  From  Messrs.  Blackwood 
come  two  volumes  of  literary  essays  by  Mr.  Hamilton  W. 
Mabie,  an  American  writer :  Essays  on  Nature  and  Culture 
and  Books  and  Culture.  They  are  sane  and  workmanlike, 
but  they  lack  the  winsomeness  and  charm  that  such  essays 
should  possess. 

Mr.  Grant  Richards  and  Mr.  Dent  have  each  this  year 
put  forth  a  ten-volume  edition  of  Jane  Austen's  novels. 
Mr.  Eichards's  edition — the  "Winchester" — is  one  of 
tlie  most  satisfactory  products  of  English  publishing. 
Binding,  paper,  type  and  printing  could  hardly  be  excelled, 
and  each  volume  is  a  joy.  Mr.  Dent  has  added  coloured 
drawings  to  the  attractions  of  the  text,  and  the  result  is  a 
very  dainty  and  pretty  set,  Tlie  artists  are  Messrs. 
C.  E.  and  H.  M.  Brock.  We  wish,  however,  that  the  backs 
of  the  books  had  been  numbered. 


Mr.  Dent's  pocket  edition  of  the  Waverley  Novels  has 
reached  The  Fortunes  of  Nigel,  in  two  volumes.  By  way  of 
frontispieces,  Mr.  llailton  has  drawn  the  High  School  at 
Edinburgh,  where  Scott  was  a  pupil,  and  Allan  Ramsay's 
house.      Mr.  Shorter  supplies  a  bibliographical  note. 

The  week's  books  for  young  readers  include  an  excellent 
new  volume  by  the  Rev.  A.  J.  Church,  entitled  Heroes  of 
Chivalry  and  Romance  (Seeley),  with  drawings  of  unusual 
excellence  by  Mr.  George  Morrow.  These  plates,  eight  in 
all,  are  rich  in  colour,  and  are  animated  by  the  true 
romantic  spirit.  Moreover,  artist  and  printer  have  worked 
together  in  perfect  accord.  Mr.  Church's  "Heroes"  are 
drawn  from  Beowulf  the  Mnrte  d' Arthur,  and  the  Nibe- 
lunglied.  Another  book  for  children  of  somewhat  kindred 
nature  is  Mr.  William  Canton's  Child's  Book  of  Saints 
(Dent).  Herein  the  author  of  W.  V.,  Her  Book  and  The 
Invisible  Playmate  retells,  in  simple  and  prismatic  language, 
a  selection  of  the  old  legends  of  the  Church.  No  one 
now  writing  is  better  fitted  to  undertake  such  a  task  ;  and 
the  volume  has  real  beauty.  At  a  time  when  so  many 
books  for  children  aim  at  nothing  but  nonsense  and  high 
jinks,  Mr.  Canton's  stories  should  be  very  welcome  to 
many  parents.  The  illustrations,  by  Mr.  T.  H.  Robinson, 
are  less  satisfactory  than  the  text ;  but  they  are  good  too, 
in  a  conventional  style.  In  this  connexion  we  may  men- 
tion Fantasias  from  Dreamland  (Mathews),  by  Mr.  Ernest 
Gilliat  Smith — a  rhymed  legend  of  Saint  Dunstan,  with 
decorative  designs ;  and  Mr.  Charles  Squire's  World  Won- 
derful (Nutt) — stories  of  the  Knights  of  Malta,  skilfully 
contrived  of  classical  material  interwoven  anew.  The 
book  has  pictures  by  Mr.  A.  G.  Macgregor. 

More  miscellaneous  juvenile  works  include  27ie  Hollow 
Tree  (Constable),  by  Mr.  A.  B.  Paine,  part  author  of  The 
Dumpies,  an  experiment  in  the  art  of  "  Uncle  Remus." 
Here  we  meet  Mr.  Dog  and  Mr.  Coon  and  Jack  Rabbit  and 
Mr.  'Possum.  The  stories  are  bright,  but  the  pre-eminence 
of  Mr.  Paine's  exemplar  is  never  endangered.  Mr.  J.  M. 
Conde's  drawings  are  fairly  amusing.  Messrs.  Smith  & 
Elder,  watching  the  signs  of  the  times,  have  put  forward  a 
new  edition  of  Thackeray's  Rose  and  the  Ring,  and  it  is 
merry  reading  still.  Mrs.  Marshall's  Christmas  story  has 
the  title  Under  the  Dome  of  St.  Paul's  (Seeley),  and  Sir 
Christopher  Wren  is  its  hero.  Miss  Ethel  S.  Turner,  a 
very  vivacious  Australian  writer  for  the  young,  has  pro- 
duced in  The  Camp  at  Wandinong  (Ward,  Lock  &  Co.) 
another  spirited  and  amusing  story. 

Among  the  huge  crop  of  children's  books,  most  of  which 
are  good  or  rightly  inspired,  we  have  received  two  that 
it  is  impossible  to  praise.  Sybil's  Garden  of  Pleasant  Beasts 
(Duckworth),  by  Sybil  and  Katharine  Corbet,  is  altogether 
too  thin  and  unimportant  for  \ii  format.  By  dint  of  large 
type  and  thick  paper,  a  five-shilling  work  has  been  evolved; 
but  we  are  thoroughly  sorry  for  the  luckless  child  to 
whom  it  is  given.  The  Animal  Land  of  the  same  authors 
was  an  amusing  departure ;  but  this  volume  is  almost  an 
impertinence.  The  other  kindred  and  quite  unsati.sfactory 
book  is  The  New  Noah's  Ark  (Lane),  by  J.  J.  Bell,  the 
latest  imitation  of  The  Bad  Child's  Book  of  Beasts.  The 
rhymes  are  over-sophisticated  and  lacking  in  finish  and 
refinement,  and  the  pictures  are  dirtily  printed  and  hideous 
in  io-rm. 
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Fiction. 


Mord-Em'ly.     By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 
(Pearson.) 

It  is  curious  tliat  this  book  hy  ^Ir.  Kidge,  and  Mr. 
Pugh's  'J'oni/  Drum,  should  have  appoared  at  the  same 
ti:ne  ;  because  there  is  close  affinity  between  tliein.  Each 
is  more  a  character-sketch  than  a  story ;  each  takes  us  a 
little  deeper  into  the  life  of  the  London  street  child ;  and, 
in  so  far  as  Tony  Drum  is  a  boy  and  Mord-Em'ly  a  girl, 
the  two  studies  may  be  said  to  be  complementary.  But 
here  resemblances  cease ;  for  whereas  Mr.  Pugh's  hero  is  a 
visionary,  and  a  potential  poet,  belonging  not  to  his 
surroundings,  Mr.  Eidge's  heroine  is  of  the  Walworth- 
road  through  and  through,  a  product  and  integral  part  of 
her  parish.  The  two  books  are  not  for  a  moment  rivals : 
they  stand  shoulder  to  shoulder  as  the  good  work  of  two 
honest,  but  dissimilar,  observers  of  this  tragic  and  comic, 
wretched  and  jovial,  cruel  and  kindly  city  of  ours. 

Mord-Em'ly  is  a  fragile  little  South  Londoner,  just  in 
the  'teens,  precocious  and  resolute,  spirited  and  self- 
possessed,  with  (ill  her  wits  sharpened  by  continual  practice 
in  debate.  For,  just  as  medisoval  scholars  passed  from  city 
to  city  to  hold  disputations,  so  do  Mr.  Ridge's  characters 
pass  from  street  corner  to  street  corner  to  exchange  per- 
sonalities. This  is  a  novel  of  repartee.  Gathered  in  its 
pages  are  retorts  enough  to  furnisli  forth  a  wilderness  of 
'bus  drivers.  Mr.  Ridge  knows  the  cockney  resources  of 
invective  to  their  ultimate  depths  ;  he  can  supply  you  in  a 
moment  with  the  appropriate  answer,  in  any  given  case,  of 
a  policeman,  a  cabman,  a  pot-boy,  a  barmaid,  a  drunkard, 
an  organ-grinder,  and  Mord-Em'ly,  who  stands  for  young 
Walworth-road  womanhood  generally  ;  which  is  simply  to 
say  that  Mr.  Ridge  knows  his  subject.  This  is  a  typical 
passage : 

"  Make  her  shut  her  head,  then,"  said  the  lean-faced 
man   aggrievedly.      "  I   don't   want   no  truck  with   her. 

Make  the " 

"Less    language,"  commanded  Mord-Em'ly.     "Don't 
forget  you're  in  the  presence  of  ladies." 
The  lean-faced  man  laughed  ironically. 
"  Yuu!"    he   said   vehemently.      "  You  call  yourselves 
ladies  !     You're  what  I  call — well.     I  won't  say  what  I 
call  you.     I've  got  gentlemanly  feelings  beneath  a  'omely 
exterior,  and  I  know  how  to  be'ave  as  well  as  anyone." 
"  You  cert'n'y  are  'omely." 

"  If  I  meet  with  ceevility,"  said  the  lean-faced  man  in  a 
dogged  way,  "I  give  ceevility  back.     If  I've  got  a  single 

fault- " 

"  Who's  been  telling  you  that  ?  " 

"  If  I've  got  a  single  fault,  it  is   that  I've  give  way  to 
other  people  too  much.     I've  'ad  to  suffer  for  it,  too,  in  me 

time.     Fourteen  years  ago " 

"Look  'ere,"  said  Ronicker,  "  when  we  want  a  history 
of  your  life  and  crimes,  we'll  buy  it  in  the  Police  News, 
meanwhile  go  away,  and  talk  to  yourelf." 
•  Such  passages  are  not,  of  course,  all  that  Mr.  Ridge's 
book  offers ;  but  in  calling  it  a  novel  of  retort  we  have 
set  down  a  prominent  impression  left  upon  us  by  its 
perusal. 

Mord-Eiii'ly  is  also  a  moving  story  of  its  little  heroine's 
life.     Heroine  is  doubly  the  word,  for    to    the  point  of 


heroiBm  was  she  plucky.  We  will  not  tell  the  plot  in  de- 
tail, because  that  would  deprive  our  readen  of  pleajiure 
when  they  came  to  the  book  for  theinselvea;  bnt  thera  !• 
no  harm  in  saying  that  a  description  of  a  reformatory  school 
for  girU  has  a  place.  The  following  brief  scene  there 
throws  strong  light  both  on  Mord-Km'ly's  indi-]>endeiice 
and  upon  Mr.  Ridge's  humorous  method.  Monl-Em'ly 
is  in  class.    The  subject  is  geography : 

"  Maud  Emily !  " 

"  Yes,  mi«8." 

"  The  capital  of  Spain  ?  " 

(The  ruler  ready  in  the  schoolmistress's  baud.) 

'■  Meedrid,  miss." 

"  Wrong  !  "  said  the  schoolmistress,  and  rapped  her  hand 
sharply. 

"  Ilow'd  you  mean  wrong?"  complained  Mord-Em'ly. 
"  If  it  ain't  Meedtid,  what " 

"  I  beg  pardon,"  said  the  schoolmistress  apologetically, 
"  my  mistake." 

"  I  should  think  it  was." 

"  I  thought  you  were  going  to  say  Portugal.  They 
generally  do." 

"Well.  /  don't,  mits,"  said  Murd-Em'ly.  "Bemember 
you've  overpaid  me  a  dab  on  the  knuckles." 

Throughout  this  genial  book  ono  feels  that  Mr.  Ridge's 
admiration  for  his  heroine  has  led  biui  in  writing  of 
hor  to  take  positive  pleasure  in  his  task  ;  and  this  pleasure 
is  communicated.  It  is  half  the  battle  when  an  author 
loves  his  puppets.  Most  heartily  we  can  recommend  Mord- 
EmHy  as  a  story  always  wholesome  and  kindly  and  deftly 
told,  containing  in  its  central  figure  a  brave,  shrewd, 
humorous,  and  sweet-souled  little  woman  whom  we  shall 
gladly  think  of  for  a  long  time  to  come.  Mord-EmHy  is 
incomparably  Mr.  Ridge's  best  book,  partly  for  the  reason 
that  it  has  tears  in  it. 


Popular    Romance. 

The  Battle  of  the  Strung  :  a  Romance  of  2'ico  Kingdoms.     By 

Gilbert  Parker.     (Methuen.) 
The  Red  Axe.     By  S.  R.  Crockett.     (Smith  &  Elder.) 

Each  of  these  romances  has  an  aspect  in  which  it  may  be 
regarded  as  a  stereotyped  reply  to  an  advertisement  of 
the  public  taste  in  fiction.  Each  embodies  an  artificial 
optimism — the  ojitimism  of  events  arranged  to  make 
happy,  even  glorious,  climaxes;  not  the  optimism  of 
recovery  amidst  the  fortuitous  mishaps  of  life.  And  just 
as  Aaron's  rod,  after  seeming  to  eat  up  serpents  (which 
were  also  rods)  could,  one  assumes,  only  become  a  rod  once 
more,  so  to  the  critical  eye  the  wooden  body  is  latently 
present  through  all  the  agile  movements  of  the  typical 
novel  of  action. 

Of  the  two  novels  before  us  it  may  be  said  with  confidence 
that  many  persons  will  sit  up  all  night  reading  them.  It 
says  a  good  deal  for  the  shallowness  of  the  average  inter- 
pretation that  a  statement  to  this  effect  is  usually  construed 
into  a  generous  compliment.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  work 
of  fine  mentality  refuses  to  be  read  at  a  galop.  The  finger 
descends  on  the  page  while  the  eyes  dwell  with  the  image 
and  applaud  the  significance  of  life.  In  the  popular  novel 
of  action  the  reader  remains  in  the  company  of__the''average 
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conception  of  the  iurhomme — "the  man  in  a  million,"  we 
hasten  to  add  for  the  sake  of  those  who  dislike  a  strained 
use.  of  philosophical  words.  Good  or  bad,  the  mrhomme 
does  jihysical  things  on  a  tremendous  scale.  In  Mr. 
Parker's  story  there  is  one  named  Philip  d'Avranche,  who 
saves  the  heroine's  life  while  he  is  a  middy,  marries  her 

clandestinely  when  he 
is  a  first  lieutenant,  is 
adopted  as  the  heir  of 
a  French  duke,  com- 
mits bigamy  with  a 
countess,  becomes  ad- 
miral as  well  as  duke, 
is  at  last  confronted 
with  his  crimes,  and 
dies  in  solitary  misery 
after  a  duel.  There  is 
a  rival  surliomme  who 
promises  the  heroine 
not  to  drink,  rises  to 
generalship  in  the 
Royalist  armies  of  La 
Vendee,  successfully 
disputes  the  dukedom 
with  Pliilip,  marries 
Philip's  legitimate 
widow,  and  confers  the  dukedom  on  her  son. 

Mr.  Crockett's  surhomme,  though  a  German  of  an 
uncertain  but  barbarous  epoch,  is  not  unlike  one  of  Mr. 
Eider  Haggard's  African  heroes  of  the  present  day.  He 
is  the  son  of  the  Public  Executioner  ("The  Eed  Axe") 
of  a  despotically  ruled  duchy.  Hence  his  'amazing  pro- 
ficiency with  the  axe.  The  office  is  hereditary,  and  the 
hero  tries  to  escape  from  the  profession  by  enlisting  in  the 
service  of  a  neighbouring  prince ;  but  the  confiding  reader 
does  not  trust  his'purveyor  in  vain.  Mr.  Crockett  evolves 
from  the  conditions  he  has  laid  down  a  situation  more 
painful  than  that  in  which  an  executioner  of  refinement, 
in  a  forgotten  story  by  E.  C.  Grenville-Murray,  played  his 
part.  The  son  of  "  The  Eed  Axe "  is  condemned  to 
decapitate  his  own  sweetheart.  By  what  Gilbertian  means 
Mr.  Crockett  evades  the  catastrophe  it  were  unfair  to 
disclose;  but  we  do  not  imply  a  compliment  to  the 
rraimnblance  of  the  story  by  the  adjective  "  Gilbertian." 
There  are  several  surhommes  in  The  Bed  Axe,  both  good 
and  bad,  and  hints  of  dreadful  tortures;  an  imported 
{t.e.,  meaningless)  grotesque,  called  "The  Lubber  Fiend"; 
and  two  surfemmes  to  fall  in  love  with  "  The  Eed  Axe's  " 
son.  The  form  is  autobiographical,  and  as  that  obliges 
the  narrator  to  babble  of  a  woman's  hopeless  passion  for 
him,  it  does  not  strike  one  as  an  appropriate  medium. 
"The  Eed  Axe  "  has  a  command  of  pious  rhetoric,  which 
seems  a  little  odd  in  one  whose  business  was,  as  often  as 
not,  to  throw  men's  bodies  into  kennels  to  appease  the 
ajjpetite  of  hungry  dogs.     Here  is  a  specimen  : 

If  any,  great  or  small,  prince  or  pauper,  harm  so  much 
as  a  hair  of  this  fair  head,  by  the  great  God  who  wields 
His  Axe  over  the  universe,  and  sits  in  the  highest  Halls  of 
Judgment,  whose  seivaiit  I  am— I,  Gottfried  Gottfried, 
swear  that  he  shall  taste  the  vengeance  of  '  The  Eed  Axe,' 
and  drink  to  the  dregs  the  cup  of  agony  in  his  own 
blood. 


When  he  is  about  to  die,  he  says  :  "  Ere  the  light  of 
to-morrow's  dawn,  the  Duke's  Justicer  must  face  the 
Tribunal  that  has  no  assessor  and  no  court  of  appeal." 

Mr.  Parker  also  overdoes  the  rhetorical  "business." 
As  thus:  "Araminta — tliis  was  all  her  eyes  saw,  that 
farmliar  name  in  the  flaring  handwriting  of  the  Genius  of 
Life,  who  had  scrawled  her  destiny  in  that  one  word." 
Nor  can  he  resist  the  pleasure  of  making  a  dying  sinner 
write  a  long  letter  pointing  the  moral  of  his  own  life. 

Of  the  two,  however,  Mr.  Parker  is  decidedly  the  better. 
For  one  thing,  he  has  an  interesting  and  trustworthy  local 
colour,  and  several  of  his  Jersey  folk  possess  a  distinctive 
reality:  such  as  the  "Femme  de  Ballast,"  whose  husband 
evinced  his  affection  chiefly  by  pulling  her  toe,  while 
passing  her  bed  of  a  morning  to  light  the  fire,  and  the 
man  who  objected  to  hanging  because  it  was  "  so  damned 
paltry."  Again,  his  central  situation  (the  woman  stopping 
at  home  to  bear  the  slander  of  those  who  deem  her  mistress 
instead  of  wife)  is  not  less  pathetic  because  it  is  familiar. 
Mr.  Parker's  style  is  vigorous  and  literary  ;  his  reflections 
are  just.  "I  expect  that  half  the  crimes  ought  not  to  be 
punished  at  all,"  says  one  of  his  men,  "  for  it's  queer  that 
things  which  hurt  most  can't  be  punished  by  law."  And 
again  :  "  The  cheap  colours  of  the  shoddy,  open-air  cloth- 
ing-house ;  the  blank,  faded  green  of  the  coster's  cart ; 
the  dark-bluish  red  of  the  butcher's-stall — they  all  take 
on  a  value  not  their  own  in  the  garish  lights  flaring  down 
the  markets  of  the  dusk." 

Mr.  Crockett's  style  has,  we  know,  at  all  times  an 
individual  flavour.  He  does  not  throw  words  about  like 
Mr.  Boothby,  for  instance.  He  has  eloquence,  picturesque- 
ness.  But  in  I'he  lied  Axe  he  forgets  to  write  like  a  man 
of  action  in  a  time  of  storm  and  stress.  He  indulges  in 
affectation,  volubility,  anachronism.  Still,  one  can  readily 
believe  that  his  story  is  one  to  make  the  blood  boil 
in  the  veins  of  those — they  are  many — for  whom  he 
incarnates  the  vision  of  themselves  as  they  fain  would  be 
in  the  Philistine's  Paradise,  where  the  axe  crashes  through 
dull  psychologies  as  well  as  helmeted  heads.  And  there 
is  art  even  in  making  the  blood  boil. 


The  Phantom  Army.     By  Max  Pemberton.     (Pearson.) 

In  an  author's  note  Mr.  Pemberton  tells  us  his  purpose  in 
writing  this  book.  "  I  have  sought  to  show,"  he  says, 
"  what  might  be  achieved  by  a  regiment  of  determined 
men  harboured  by  a  lawless  province,  befriended  by  a 
j)eople  ripe  for  revolution,  and  so  organised  that  in  every 
country  of  Europe  a  refuge  from  the  law  and  the  police  is 
open  to  them."  The  leader — a  victim  of  the  Napoleonic 
idea — is  a  pretender  to  the  throne  of  Spain  and  the  empire 
of  the  world.  The  determined  men  are  drawn  from  the 
decaves  of  every  country ;  they  gather  for  a  month  or  so 
in  the  mountains  of  Spain,  rob  the  mail-train  between 
Toulouse  and  Marseilles,  hold  up  an  evening  party  at  a 
banker's  villa  on  the  Corniche-road,  attack  the  Casino  at 
Monte  Carlo  with  rifles  and  a  Maxim  gun,  and  in  the  in- 
tervals between  these  exploits  live  unsuspected  and  un- 
molested in  various  j^arts  of  Europe.  Now  the  prime 
necessity  for  a  story  of  this  kind  is  that  it  should  be 
credible — in  the  sense  that  the  JVew  Arabian  Nights  and 
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tho  War  of  (he  Worlds  aro  credible.  We  must  be  deluded 
as  wo  rend,  at  least.  And  Mr.  Pemberton  does  not  delude 
lis.  Tliere  is  no  apparent  reason  why  the  whole  band  of 
marauders  should  not  be  arrested  at  once.  Still  there  is 
much  vngorous  and  picturesque  writing  in  the  story,  and  its 
very  audacity  will  probably  make  it  popular. 


BiSMII.LAH. 


By  W,  J.  Dawws. 


Notes  on  Novels. 


I  Thfse  notes  on  the  week's  output  of  fiction  are  not  necessarily 
final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  will  follow."] 


Gloria  Munbi. 


By  Haeold  Fredekic. 


Mr.  Harold  Frederic's  posthumous  novel.  It  is  the  story 
of  tho  coming  together  of  Christian  Tower  and  Frances 
Bailey.  Christian  suddenly  inherits  a  dukedom,  and  this, 
so  far  from  aiding,  retards  his  marriage  with  Frances 
Bailey,  who  is  a  typewriter,  and  a  woman  of  high  inde- 
pendence, and  possessed  of  qualities  of  mind  complemental 
to  Christian's.     (Heinemann.     348  pp.     68.) 

The  Adventures  of  Fkan?ois.  By  Weib  Mitchell. 

The  successor  to  Sugh  Wynne.  In  this  story  Dr.  Mitchell 
exchanges  Philadelphia  for  Paris,  and  gives  us  the  adven- 
tures of  a  juggler  during  the  French  Eevolution.  The 
story,  which  is  reprinted  from  the  Century,  has  many  of 
tlie  original  illustrations.     (Macmillan.     312  pp.     63.) 

The  Castle  Inn.  By  Stanley  J.  Weyman. 

Mr.  Weyman's  latest  novel  is  a  romantic  story,  opening 
"  when  the  third  George  .  .  .  was  a  young  and  sturdy 
bridegroom  ;  when  old  Q.,  whom  1810  found  peering  from 
his  balcony  in  Piccadilly,  deaf,  toothless,  and  a  skeleton, 
was  that  gay  and  Lively  spark,  the  Earl  of  March ;  when 
bore  and  boreish  were  words  of  haut  ton  imknown  to  the 
vulgar;  and  the  price  of  a  borough  was  £5,000."  The 
storj'  is  compact  of  incident,  and  is  full-flavoured  of  the 
latter  half  of  the  eighteenth  century.  (Smith  &  Elder. 
371  jip.     6s.) 

The  Child  of  Pleasure.  By  Gabriele  D'Annuxzio. 

This  translation,  by  Miss  Harding,  of  D'Annunzio's 
first  ambitious  novel  is  introduced  to  English  readers  by 
Mr.  Arthur  Symons,  who  points  out  that  "  D'Annunzio 
comes  to  remind  us,  very  definitely,  as  only  an  Italian 
can,  of  the  reality  and  tlie  beauty  of  sensation,  of  the 
primary  sensations."  II  Piacere,  here  presented  as  The 
Child  of  Pleaiure,  "  is  the  book  of  youth,  and  has  the 
over-plenitude  of  that  prosperous  age.  .  .  .  The  action, 
when  it  can  once  be  said  to  begin,  remains  at  the  same 
point  to  the  end.  A  marvellous  sensation  is  given,  but 
it  is  as  if  a  picture  found  words  ;  as  if  tho  'Concert'  of 
the  Pitti  were  to  break  its  suspensive  and  melancholy 
silence."     (Heinemann.     311  pp.     6s.) 

A  Triple  Ehtanglembkt.         By  Mrs.  Burton  Harrison. 

A  new  novel  by  tho  author  of  The  Anglomaniacs  and 
ISiceef  Jklls  out  of  Tune.  A  number  of  American  types 
contract  complications,  partly  in  Italy  and  partly  in  Scot- 
land. The  book — a  good  one — has  n  tragic  note.  (Unwin. 
2'.)1  pp.     68.) 


A  novel  of  Morocco,  by  the  author  <A  OotTi  Foundling 
and  Middle  Greyneis.  The  scene  is  Tangier  and  the  RilT 
country,  and  tlie  leading  characters  aro  Arabs,  an  Knglish- 
luan,  and  a  Jewess.  The  story  is  roniiintic  and  draniRtic, 
and  full  of  colour.     (Macmillan.     327  pp.     6».) 

A  Kino  of  Sbreos  and 

Patches.  By  Emily  P.  Finnemohe. 

A  quiet  story  of  rustic  life,  pathetic,  humorous,  and 
poignant.  The  end  is  happy.  In  its  way  this  book  ia  a 
return  to  methods  which  an  older  generation  esteemed 
more  than  the  present  one  does — and  a  pleasant  return 
too.     (Lawrence  &  Bullen.     336  pp.     tis.) 

Settled  out  op  Court.  By  G.  B.  Buroin. 

Another  consignment  of  sentiment  and  Ix)ndon  facetious- 
ness.  In  the  new  book  a  cat  talks.  It  says :  "  Who  care» 
about  his  mouldy  old  antediluvian  haddock?  I  don't, 
I'm  sure.    Mackerel's  my  mash."    (Pearson.    324  pp.    6s.) 

The  Eock  of  the  Lion.  By  M.  Elliot  Siawell. 

A  story  of  the  siege  of  Gibraltar,  by  an  American  writer. 
A  stirring  book.  Paul  Jones  swaggers  through  it,  and  at 
the  end  the  Royal  George  goes  down  with  twice  four 
hundred  men  and  Admiral  Keropenfeldt.  There  are  good 
pictures  and  a  particularly  good  cover.  (Harpers. 
331  pp.     68.) 


The  Money  Market. 


By  E.  F.  Bejjson. 


A  story  of  money-lending.  The  young  man  who  inherits 
the  fortime  thus  derived  sacrifices  it  on  principle  and  is 
dubbed  a  lunatic  "  in  the  little  world  which  is  called  the 
great."  With  the  fortune  goes  Sybil.  But  Percy  finds 
another  love  to  whom  he  can  say:  "The  fig  tree  putteth 
forth  her  green  figs,  and  the  vines  with  the  tender  g^pes 
give  a  good  smell.  Arise,  my  love,  my  fair  one,  and  come 
away."  Percy  does  not  talk  like  that  always, — only 
when  he  is  quoting  the  Song  of  Solomon.  (Arrowsmitli. 
208  pp.     Is.) 


Anna. 


By  E.  Hovendon. 


A  story  of  modem  London.  "  'And  women — are  there 
only  two  kinds  ? '  '  Yes — dears  and  devils.'  "  A  crude 
book.     (Digby  &  Long.     194  pp.     3s.  6d.) 


In  the  Days  Gone  By. 


By  Granville  Grahamb. 


A  record  of  passion  by  a  woman.  Intense.  "His 
lips  reminded  me  of  iron  gates  closed  and  locked  in 
eternal  resistance  ;  I  almost  heard  the  clash  as  he  finished 
speaking."     (Digby  &  Long.     360  pp.     63.) 

Two  Husbands.  By  John  Strange  Winter. 

' '  Winter's  Annual,"  a  successor  to  Jiootle's  Baby.  (White. 
110  pp.  Is.) 

The  Silver  Cross.  By  S.  R.  Keightley. 

Another  first-person-singular  romance  of  France  and 
Mazarin.  On  the  first  page  the  hero's  hand  is  on  his 
rapier.  On  the  last  we  find  that  "  there  are  more  serious 
things  in  the  world  than  politics."  Between  these  extremes 
there  is  love  and  intrigue.     (Hutchinson.     319  pp.     6s.) 
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The  Wobld  Bewitched.  By  Jajies  M.  Graham. 

The  cover  is  an  adaptation  of  Moryon's  etching  of  a 
Notre  Dame  devil,  and  the  whole  is  of  witchcraft  among 
the  Pyrenees  many  years  ago.  It  is  a  serious  and  gloomy 
work,  yet  here  is  an  unconsciously  humorous  passage  : 
"'They  were  all  cousins  of  mine:  Ignacio  Echeveria- 
garay,  Pepito  Yeiniagiabetia,  Ernesto  Gai-teizgoeoechea, 
Juan    Baptista   Arrechedenta,    Inocencio  Zumalacarregia 

-'      'Enough,  Fernando,'   said  the  priest  hurriedly." 

(Harpers.     357  pp.     6s.) 

•One  Wat  of  Love.  By  Dollie  Eadfoku. 

A  young  woman  falls  in  love  with  a  man  twelve  years 
her  senior.  He  kisses  her  and  vanishes.  She  sets  forth  to 
find  him.  After  passages  of  studio  life  in  London,  he 
is  discovered — as  the  fiance  of  one  of  the  art  students. 
(Unwin.     189  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

The  Key  of  the  Holy  House  By  Albert  Lee. 

An  historical  romance  of  the  Netherlands  :  the  Prince 
■of  Orange,  the  Inquisition,  Don  Christobal,  and  so  forth. 
Towards  the  end  the  scene  changes  from  Antwerp  to 
England,  and  we  are  shown  Queen  Elizabeth.  "  '  The 
good  Queen  Bess ! '  shouted  one  in  the  crowd."  (Pearson. 
564  pp.     6s.) 

Since  the  Beginning.  By  Hugh  Clifford. 
A  very  careful  interpretation  of  Malayan  life  and  char- 
acter by  the   author   of  In   Court  and   Kampong.     (Grant 
Eichards.     288  pp.     6s.) 


■Chester  Cresswell. 


By  Nattoton  Covertside. 


"  '  A  strange  girl — erratic — beautiful ! '  murmured  Cress- 
well,  looking  after  her  with  a  curiously  sympathetic  face. 
'But,  thank  heaven,  she  is  gone.  And  now  for  my 
journey — a  fool's  journey  I  fear  it  wiU  be — ^perhaps  a 
never-ending  one '  " — and  so  forth.  From  which  we 
gather  that  Naunton  Covertside  is  a  woman's  pseudonym. 
(Digby  &  Long.     335  pp.     6s.) 

A  Girl  from  the  States.  By  Gordon  Stables. 

Dr.  Stables  is  known  best  for  his  books  for  boys  and 
about  dogs.  Here  he  offers  conventional  romance.  Inci- 
dentally there  is  comicality.  "Love's  a  quare  thing,"  says 
an  Irishman,  "  but  I  can't  tell  you  more,  for  troth  !  I'm 
fipacheless  whenever  I  talk  about  it."  (Digby  &  Long. 
505  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

WiNDYHAUGH.  By   GkAHAM   TrAVERS. 

The  heroine,  WUhelmina,  "  carved  no  statue,  painted 
no  picture,  composed  no  oratorio ;  but,  when  all  these 
things  have  been  excluded,  there  remains  that  little  art  of 
living  which  has  been  open  in  all  ages  alike  to  the  wise 
and  to  the  simple."  A  pleasant,  simple  book.  (Blackwood 
&  Sons.     446  pp.     6s.) 

jSenex.  By  Alice  A.  Clowes. 

The  story  of  an  unhappy  marriage  planned  by  a  worldly 
mother.  The  intentions  of  the  author  are  good,  but  her  style 
is  only  this:  "And  one  day,  when  he  mentioned,  lightly 
enough,  that  in  the  autumn  the  regiment  was  moving  off 
to  India,  something  at  her  heart  struck  so  sharply  that 


her  face  flushed,  and  a  startled  look  of  positive  dismay 
came  into  her  fawn-like  eyes."  (Sonnenschien.  203  pp. 
3s.  6d.) 

The  Duke  of  Linden.  By  Joseph  P.  Charles. 

A*  romance  of  Ehineland,  dealing  with  the  fortunes  of 
the  Storckens  and  the  Lichtens,  between  whom  a  long- 
standing feud  had  existed.  The  story  takes  us  into  petty 
German  wars,  and  is  full  of  incident.  (John  Lane. 
295  pp.     3s.  6d.) 

The  Lost  Liner.  By  Egbert  Cromie. 

A  novel  of  sea  and  shipwreck.  There  is  a  capital 
third  officer  who  shouts  into  the  second-class  smoke-room  : 
"Look  here,  you  land-lubbers  .  .  .  we've  lost  a  lot  of  our 
crew,  and  the  passengers  are  going  silly,  and  if  they  break 
loose  the  half  of  them  will  be  in  the  azure  main  before 
they  know  where  they  are.  I  have  no  orders  from  the 
captain,  but  I  speak  for  myself."     (Aickin.     211  pp.) 

Poor  Human  Nature.  By  Elizabeth  Godfrey. 

The  kejTiote  of  this  novel  is  struck  in  the  lines  printed 

as  its  motto-verse  : 

Love ;  grief  ;  pain, 
And  joy  in  the  midst  of  common  labour — 
These  are  the  atmosphere  of  the  spirit ; 
And  those  live  most  who  do  not  fear  to  inhale 
Deep  draughts  of  life  in  patient  humbleness. 
The  fear  of  God  is  clean ;  clean,  too,  the  hearts 
That  dwell  on  wind-washed  heights  of  simple  truth. 

(Grant  Eichards.     334  pp.     6s.) 

Four  for  a  Fortune.  By  Albert  Lee. 

A  story  of  hidden,  and  discovered,  treasure,  ending  in 
1894.  The  author  piotests  that  his  story  is  true,  and  can 
be  verified.  "But  let  him  who  is  not  interested  in  brawl 
and  battle,  in  the  smell  of  the  sea,  in  treasure-hunting  and 
the  staking  of  human  life  for  gold,  in  treachery  and 
hate,  in  perseverance  and  daring — let  him,  I  say,  put  this 
book  aside."     (Harper  &  Bros.     300  pp.     6s.) 

The  Cost  of  Her  Pride.  By  Mrs.  Alexander. 

"  As  I  live,  I  came  back  determined  to  try  and  win  you 
for  my  wife.  Judge,  then,  how  cruel  your  punishment 
was.  Now,  for  the  present,  I  vow  I  wiU  not  offend  you  by 
posing  as  a  lover  until  I  see  some  signs  of  relenting.  Look 
here  !  Suppose  you  come  and  dine  with  me  at  the  Cri.  ? 
(F.  V.  White  &  Co.     313  pp.     6s.) 

Her  Marriage  Yow.  By  C.  V.  Eogers. 

She  had  just  consented,  "  with  downcast  eyes  and  rosy- 
tinted  cheeks,"  to  go  walking  with  him,  and  as  she  moved 
away  into  the  breakfast-room  "  he  stood  gazing  after  her, 
liis  lieart  in  his  eyes,  and  with  difficulty  restraining  himself 
from  calling  out,  '  My  queen,  my  love.  Althea,  you  are 
nune  for  ever.'  "     (F.  V.  White  &  Co.     292  pp.     6s.) 

A  Cloudy  Dawn.  By  Anne  Victoria  Dutton. 

A  domestic  novel  concerned  with  love  and  social 
problems,  and  the  ordinary  routine  of  modem  middle- 
class  existence.  The  author's  manner  is  bright  and  to 
the  point.     (Chapman  &  Hall.     288  pp.     6s.) 
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Views. 

The   Condition   of  Empire. 

Sunset  at  Alexandria  on  July  10,  1882,  saw  the  French 
Mediteri-anean  fleet,  with  colours  flying,  slipping  jiast  the 
old  lighthouse  at  Eas-el-Tin  into  blue  water.  With 
their  stems  towards  Egypt  and  the  Nile,  the  international 
situation  was  thus  depicted  in  undying  symbol.  In  leaving 
Egypt  at  the  moment  of  stress,  the  French  relinquished  to 
England  the  only  path  that  leads  from  the  Great  Pyramid 
to  Table  Mountain,  and  the  only  means  of  winning  honest 
sovereignty  over  the  Nile  and  its  tributaries.  Ambitious 
beyond  her  capacity,  and  with  glory  as  a  decadent  ideal, 
prudence  prevented  France  from  leaving  her  flank  exposed 
to  Germany  by  entangling  herself  in  the  suppression  of 
Arabi's  rebellion.  Hence  her  retirement.  Exactly  sixteen 
years  later,  on  July  10,  1898,  a  mosquito-haunted  spit  of 
malarial  Nile  mud  witnessed  the  arrival  of  nine  gallant 
Frenchmen,  with  a  handful  of  Senegalese,  stealthily 
instructed  by  their  lawyer-journalist  chiefs  to  creep 
in  at  Egypt's  back  door,  and  thus  retrieve  the  retreat 
of  Jxily  10,  1882.  France  sought  to  revoke  the  irre- 
vocable  by  a  trick,  and  then  to  sustain  her  position 
by  rhetoric. 

In  Kitchener's  meeting  at  Fashoda  with  the  intrepid 
and  betrayed  Marchand,  history  only  repeated  like  a 
parrot  the  story  of  former  encounters  between  champions 
of  tlie  two  races  in  the  lists  of  empire.  Illustrious  fighters 
and  explorers  of  the  Latin  and  Anglo-Saxon  races  have 
met  for  centuries.  Details  differ,  but  the  results  of 
these  meetings  are  uniform.  Kitchener's  meeting  witli 
Marchand  was  the  sign  that  British  Imperial  predominance 
in  Africa  is  assured,  although  blood  may  yet  flow  in  tor- 
rents before  it  is  accepted.  Olive's  meeting  with  Dupleix 
settled  the  question  of  the  ownershij)  of  India.  Dupleix 
■was  recalled,  only  to  become  a  hero  after  he  was  dead. 
Dupleix,  like  Marchand  and  Liotard,  recognised  with  per- 
fect accuracy  the  right  tiling  to  do,  though  ho  like  them 
did  not  possess  the  men  to  do  it;  and,  like  them,  owed  his 
failure  to  the  fanciful  foUy  of  his  rulers.  Canadian 
dominion  was  determined  by  the  meeting  of  "Wolfe  and 
Montcalm.      If  Australia   is  peopled  from   the  loins  of 


British  sires,  the  fact  is  duo  to  tho  meeting  of  Villeneure 
and  Nelson,  despite  the  luckless  fate  of  La  Perouse.  And 
if  thus  with  France,  so  with  other  races.  Drake  and 
Medina  Sidonia,  Ulake  and  Van  Tromp,  were  rivals  of  the 
same  class.  And  who  doubts  but  tliat  the  struggle  per- 
sonified in  Hhodes  and  Kruger  will  end  in  the  same  way  'f 
England's  champion  has  still  to  meet  thO'  coming  Slav 
empire  builder. 

Were  it  possible  to  see  clearly  the  British  Empire — and 
its  builders — from  a  great  way  off,  and  to  be  rid  of  race 
bias  in  comparing  them  with  tho  makers  of  other  empires 
dead  or  unilnisheil,  it  would  be  impossible  to  resist  the 
impression  that  a  fundamental  diileronce  exists  between 
the  Anglo-Saxon  and  other  races,  and  that  tho  difference 
is  not  one  of  ability,  or  of  courage,  or  of  muscle,  but  of 
something  apart  from  all  these ;  and,  further,  that  it  is  to 
this  quality  that  our  race  owes  to-day  the  use  of  seu 
power ;  rule  in  India,  Africa,  Australia,  America,  and  the 
temperate  places  of  the  earth ;  and  to  the  lack  of  thia 
mysterious  quality  is  due  the  fact  that  France  has  failed 
where  we  succeed.  Before  19.50,  if  we  preserve  this  secret, 
we  may  reasonably  expect  to  add  the  Yangtse  Valley,  half 
Persia,  the  Arabian  coastline,  and  Siam,  thus  making  the 
land-line  British  from  Suez  to  the  ilalay  States  ;  and  the 
new  political  centre  of  gravity  in  the  Pacific  predominantly 
Anglo-Saxon. 

In  the  course  of  her  empire  building  Britain  has  hired 
the  Germans,  checked  the  Slav,  mastered  the  French,  and 
girdled  the  earth.  But  the  pride  of  empire  is  not  found 
in  these  things,  nor  in  the  size  of  territory,  nor  in  vic- 
tories by  land  and  sea.  Kitchener's  dramatic  blow,  like 
the  "  Nelson  touch,"  is  not  an  end  in  itself,  although  the 
music-halls  shout  otherwise.  Omdurman,  like  Trafalgar, 
is  only  the  means  to  an  end.  Pursuit  of  glory  for  its  own 
sake  is  the  malarial  taint  of  decadent  races.  To  acquire 
ten-itory  not  because  it  is  useful,  but  because  it  is 
big,  is  no  less  an  act  of  megalomania  in  a  nation  than 
a  man.  To  attack  a  rival,  not  because  war  is  necessary 
to  existence,  but  because  the  fumes  of  victory  are  deli- 
cious, is  no  remedy  even  for  self-consciousness.  What, 
then,  is  the  definite  end  of  empire  towards  which  Eng- 
lishmen may  safely  strain  nen-e,  empty  pocket,  and 
oven  die  to  obtain,  and  what  is  the  quality  by  which 
they  can  get  it? 

The  positive  value  of  extended  empire  is  threefold.  It 
is  to  be  found  in  holding  in  trust  the  power  of  giving  to 
men  of  every  colour,  race,  and  creed  equal  opportunities 
of  enjoying  the  one  system  in  the  whole  world  which  really 
combines  liberty  with  order,  and  maintains  the  sea  as  a 
wide  common  open  to  every  flag.  Consequent  on  the 
administration  of  this  trust  follows :  ( 1 )  Incresae  of 
trade.  (2)  A  healthy  outlet  for  surplus  population.  (3) 
Giving  to  the  Queen's  subjects  better  chances  in  life  than 
they  would  have  as  inhabitants  of  a  crowded  and  dis- 
contented State. 

But  we  have  had  hard  lessons  to  learn  before  the  secret 
of  empire  was  revealed.  The  old  bad  system  of  British 
colonisation  was  a  jumble  of  two  conflicting  ideas.  Before 
1776  the  old  colonial  system  claimed  to  rule  the  colonists 
because  they  were  Englishmen,  and  yet  to  govern  them  as 
if  they  were  subjugated  Indians.     While  England  treated 
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them  as  an  inferior  and  a  conquered  people,  she  gave  them 
80  much  liberty  that  they  could  easily  rebel.  They  did 
rebel,  and  their  rebellion  taught  our  forbears  that  only  one 
kind  of  empire  can  live  and  last  on  this  earth ;  and  it  taught 
them  to  break  for  ever  with  the  Spanish,  Venetian,  or 
Napoleonic  conception  of  a  dependency.  Nobody  thinks 
of  inquiring  whether  Kent  or  Perthshire  renders  sufficient 
return  for  the  money  laid  out  on  it,  and  imtil  the  Cape, 
Canada,  and  the  Australias  became  to  us  as  Perth  and 
Kent  no  real  tie  united  the  widely  separated  parts  of 
the  Empire.  This  is  a  hard  lesson,  and  it  is  one  that 
the  Latins  refuse  to  learn.  The  missing  element  is 
character. 

The  British  Empire  to-day,  in  spite  of  appearances,  is 
no  longer  held  together  by  material  or  even  political  ties. 
The  bond  is  not  that  of  the  balance  sheet,  but  of  the  family. 
To  speak,  therefore,  of  "  Colonial  Possessions "  is  a 
misnomer.  England  does  not  own  an  acre  in  any  temperate 
part  of  the  world  whither  she  can  as  of  right  send  a  starving 
Englishman  who  is  willing  to  work.  She  has  transferred 
her  territorial  rights  to  residents  in  occupation.  They  are 
of  her  own  race,  but  Germans,  Jews,  and  Poles  are  free, 
with  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  to  enjoy  rights  inherent  to 
the  owners  and  conquerors. 

Such  an  empire  as  this  on  land  and  sea  is  only  possible 
while  its  people  remain  the  patricians  of  the  human  race, 
and  not  only  excel  others  in  the  arts  of  peace  and  war, 
but  proudly  accept  each  other  as  equals,  and  deal  with 
subject  races  in  the  spirit  of  honourable  trustees.  The 
advantages  to  be  derived  from  the  dependencies  of  India 
and  Egypt  are  not  only  commercial.  Both  India  and 
Egypt  are  heavy  burdens ;  but  expulsion  from  either 
would  deal  a  fatal  blow  at  the  only  trustee  power  on 
earth.  We  must  hold  them  at  all  cost  of  blood  and 
treasure  ;  but  governing  India  as  our  Indian  services  rule 
her  is  a  demonstration  of  the  character  that  lies  at  the  root 
of  permanent  empire. 

And  what  of  the  future  ?  Obviously  more  territory  and 
a  larger  population  must  come  under  the  flag  of  England ; 
but  on  the  same  hard  conditions  that  India  and  Egypt 
are  administered — first  and  foremost  for  the  benefit  of  the 
governed.  As  1776  taught  us  that  our  colonists  are  our 
equals,  so  1857  showed  us  that  government  of  the  dark 
races  must  be  pure,  altruistic,  and  imperial,  and  free 
from  the  entanglement  of  material  gain.  Such  an  inherit- 
ance is  too  subtle  to  be  fingered  by  men  of  sordid  or 
imclean  lives.  Russia  will  fail  in  her  attempts  to  create 
an  empire  in  the  Par  East  so  long  as  her  officials  are 
dishonest  and  vicious,  and  so  long  as  a  vast  military 
system  is  required  to  maintain  it.  An  empire  requiring 
more  force  than  police  by  land  and  sea  is  moribund. 
England's  Navy  is  an  international  police.  Napoleon  may 
succeed  for  a  few  years  in  galvanising  into  fitful  life  an 
empire  based  on  the  despotic  use  of  physical  force,  but  his 
secret  perishes  with  him.  The  good  of  the  governed 
and  the  open  door  are  the  conditions  of  imperial  per- 
manence. 

Empire  that  stands  on  character  rests  on  habits — the 
result  of  individual  acts.  Therefore,  the  secret  of  empire 
is  only  learned  at  the  knee  of  a  good  motlier. 

Aenold  Wuite. 


Mr.  Meredith's  Early  Poetry. 

II.  Nature  Poems. 

Though  a  close  lover  of  Nature,  Mr.  Meredith  is  no- 
Thoreau,  dwelling  apart  from  humanity  by  the  margin  of 
his  lake  or  in  the  shy  recesses  of  the  woods.  How  could 
he  be,  who  in  a  dozen  novels  has  kept  such  narrow  watch 
and  ward  over  the  hearts  of  men  ?  And  in  his  poetry,  too, 
the  anachoretic  ideal  has  no  place.  Human  life  and  the 
riddle  of  it  is  to  him  of  supreme  interest.     He  is  of  those 

who  hither,  thither  fare 
Close  interthreading  Nature  with  our  kind ; 

and  if  he  shuns  cities,  and  seeks  diurnal  contact  with  the 
mind  of  the  Great  Mother,  this  is  not  solely  for  his 
personal  refreshment,  but  that  he  may  bring  to  the 
human  hive  the  lessons  of  tlie  sane  and  austere  philosophy 
which  a  "reading  of  earth"  affords.  Some  hint  of  this 
garnered  wisdom  the  present  paper  may  perhaps  suggest. 

Life  presents  itself  to  Mr.  Meredith's  acute  analysis 
as  a  very  tragic  thing ;  an  eternal  conflict  of  the  will  and 
aspirations  of  man  with  the  iron  necessity  of  natural  laws. 
The  failure  of  the  idealist — that  is  one  of  his  favourite 
themes  :  and  the  spectacle  becomes  the  more  ironic 
because  the  laws  which  determine  failure  are  usually 
rooted  in  tlie  sufferer's  own  personality,  come  of  his 
weaknesses  and  imperfections.  Character  is  subdued  by 
a  destiny  that  is  itself  the  child  of  character,  and  therefore 
ineluctable,  iEschylean. 

In  tragic  life,  God  wot, 
No  villain  need  be  ;  passions  spin  the  plot ; 
We  are  betrayed  by  what  is  false  within. 
One  might  illustrate  this  from  any  of  the  novels  ;    better 
still,  perhaps,  from  the  poem  just  quoted,  "  Modern  Love." 
Here  is  a  tragedy  in  sonnets.      The  subject  is  the  drifting 
asunder  of  two  who  began  life  in  a  golden  haze.     And 
why  did  they  drift  asunder  ?    They  were  both  idealists, 
and — oh !  irony  of  it — the  ideals  clashed.     He  dreamed  of 
love  as  going  hand  in  hand  with  strenuous  life  ;    for  her 
love  must  be  all  in  all,  would  brook  no  rival : 
In  Love's  deep  woods, 
I  dreamt  of  loyal  life  : — the  offence  is  there  I 
Love's  jealous  woods  about  the  sun  are  curled  ; 
At  least,  the  sun  far  brighter  there  did  beam. 
My  crime  is  that,  the  puppet  of  a  dream, 
I  plotted  to  be  worthy  of  the  world. 
Oh  !  had  I  with  my  darling  helped  to  njince 
The  facts  of  life,  you  still  hfd  seen  me  go 
AVith  hindward  feather  and  with  forward  toe, 
Her  much -adored  delightful  Fairy  Prince ! 

And  so,  throughout  the  magnificent  evolution  of  the 
poem,  you  watch  the  rift  widening.  Misunderstanding 
grows  upon  misimderstanding :  the  "hooked  and  winged  " 
thing,  the  "  .scaly  dragon-fowl "  that  lies  in  wait  obscurely 
deep  in  every  soul  asserts  himself,  and  the  tangle  grows- 
beyond  putting  right.  And  all  through  the  failure  to  see  I 
life  clearly,  to  grasp  and  accept  its  limitations.  80,  at 
least,  one  reader  reads  the  story,  and  the  final  sonnet,  or- 
envoy,  would  seem  to  justify  the  interpretation: 

Thus  piteously  Love  closed  what  he  bogat : 

The  union  of  this  ever-diverse  pair  ! 

These  two  were  rapid  falcons  in  a  snare. 

Condemned  to  do  the  iiitting  of  the  bat. 
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Lovers  beneath  the  singing  sky  of  May, 
They  wandered  once  ;  t:lear  as  the  dew  on  flowers  : 
But  they  fed  not  on  the  advancing  hours : 
Their  hearts  held  cravings  for  the  buried  day. 
Then  each  applied  to  eacli  that  fatal  knife, 
Deep  questioning,  wliich  ])robes  to  endless  dole. 
Ah,  what  a  dusty  answer  gets  the  soul 
When  hot  for  certainties  in  this  our  life ! — 
In  tragic  hiats  here  see  what  evermore 
Moves  dark  as  yonder  midnight  ocean's  force, 
Thundering  like  ramping  hosts  of  warrior  horse, 
To  throw  that  faint  thin  line  upon  the  shore. 

If  this,  then,  is  life,  is  there  any  remedy  which  may  purge 
away  the  tragedy,  or  at  least  teach  man  to  endure  ? 
Assuredly,  says  Mr.  Meredith,  if  man  will  but  learn  of 
Nature.  It  is  Melampus,  the  wise  physician,  to  whom  the 
secrets  of  birds  and  Hewers  liave  been  revealed,  who  is 

Luminous-eyed  for  earth  and  the  fates. 
We  arm  to  bruise  or  caress  us. 

And  the  wisdom  of  Nature  is  acquiescence ;  not  the 
vegetative  acij^uiescence  of  those  who  "  have  the  secret  of 
the  bull  and  lamb,"  the  Gammons  of  life,  whose  clod  no 
spark  has  over  disturbed ;  not  the  light  acquiescence  of 
young  blood,  which  lasts  but  until  a  shadow  passes  over  the 
sun  ;  but  a  transcendental  acquiescence,  bom  of  sympathy 
and  understanding.  "More  brain,  more  brain,"  that  is 
the  first  and  last  need  for  man,  that  he  may  recognise  his 
limitations,  and,  recognising,  subdue.  We  have  seen  how 
Mr.  Meredith  loves  the  bracing  of  shrewd  Nature  no  less 
than  the  cheer  of  boon  Nature.  And  hence  a  law  for  the 
spiritual  as  well  as  the  physical  perception.  The  acqui- 
escence must  be  catholic,  not  discriminating  : 

Accept,  she  says ;  it  is  not  hard 
In  woods,  but  she  in  towns 

Kepeats,  accept. 

It  is  by  meeting  adversity  that  man  learns,  and  by 
triumphing  over  his  senses  : 

Master  the  blood,  nor  read  by  chiUs, 
Earth  admonishes, . 

You  attain  by  eflort.  "Follow  the  way  of  the  husband- 
man"; press  on,  not  seeking  for  spiritual  anodynes,  or 
questioning  too  curiously  of  the  "Whither"  and  the 
"  Whence,"  but  setting  hand  strenuously  to  what  lies 
there  to  be  done. 

Contention  is  the  vital  force, 

Whence  pluck  they  brain,  her  prize  of  gifts, 

Sky  of  the  senses  !  on  which  height, 

Not  disconnected,  yet  released. 

They  see  how  spirit  comes  to  light. 

Through  conquest  of  the  inner  beast. 

And  when  the  spiritual  apprehension  has  replaced  the 
pricking  of  the  sense  in  man,  then  he  has  attained  the 
permitted  success.  He  is  armed  for  his  fate.  "  Never  is 
earth  misread  by  brain  ";  and  at  one  with  her,  he  will 
find  her  responsive,  mistress  of  unexpected  soothing  and 
undreamed-of  delights. 

The  root-idoas,  here  roughly  indicated,  seem  to  us  to 
underlie  all  Mr.  Meredith's  nature  poetry  on  its  philo- 
sophical side.  They  receive,  jierhaps,  their  most  formal 
and  deliberate  expression  in  two  poems  worthy  of  the 
most  patient  study — "The  Woods  of  Westermain "  and 
"A  Faith  on  Trial."     The  briefest  of  analysis  may  be 


attempted.  The  woodB  of  WoAterniaiu  are  the  myitio 
woods  of  life.  To  the  confident  wayfarer  thejr  give 
a  wonderful  invitation  : 

Eater  these  enchanted  wooda 

You  who  dare. 
Nothing  harms  beneath  the  lesvM 
More  than  wave*  a  swimmer  cleavet. 

Tou  your  heart  up  with  the  lark, 
Foot  at  peace  with  mouse  and  worm, 

Fair  you  fare. 
Only  at  a  dread  of  dark 
Quaver,  and  they  quit  their  form  : 
Thousand  eyeballs  under  hoods 

Have  you  by  the  hair. 
Enter  these  enchanted  woods 

You  who  dare. 

The  metaphor  is  kept,  and  the  visions  of  delight  vouch- 
safed to  those  properly  equipped  to  see  them  dwelt  upon. 
To  them  is  unfolded  "the  heaven  of  things."  They  are 
in  the  world,  and  not  of  it. 

Sharing  still  its  bliss  and  woe ; 
Harnessed  to  its  hungers,  no. 

They  may  read  deep  in  the  book  of  Nature,  and  get  some 

glimpse  of  her  impenetrable  designs.     But  the  condition 

is  that  the  right  faculty  be  brought  to  bear — soul,  not 

sense  : 

Look  you  with  the  soul  you  see  't. 

Not  that  the  senses  are  denied  their  share :  the  old  inter- 
pretations of  the  morning  of  time  are  not  barred  by  "  the 
sterner  worship." 

Banished  is  the  white  Foam-bom 
Not  from  here,  nor  under  ban 
Phoebus  lyrist,  Phoebe's  horn. 
Pipings  of  the  reedy  Pan. 

On  the  contrary,  the  spiritual  apprehension  gives  a  new 
reality,  a  new  permanence,  to  that  of  sense.  The  young 
blood-heat,  brought  to  measure,  feeds  a  larger  self.  Love, 
above  all,  finds  thus  for  the  first  time  its  proper  meaning : 
the  old  battle  of  the  sexes  is  dissolved  in  the  taming  of 
man  and  the  exaltation  of  women  : 

Goddess,  is  no  myth  inane. 
You  will  say  of  those  who  walk 
In  the  woods  of  Westermain. 

But  remember  the  caution :  a  false  note  in  the  temper  of 
him  who  ventures  is  the  sign  of  discords.  He  must  move 
rightly  attuned. 

You  most  love  the  light  so  well 

That  no  darkness  will  seem  fell : 

Love  it  so,  you  could  accost 

Fellowly  a  livid  ghost. 

This  is  the  clue  of  it,  which  makes  development  to  the 
higher  plane  possible.  And  always  waiting  is  the  snare  of 
the  lower  self,  the  old  Dragon,  often  riven,  never  slain.  He 
too,  however,  shall  some  day  be  tamed,  shall  forget  the 
"  mine  and  thine,"  and  shall  seire  reason.  What,  then, 
is  the  goal  of  development,  "  the  fount  and  lure  o'  the 
chase  "  ?  It  is  the  right  apprehension  of  the  meaning  of 
Nature,  the  reading  of  her  riddle.  Men  seek  to  know  her 
in  many  ways,  and  in  all  the  self  of  sense  has  its  word. 
She    gives  no   answer ;   is   all  flux,    an  inscrutable   and 


2o6 


The   Academy. 


5  November,  1898. 


remorseless  succession  of  sowing  and  reaping,  life  and 
death.     But  this  is  the  fault  of  the  questioner  : 

See  you  so,  your  senses  drift; 
'Tis  a  shuttle  weaving  swift. 
Look  with  spirit  past  the  sense, 
Spirit  shines  in  permanence. 

Only  through  reason  can  man  see  Nature  as  she  is  :  and 
then  she  becomes  the  key  to  every  doorway.  The  tangle  of 
the  serpent  vanishes  with  the_ misprision  of  earth ;  and  the 
sane  pleasures  of  blood,  brain  and  spirit  endure.  Man 
pays  his  debt,  and  leaves  to  earth  the  future  task.  Nor 
is  she  slow  to  reward : 

Eglantine  that  climbs  the  yew. 
She  her  darkest  wreathes  for  those 
Knowing  her  the  ever-new, 
And  themselves  the  kin  o'  the  rose. 

Thus  is  the  inmost  of  life  and  of  its  ardours  made  mani- 
fest, through  the  steady  pursuit  of  light.     Thus  the  man 
becomes  rooted  in  earth ;  no  glooms  in  Westermain  can 
ever  appal :  and  from  the  heights  the  tidal  world  is  seen 
as  it  is,  reconciled  from  its  ebb  and  flow.     The  last  lines 
of  the  poem  give  once  more  the  warning  : 
Are  you  of  the  stiff,  the  dry, 
Cursing  the  not  understood: 
then, 

You  are  lost  in  Westermain: 
Earthwood  swoops  a  vulture  sun, 
Nighted  upon  carrion. 
Straightway  venom  wine-cups  shout 
Toasts  to  One  whose  eyes  are  out. 

The  sustained  metaphor  and  wealth  of  subordinate 
imagery  in  "  The  Woods  of  Westermain  "  make  it,  in  our 
opinion,  one  of  the  most  difficult,  as  it  is  one  of  the  fullest 
of  poems.  "  A  Faith  on  Trial"  is  more  direct,  simpler  in 
expression,  and  charged  with  the  pathos  of  a  personal 
note.  It  falls  into  two  parts. .  The  first,  which  is  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  things,  and  certainly  the  most  intimate 
thing,  which  Mr.  Meredith  has  written,  lies  a  little  outside 
the  scheme  of  this  article.  It  is  the  narrative  of  an 
experience.  The  sentence  of  death  hangs  over  the  poet's 
wife.  It  is  May-day,  and  he  carries  his  numbed  heart  into 
the  accustomed  wild- wood  ways : 

And  around 
T   6  sky  was  in  garlands  of  cloud 
■^  inning  scents  from  unnumbered  new  births. 
Pointed  buds,  where  the  woods  were  browned 
By  a  mouldered  beechen  shroud ; 
Or  over  our  meads  of  the  vale. 
Such  an  answer  to  sun  as  he 
Brave  in  his  gold ;  to  a  sound, 
None  sweeter,  of  woods  flapping  sail ; 
"With  the  first  full  flood  of  the  year. 
For  their  voyage  on  lustreful  sea  ; 
Unto  what  curtained  haven  in  chief, 
Will  be  writ  in  the  book-of  the  sere. 

But  for  the  poet,  the  message  of  earth  is  lost  on  this 
morning.  He  sees,  but  it  is  only  with  the  outward  eye, 
by  disciplined  habit.     He  broods  over 

Sensations  that  make 
Of  a  raffled  philosophy  rags  : 

liarth  has  become  to  him  no  longer  "a  mother  of 
grace,"  but  "  a  mother  of  aches  and  jests."      Then   he 


describes  the  change  in  his  mood  wrought  by  the  suddeni 
vision  of  a  white  wild  cherry  in  bloom  against  a  back- 
ground of  yews  on  the  slope  of  the  down ;  how  it  brings 
him  back  to  faith,  and  once  more,  on  the  strength  of  his- 
reading  of  earth,  he  accepts. 

The  second  part  of  the  poem  is  more  abstract :  it  sets 
forth  the  wisdom  "  rough  written  and  black  "  that  came 
with  the  peace  in  the  soul.  The  teaching  shoidd  be  by 
now  familiar.  Only  then  is  man  "  orb  to  the  greater 
whole  "  when  the  brain  takes  the  place  of  the  rebel  heart, 
"  our  lord  of  sensations  at  war."  Nature  has  no  ready 
pity,  gives  no  tear  for  tear.  To  "  flesh  in  revolt"  she  has- 
no  promise  and  no  word. 

We  are  asking  her  wheels  to  pause. 

To  those  who  seek  easy  consolation  in  the  creeds  and 
legends  she  is  equally  implacable  : 

She  yields  not  for  prayers  at  her  knees ; 
The  woolly  beast  bleating  will  shear. 

The  only  way  to  win  "  her  medical  herb  "  is  through 
seeing  and  hearing,  through  the  real.  Accept  both  death 
and  Hfe :  let  reason  grapple  with  the  "  old  worm.  Self  " : 
front  the  "  sacred  Reality  "  :  and  you  have  passed  the 
ordeal  of  faith.  Then  follows  a  glorification  of  reason. 
The  legends  are  nothing,  and  the  questionings  are 
nothing  ;  Nature  is  aU.     And  by  reason  Nature  must  be 

won. 

Men  hy  the  lash  made  lean. 
Who  in  harness  the  mind  subserve. 
Their  title  to  read  her  have  earned ; 
Having  mastered  sensation — insane 
At  a  stroke  on  the  terrified  nerve ; 
And  out  of  the  sensual  hive. 
Grown  to  the  flower  of  brain  ; 
To  know  her  a  thing  ahve. 
Whose  aspects  mutably  swerve. 
Whose  laws  immutably  reign. 

The  poem  closes  with  a  message  of  Earth  to  her  children, 
a  promise  to  the  idealists  who  press  on  untiring  to  their 
"  dream  of  the  blossom  of  good." 

So  meagre  a  summary  will  have  served  its  purpose  if 
it  finds  new  readers  for  some  of  the  most  tonic  and  helpful 
of  modern  poetry.  Mr.  Meredith's  is  a  great  personality. 
He  is  an  optimist,  but  his  optimism  is  no  facile  optimism  : 
it  derives  from  temperament,  and  is  fortified  by  contem-  J 
plation.  And  surely  to  renew  the  springs  of  optimism,  to  1 
refresh  a  wilting  faith,  is  one  of  the  most  legitimate 
fimctions  of  a  singer-seer.  E.  K.  C. 


In  the  Event  of  War. 


How  the  "Daily  Mail"  Would  Work. 

About    a    week    ago,    the    Daily    Mail   despatched   Mr. 
G.   W.    Steevens  to   Paris,   and   Mr.  Wilfred  Pollock  tol 
Gibraltar,  to  watch  events  in  connexion  with  the  FashodaJ 
dispute,  and,  if  necessary,  to  act  as  War  Correspondents. 
Such   downright  action,  in  face  of  a  situation  which   is 
growing   calmer    every    day,    and    which   many   people! 
have  refused   to   regard  as    really   serious,    suggested 
little  inquiry.     Accordingly  I  called  (writes  a  representative! 
of  the  Academy)  upon  Mr.  S.  J.  Pryor,  Managing  Editor| 
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of  the  Daily  Mail,  and  inveigled  him  into  a  desultoiy,  but 
interesting,  chat. 

"  You  have  really  begun  to  send  out  correspondents  ?  " 
I  asked. 

"  "Well,  that  would  be  a  strong  way  of  putting  it.  We 
are  preparing.  Mr.  Steevens  has  gone  to  Paris  to  see  and 
report  any  exciting  events  which  might  precede  an  open 
rupture.  And  Mr.  Pollock  has  gone  to  Gibraltar  to  find 
out  what  is  going  on  there ;  you  see,  if  war  broke  out, 
Gibraltar  would  bo  a  kind  of  stage-box,  affording  excellent 
facilities  for  facing  the  Mediterraneon  scenes  of  the 
drama." 

"  Still,  even  if  there  is  war,  Mr.  Steevens  may  see  no 
tmeute,  and  Mr.  Pollock  may  see  no  war-ships." 

Mr.  Pryor  smiled,  and  taking  a  roll  of  blue  papers 
from  a  pigeon-hole,  spread  it  out  on  his  table.  I  saw 
drawings  and  plans  of  ships.  "What  are  these?"  I 
asked,  my  curiosity  leaping  up. 

"  These  are  plans  and  specifications  of  steam  yachts. 
We  have  chartered  three  or  four  good  vessels,  and  they 
lie  at  home  and  in  foreign  ports  ready  to  put  to  sea  at  a 
few  hours'  notice  with  our  correspondents  on  board." 

"You  mean  that  these  vessels  would  follow  British 
squadrons  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  much  else.  You  may  readily  [imagine  that 
they  would  hang  around  British  blockading  warships,  and 
sail  in  their  rear  when  a  fight  was  brewing.  They  would 
sail  under  neutral  flags,  see  all  that  was  to  be  seen,  and 
fly  to  the  nearest  British  shore,  or  the  nearest  cable,  with 
news." 

"  Then  we  are  to  picture  the  British  fleet  going  into 
action  followed  by  a  dancing  line  of  press-yachts  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  something  like  that.  The  only  way  by  which 
the  public's  breathless  demand  for  news  can  be  satisfied 
in  a  great  naval  war  is  by  sending  correspondents  to  sea  in, 
their  own  vessels,  just  as  in  the  Soudan  the  correspondents' 
camp  was  practically  a  separate  entity,  and  as  with  the 
Kaiser  in  tlie  Holy  Land  the  newspapers  have  a  special 
camp  of  pilgrims  absolutely  distinct  from  any  other." 

"  Would  you  send  a  correspondent  on  board  one  of  our 
battleshii)s  ?  " 

"That  I  cannot  say.  Probably  the  Admiralty  would 
not  allow  it ;  and  you  can  understand  that  his  utility  there 
would  be  limited.  He  might  see  the  heart  of  the  fight 
and  know  all  secrets,  but  if  he  cannot  go  ashore  and  tele- 
graph his  news ! — No,  he  might  be  in  the  best  possible 
position  to  become  the  historian  of  the  war,  or  to  write  a 
fascinating  book  when  the  war  was  over,  but  as  a  news- 
paper correspondent  he  would  have  no  chance." 
"  Would  you  keep  a  correspondent  at  Gibraltar  ?  " 
"  Probably  ;  and  of  course  at  many  other  seaports  and 
frontier  places,  with  a  view  to  obtaining  news  by  circuitous 
routes  and  despite  the  thousand  obstacles  which  would  be 
put  in  our  way.  I  could  tell  you  some  interesting  things 
about  tlie  difficulties  we  had  in  obtaining  news  during 
the  Spanish-American  war." 

"  Will  you  give  me  an  instance  ?  " 

"  Well,  we  got  our  news  from  Madrid  in  a  curious  way. 
Every  precaution  was  taken  to  prevent  war  news  leaving 
the  Spanish  capital.  No  word  could  be  telegraphed  but 
under  the  censor's  eye,  or  telephoned  until  that  gentleman 


bad  fixed  the  wire  in  his  ear.  Yet  it  wa*  through  the 
telephone  tliat  our  news  came.  Wo  allied  ourselvea  to  a 
Spanish  newspaper  in  Madrid,  and  then  stationed  our  man 
at  a  Spanish  seaport  close  to  France.  Our  Madrid  corre- 
spondent just  talked  the  news  into  our  Son  Seboatian  mAn'» 
ear " 

"  But  the  censor ! " 

"The  correspondents  talked  the  ordinary  news  va 
Spanish,  but  at  intervals  the  Madrid  special  communicated 
some  important  piece  of  news  in  a  few  words  of  Bas({ue, 
which  our  correspondents  understood,  but  which  the  censor 
could  not  distinguish  from  Sanskrit." 

"  Good  !  Will  you  tell  me  this,  Mr.  Pryor,  would  j-our- 
yachts  assist  the  British  commanders  by  bringing  news- 
of  the  enemy's  movements  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  But  I  can  tell  you  of  a  thing  that  occurred 
in  the  Spanish-American  War.  The  American  fleet  wae- 
attended  by  newspaper  yachts,  and  one  day,  when  Admiral 
Sampson  was  anxious  to  send  despatches  ashore  and  could 
not  spare  a  ship  to  take  them,  an  enthusiastic  corre- 
spondent offered  to  sail  with  the  despatches.  Sampson 
accepted  the  offer,  and  the  paper  made  a  tremendous  point 
of  the  fact  that  it  had  lent  its  vessel  to  the  Government. 
But  it  paid  heavily  for  the  privilege,  for,  while  the 
correspondent  was  obliging  Sampson,  that  admiral  sailed 
away  and  bombarded  Matanzas ;  and  the  result  was  that- 
this  paper  was  the  only  one  that  contained  no  account  of 
that  event." 

"  Were  your  own  arrangements  for  the  Spanish- Ameri- 
can War  very  complete  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  but  the  war  was  a  wretche<l  affair.  We 
had  six  correspondents  giving  their  whole  energies  to  the 
struggle,  and  we  had  a  wire  from  this  room  to  Valencia, 
and  another  into  our  New  York  office,  just  to  hurry 
forward  our  New  York  intelligence.  We  could  have  done 
great  things  if  opportimities  had  been  pven  us." 

"  The  cost  of  such  arrangements  must  be  tremendous  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  better  word  for  it." 


A  Librarian  in  Trouble. 

Last  week  we  printed  an  appeal  from  a  librarian  who- 
had  been  requested  by  his  committee  to  purchase  fifty 
good  modern  books,  exclusive  of  Scott,  Tennyson,  Brown- 
ing, George  Eliot,  Meredith,  Hardy,  Kipling,  Mrs.  Ward, 
and  Barrie.  In  printing  his  appeal  we  expreesed  a  hope 
that  some  of  our  readers  would  help  him  over  the  stile. 
It  is  impossible  to  publish  all  the  replies  we  have  received, 
but  the  four  that  follow  may  be  taken  as  typical : 

List  L 

History  of  Modem  England.     (Fyffe.) 

Greater  Britain.     (Dilke.) 

Influence  of  Sea  Power  on  History.     (Mahan.) 

Influence  of  Sea  Power  on  the  French  Revolution.  (Mahan.)- 

England  in  Egypt.     (Milner.) 

Forty-One  Year  •»  in'India.     (Roberts.) 

(Green's  History  of  the  English  People. 

Seeley's  Expansion  of  England. 

Bryce's  American  Commoitwealtb. 

Albert  \'  Yaaza.     (Sir  S.  Baker. ) 

Laufrey's  History  of  Napoleon. 
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Gardiuer's  History  of  England. 

Jowett's  Plato. 

Foundations  of  Belief.     (Balfour.) 

Fors  Clavigera.     (Ruskin.) 

Prffiterita.     (Ruskin.) 

The  Art  of  England.     (Ruskin.) 

Hope  and  Fears  for  Art.     (W.  Morris.) 

A  Day  with  the  Birds.     (Warde  Fowler.) 

Recollections  of  a  Happy  Life.     (Miss  North.) 

Specimen  Days  and  Collect.     (Walt  Whitman.) 

Marius  the  Epicurean.     (Pater.) 

Greek  Studies.     (Pater.) 

Mythology  and  Monuments   of    Ancient   Athens.     (Jane 

Harrison.) 
Emerson's  Essays. 
Vegetable  Mould ,     ( Darwin. ) 
Insectivorous  Plants.     (Darwin.) 
Climbing  Plants.     (Darwin.) 
Old  Kensington.     (Miss  Thackeray.) 
War  and  Peace.     (Tolstoi.) 
Anna  Karenina.     (Tolstoi.) 
Virgin  Soil.     (Turgenieff.) 
Fathers  and  Sons.     (Turgenieff.) 
Daisy  Miller.     (James.) 
•On  the  Face  of  the  Waters.     (Mrs.  Steel.) 
Catriona.     (R.  L.  Stevenson.) 
Weir  of  Hermiston.     (R.  L.  Stevenson.) 
Treasure  Island.     (R.  L.  Stevenson.) 
John  Inglesant.     (Shorthouse.) 
Paris.     (Zola.) 
The  Downfall.     (Zola.) 

I$eside  the  Bonnie  Brier  Bush.     (Ian  Maclaren.) 
Debtor  and  Creditor.     (Freytag.) 
Not  Wisely,  but  Too  Well.     (Miss  Broughton.) 
A  Village  Tragedy.     (Margaret  Woods.) 
Story  of  an  African  Farm.     (O.  Schreiiier.) 
The  Sowers.     (Merriman.) 
Lothair,     (Beaconsfield.) 
Piccadilly.     (Laurence  Oliphant.) 
Brand.     (Ibsen.) 
Peer  Gynt.     (Ibsen.) 
Life  of  Tennyson.     (Lord  Tennyson.) 
Life  of  Cirlyle.     (Froude.) 
Reminiscences.     (Carlyle.) 
Life  of  Jowett.     (Abbott  and  Campbell.) 
]Matthew  Arnold's  Poems. 
Literature  and  Dogma.     (Matthew  Arnold.) 
Henley's  Poems. 
Ward's  English  Poets. 

List  II. 

Francis  Place.     (Graham  Wallas.) 

Elementary  Politics.     (J.  Raleigh.) 

Lorna  Doone.     (Blackmore.) 

Demos.     (Gissing.) 

Grub  Street.     (Gissing.) 

The  Child  of  the  Jago.     (Morrison.) 

Beside  the  Bonnie  Brier  Bu«h.     (Ian  Maclaren.) 

Auld  Lang  Syne  (Ian  Maclaren.) 

Kate  Carnegie.     (Ian  Maclaren.) 

Clog  Shop  Chronicles.     (John  Ackworth.) 

Daniel  Quorm.     (Mark  Guy  Pearse.) 

Tom  Brown's  Schooldays.     (Thomas  Hughes.) 

Mehalah.     (Baring  Gould.) 

Court  Royal.     (Baring  Gould.) 

John  Herring.     (Baring  Gould.) 

Peter  Halket  of  Mashonaland.     (O.  Schreiner.) 


(J. 


Mr.  Magnus.     (F.  R.  Statham.) 
The  Sowers.     (Merriman.) 
Roden's  Comer.     (Merriman.) 
Rich  and  Poor.     (Mrs.  Bosanquet.) 
The  Children  of  the  Ghetto.     (Zangwill.) 
.    The  Wheels  of  Chance.    (H.  G.  WeUs.) 
Chronicles  of  Carlingford.     (Mrs.  Oliphant.) 
Kirsteen.     (Mrs.  Oliphant.) 
Mr.  Isaacs.     (Marion  Crawford.) 
Joshua  Davidson.     (Lynn  Lynton.) 
The  Silence  of  Dean  Maitland.     (Maxwell  Grey.) 
A  Primer  of  the  Bible.     (Prof.  W.  H.  Bennett.) 
England  in  Egypt.     (Alfred  Milner.) 
The  History   of  the   Great  Northern   Railway.      (C.    H. 

Grinling.) 
Homer  and  Virgil.     (William  Morris.) 
St.  Bernard.     (J.  Cotter  Morrison.) 
Oxfoid.     (Andrew  Lang.) 
Cambridge.     (J.  W.  Clark.) 
The  Lays  of  the  Scottish  Cavaliers.     (Aytoun.) 
Master  Skylark :    A  Tale   of  Shakespeare's    Times. 

Bennett.) 
Seven  Little  Australians.     (Ethel  Turner.) 
Guide  to  London.     (E.  T.  Cook.) 
Handbook  to  National  GaUery.     (E.  T.  Cook.) 
Studies  in  Board  Schools.     (Charles  Morley.) 
Wild  Nature  Won  by  Kindness,     (Mrs.  Brightwen.) 
Little  Lord  Fauntleroy.     (Mrs.  Hodgson  Burnett.) 
A  Lady  of  Quality.     (Mrs.  Hodgson  Burnett.) 
That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's.     (Mrs.  Hodgson  Burnett.) 
Traits  and  Stories  of  the  Irish  Peasantry.     (W.  Carleton.) 
Murray's  University  Extension  Series. 
The  London  Programme.     (Sidney  Webb.) 
Fabian  Essays. 

List  III. 

H.  W.  A.  writes:  "I  enclose  a  list  of  thirty-two  books   I 
have  read  and  enjoyed.    I  can  honestly  recommend  every  one. 
I  have  put  down  eight  American  writers :  they  deserve  more 
attention  than  English  readers  usually  give  them.    When  I  say  I 
that  my  favourite  novelist  is  Thomas  Hardy,  you  will  believe  ( 
that  I  am  not  a  lover  of  trash.     This  merely  to  give  weight  to4 
my  selections." 

Novels,  ibc 

On  the  Face  of  the  Waters.     (Mrs.  Steel.) 

Elder  Conklin,  and  Other  Stories.     (Harris.) 

Children  of  the  Ghetto.     (Zangwill.) 

The  Master.     (Zangwill.) 

The  Wages  of  Sin.     (Malet.) 

Lying  Prophets.     (Phillpotts.) 

Stark  Munro  Letters.     (Doyle.) 

Born  in  Exile.     (Gissing.) 

In  the  Tear  of  Jubilee.     (Gissing.) 

The  Whirlpool.     (Gissing.) 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     (Reade.) 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place.     (Reade. ) 

It's  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.     (Reade.) 

The  Minister's  Charge.     (Howells.) 

Rudder  Grange.     (Stockton.) 

Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn.     (Twain.) 

The  Choir  Invisible.     (Allen.) 

Rose  of  Dutcher's  Coolly.     (Garland.) 

Jerome.     (Miss  Wilkins.) 

The  Mutable  Many.     (Barr.) 

Illumination.     (Frederic.) 

In  the  Valley.     (Frederic.) 
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Outre  Mer  (Impressioug  of  America,  1894).    (Bourget.) 

The  Far  East.     (Normau.) 

Travels  in  West  Africa.     (Kingsley.) 

The  Wonderful  Century.     (Wallace.) 

Social  Evolution.     (Kidd.) 

Fodry. 

Fojms.     (Henley.) 

The  Hope  of  the  World.    (Watson.) 

Mi>ceUaneou8. 

Matthew  Arnold's  Letters.     (Russell.) 
Charlotte  Bronte  and  Her  Circle.     (Shorter.) 
Plays — Pleasant  and  Unpleasant.     (Shaw.) 

List  IV. 

8.  8.  writes :  "  I  am  sending  you  a  list  of  books  that  my 
husband  and  I  hope  some  day  to  buy.  I  am  very  fond  of  lend- 
ing books  to  my  friends,  so  my  list  is  mainly  composed  of 
those  I  thought  people  might  like  to  read.  On  that  account  it 
might  be  of  some  use  to  you." 

Fiction. 

Across  an  Ulster  Bog.     (Hamilton.) 

McCleod  of  the  Camerons.    (Hamilton.) 

A  Village  Tragedy.    (Woods.) 

Mehalah.     (Baring  Gould.) 

Mrs.  Curgenven  of  Gurgenven.    (Baring  Gould.) 

The  Danvers  Jewels.     (Cholmondeley.) 

Sir  Charles  Danvers.     (Cholmondeley.) 

Diana  Tempest.     (Cholmondeley.) 

My  Trivial  Life  and  Misfortune. 

Aunt  Anne.     (Mrs.  Cliflford.) 

Romance  of  the  First  Consul.     (Mailing.) 

Monochromes.     (D'Arcy.) 

Modem  Instances.     (D'Arcy.) 

The  Golden  Age.     (Grahame.) 

The  Green  Book.     (Jokai.) 

Black  Diamonds.     (Jokai.) 

Not  Wisely  But  Too  Well.     (Broughton.) 

The  Iceland  Fisherman.     (Loti.) 

Patience  Sparhawk.     (Atherton.) 

Dolly  Dialogues.     (Hope.) 

Tess  of  the  D'Urbervilles.     (Hardy.) 

The  African  Farm.     (O.  Sohreiner.) 

Grania.     (Lawless.) 

Hurrish.     (Lawless.) 

Liza  o'  Lambeth.     (Maugham.) 

The  Odd  Women.     (Gissing.) 

Illumination.     (Frederic.) 

Silence.     (Miss  Wilkins.) 

The  Story  of  Ab.     (Stanley  Waterloo.) 

The  Fatal  Gift.     (P.  Moore.) 

The  Jossamy  Bride.     (F.  Moore.) 

Esther  Waters.     (G.  Moore.) 

German  Love.     (Max  Miiller.) 

Poelry. 

Light  of  Asia.     (Arnold.) 

Poems.     (Phillips.) 

Battle  of  the  Bays.     (Seaman.) 

Miscellaneous. 

Adventures  of  the  Broad  Arrow.     (Roberts.) 
An  Outlaw  of  the  Marches.     (E.  Hamilton.) 
Silk  o'  the  Kiue.     (L.  McManus.) 
The  Gunnmner.     (Bertram  Mitford.) 
Sign  of  the  Spider.     (Bertram  Mitford.) 
The  Skipper's  Wooing.     (Jacobs.) 
Many  Cargoes.     (Jacobs.) 


MitcUnneoiu  (continued). 

8ea  Urchins,     (Jaoobt.) 

Three  Men  in  a  Boat.    (Jerome.) 

Samantha  among  the  Brethren. 

Tom  Sawyer.     (Twain.) 

Diary  of  a  Nobody.    (Grosamitb.) 

Vice  Vtrtd.     (Anitey.) 

The  Wostem  Avemus.    (Morley  Robert*.) 

Australian  in  China.     (Morrison.) 

Malay  Sketches.     (Swetteoham.) 

Soul  of  a  People.     (Fielding.) 

Story  of  the  Heavens.     (Ball.) 

Gardiner's  Cromwell. 

Lewes's  History  of  Philosophy. 

Walter  Besant's  History  of  Jorutalem. 

Peter  the  Great. 

Catherine  the  Great. 

Collections  and  Recollections. 

Charlotte  Bront*'  and  Her  Circle.    (Shorter.) 

Making  of  a  Schoolgirl.     (Sharp.) 

Greek  Poets.    (Symonds.) 

Benvenuto  Cellini. 


Pretty  Books. 

We  began  talking  about  pretty  books.  Said  he  :  "  People 
will  have  them  now.  They  have  been  educated  to  know 
a  pretty  book  from  a  plain  one  ;  few  books  can  now  afford 
to  be  dowdy." 

"  Would  you  say  that  books  are  bought  for  their  pretti- 
ness  rather  than  to  be  read  ?  " 

"  By  some,  certainly.  But  what  of  that  ?  More  books 
are  sold ;  and  hundreds  of  people  who  buy  Morte  ^Arthur 
because  it  looks  pretty  on  the  counter  read  it  because  it 
is  medicinal  to  the  soul.  Tliose  publishers  who  have 
established  a  reputation  for  pretty  books  are  now  reaping 
the  profit,  while  other  publishers  who  have  neglected  their 
format!  are  in  disfavour.  Any  pretty  series  of  books 
appearing  in  monthly  volumes,  if  it  be  good,  is  in  demand. 
People  love  to  call  for  their  monthly  volume,  and  see  their 
sets  grow." 

"  Are  beautiful  books  bought  speculatively  now,  as  in 
the  old  '  large  paper '  days  ?  " 

"  Not  much.  Some  people,  you  know,  burnt  their 
fingers  over  Mr.  Holmes's  Life  of  the  Queen,  and  '  buying 
for  a  rise'  survives  here  and  there.  We  do  not  like 
these  speculating  customers.  If  there  is  no  rise  they  feel 
indefinably  aggpiieved,  and  want  us  to  take  the  book  off 
their  hands.  There  is  little  .satisfaction  in  such  trade. 
Why,  in  the  old  days  I  have  known  a  man  buy  a  parcel 
of  belles-lettres  and  never  open  the  books,  or  so  much  as 
remove  them  from  my  shop.  He  just  bought  for  a  rise, 
and  the  books  lay  with  me  until  the  rise  came.  Some- 
times it  never  came,  and  then  I  had  bother." 

"  Has  the  large  paper  craze  completely  subsided  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes.  Large  paper  copies  are  nowhere.  The  pretty 
book  is  wanted  by  everyone  now,  and  the  '  fancy '  are 
crowded  out.  The  public  are  the  '  fancy ' ;  and  the 
publisher  is  becoming  an  artist.  Yes,  that's  a  pretty 
book;  I  shall  sell  dozens,  scores,  as  Christmas  cards." 
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The  Contributors'  Playground. 

Traits. 
I  LOVE  the  gentile  and  petite  forms  of  literature.  I  look 
for  the  day  when  the  Elian  essay,  and  the  Horatian  ode, 
and  the  Theophrastian  "character"  shall  blossom  again, 
and  a  man  shall  have  something  to  roll  on  his  tongue  and 
tlick  at  a  friend.  And  thus,  in  a  week  which,  I  suppose, 
has  produced  thirty  new  novels,  I  have  returned  to  the 
Microcosmograpliy  of  John  Earle.  Tliis  book,  which,  to 
extend  its  title,  is  "  A  Piece  of  the  World  Discovered  in 
Essays  and  Characters,"  contains  seventy-seven  delinea- 
tions, to  each  of  which  a  page  or  so  is  consecrated.  We 
have  A  Young  Man,  A  Good  Old  Man,  A  Plausible  Man, 
A  Detractor,  An  Ordinarie  Honest  Fellow,  A  Poore  Man, 
An  Atumey,  A  Pot-Poet,  A  Moere  GuU  Citizen,  and  so 
forth.  These  types  are  not  otherwise  named :  they  are 
descriptions,  not  creations,  and  they  were  written  when 
Charles  the  First  wore  his  head ;  yet  they  are  more  real 
to  me  than  half  the  voluble  folk  I  meet  in  novels — to  say 
nothing  of  this,  that  T  prefer  a  witty  showman  to  the  best 
show.     Earle  is  witty. 

Take  these  touches  in  the  description  of  a  "  Sharke,"  or 
borrower :  "  No  man  puts  his  Braine  to  more  use  than  he, 
for  his  life  is  a  daily  invention,  and  each  meale  a  new 
Stratagem.  ...  He  offers  you  a  Pottle  of  Sacke  out 
of  his  joy  to  see  you,  and  in  requitall  of  this  courtesie,  you 
can  doe  no  lease  than  pay  for  it.  He  is  fumbling  with  his 
purse-strings,  as  a  Schoole-boy  with  his  points  [laces],  when 
hee  is  going  to  be  Whipt,  tiU  the  Master,  weary  with  long 
Stay,  forgives  him."  Of  "A  Pretender  to  Learning"  we 
read:  "He  is  oftner  in  his  study  than  at  his  Booke,  and 
you  cannot  pleasure  him  better  than  to  deprehend  him 
[take  him  unawares].  Yet  he  heares  you  not  tiU  the  third 
knocke,  and  then  comes  out  very  angry,  as  interrupted. 
You  find  him  in  his  Slippers  and  a  pen  in  his  eare,  in 
which  formality  he  was  asleep.  .  .  .  Hee  never  talkes  of 
anything  but  learning,  and  leames  all  from  talking."  As 
pleasantly  jjortrayed,  or  shall  we  say  transfixed,  is  the 
"  Affected  Man,"  who  "  must  be  point  blank  in  every  trifle, 
as  if  his  credit  and  opinion  hung  upon  it ;  the  very  space 
of  his  arms  is  an  imbrace  studied  before,  and  premedi- 
tated. .  .  .  Every  action  of  his  cryes  Doe  yee  marke  mee  ? 
and  men  doe  marke  him,  how  absurd  he  is."  So  the 
"  Mere  Oomplementall  Man  "  :  "  His  proffers  are  universal 
and  generaU  with  exceptions  against  all  particulars  ;  hee 
will  doe  anything  for  you ;  but  if  you  urge  him  to  this, 
hee  cannot,  or  to  that  hee  is  engaged  ;  but  hee  will  doe 
anything." 

Let  it  not  be  thought  that  Earle  cannot  draw  a  good 
man.  His  "Staid  Man,"  who  "  can  come  fairely  off  from 
Captaines'  companies,  and  neither  drinke  nor  quarrel," 
is  admirable;  "a  man  well  poys'd  in  all  humours,  in 
whom  Nature  shewd  most  Geometry,  and  hee  has  not 
spoyl'd  the  Worke.  A  man  of  more  wisedome  then  witti- 
nesse,  and  braine  then  fancy  ;  and  abler  to  any  thing  then 
to  make  Verses."  I  have  picked  Earle's  lines  easily.  I  leave 
him  on  this — "  A  Child  "  :  "  The  older  he  growes,  hee  is  a 
staire  lower  from  God ;  and  like  his  first  father  much 
worse  in  his  breeches.  He  is  the  Christian's  example,  and 
the  old  man's  relapse :  the  one  imitates  his  pureness,  and 


the  other  falls  into  his  simplicitie.  Could  hee  put  off 
his  body  with  his  little  Coate,  he  had  got  etemitie  without 
a  burthen,  and  exchang'd  but  one  Heaven  for  another." 
That  is  beautiful,  and  there  is  nothing  else  to  compare 
with  it ;  but  I  commend  the  Microeosmography  to  all  who 
love  a  book  with  tang  and  flavour. 

H. 


"  EvenJin  in  the  Village." 

After  dinner  the  other  day,  in  a  mood  of  pastoral  remi- 
niscence, I  sat  down  to  smoke  and  ruminate  over  a  volume 
of  Barnes,  that  Dorset  poet  whom  I  trust  Mr.  Lang,  if  he 
has  snatched  time  to  glance  at  him,  now  values  at  the 
worth  of  a  laurel-leaf  or  two.  I  happened  upon  "  Evenen 
in  the  Village."  I  read  and  re-read  it,  and  read  it  yet 
again.  As  a  piece  of  suggestive  description,  commonplace, 
indeed,  in  its  truth,  but  full  of  the  essential  melancholy  of 
the  twilight,  of  its  thin  sounds,  and  of  its  sudden  silences, 
it  appears  to  me  an  admirable  thing.     Here  it  is : 

Now  the  light  o'  the  west  is  a-tura'd  to  gloom, 

An'  the  men  be  at  hwome  vrom  ground ; 
An'  the  bells  be  a-zendcu  all  down  the  Coombe 
From  tower,  their  mwoansome  sound. 

An'  the  wind  is  still, 
An'  the  house-dogs  do  bark, 

An'  the  rooks  be  a-vled  to  the  elems  high  an'  dark, 
An'  the  water  do  roar  at  mill. 

An'  the  flickeren  hght  droagh  the  window-peiine 

Vrom  the  candle's  dull  fleame  do  shoot, 
Au'  young  Jemmy  the  smith  is  a-gone  down  leiine, 
A-playeQ  his  shrill-vaiced  flute. 

An'  the  miller's  man 
Do  zit  down  at  his  ease 
On  the  seat  that  is  under  the  cluster  o'  trees, 
Wi'  his  pipe  an'  his  cider  can. 

That  is  a  perfect  picture  in  perfect  English  words — tender, 
peaceful,  strong ;  an  echo  from  a  robuster  Arcady.  The 
fitful  fluting  dies  upon  the  ear ;  silence  shuts  down ; 
a  bat  wavers  and  is  gone ;  and  the  night  spreads  her 
brooding  wings.  S. 


On  Peter  Piper. 

Can  any  reader  of  the  Academy,  I  wonder,  help  me 
to  the  origin  of  Peter  Piper:  of  his  first  appearance 
and  so  forth?  I  refer  to  the  Peter  Piper  who  figures 
in  the  old  nursery  exercise  in  rapid  speech  :  "  Peter 
Piper  picked  a  peck  of  pepper.  Did  Peter  Piper 
pick  a  peck  of  pepper?  If  Peter  Piper  picked  a  peck 
of  pepper,  where's  the  peck  of  pepper  Peter  Piper 
picked?"  A  little  book  belonging  to  the  beginning  of 
the  century,  now  lying  before  me,  bears  the  title,  Peler 
Piper\  Practical  Principles  of  Plain  and  Perfect  Pronunciation, 
and  therein  the  whole  alphabet  is  al'iteratively  treated 
after  the  formula  quoted  above — "P"  being  represented 
by  the  above  sentences.  What  I  want  to  know  is, 
whether  the  Peter  Piper  passage  gave  the  author  the  idea 
for  this  little  book ;  or  if  he  reached  Peter  Piper  in  due 
course,  and  then  selected  him  to  serve  in  the  title. 
Among  the  other  letters  there  are  good  names.  A  has 
"  Andrew  Airpump  asked  his  aunt  her  ailment  "  ;  B,  "  BiUy 
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Button  bought  a  buttered  buscuit  "  ;  C,   "  Captain  Crack 
skull  cracked  a  CatchpoU's  cockscomb  "  ;  while  among  the 
others   are:    "Enoch    Elkrig   ate  an  empty   eggshell"; 
"Humphry   Hunchback    had    a    hundred    hedgehogs"; 
"  Inigo   Impey  inspected   an  Indian   image  " ;    "  Kimbo 
Kemble  kicked  his  kinsman's  kettle  "  ;  "Matthew  Mend- 
legs  missed  a  mangled  monkey  "  ;    "  Quixote  Quicksight 
quizzed  a  quoerish  quid-box  "  ;  "  Tiptoe  Tommy  turned  a 
Turk  for  twopence,"  and  "Vincent  Veedon  viewed  his  vacant 
vehicle."     There  are  two  reasons  why  Peter  Piper  should 
have  been  selected  for  tho  title.     One  is  that  alliteration 
demanded  it,  the  work  being  a  help  to  "  Pronunciation  "  ; 
the  other  is   that  that   was   the   day  of    Peters — Peter 
Pindar,  Peter  Plymley,  and  Peter  Parley,  for  example. 
Just  as  George  has  of  late  been  pojjular  among  feminine 
searchers  for  a  pseudonym,  Peter  was  then  the  natural 
choice  of  tho  social  critic.     Yet  it  is  odd  that  whereas  every 
nursery  in  the  country   to-day  knows  of  Peter  and  his 
prowess,  you  may  ask  in  vain  for  information  concerning 
Andrew  Airpump  and  Kimbo  Kemble,  Enoch   Elkrig  and 
Tiptoe  Tommy,  Matthew  Mendlegs  and  Eory  Eumims. 

V. 


Things  Seen. 


The  Humourist. 
A  BLAZE  of  sun  along  the  dusty  road,  which  wound  from 
the  door  of  the  village  inn,  past  cottage  gardens,  until  it 
turned  by  the  pond  towards  Chichester.  It  was  one 
o'clock  ;  the  village  street  was  empty.  Suddenly  through 
the  sleepy  air  the  bang  and  tinkle  of  a  tambourine. 
"'Ooray!  'ooray!  Livelier 'ere  than|,Southsea.  Where's 
the  pretty  gals  ?    What  ho  !  what  ho  !  " 

The  village  did  not  stir  in  its  sleep.  The  collie  by  the 
doorstep  opened  one  eye,  and  then  droi)ped  again  into 
slumber. 

The  si^eaker  was  black  and  not  comely.  He  wore  the 
blazer  of  the  eighties,  with  flannel  trousers  that  might 
some  day  be  white  again;  sand-shoes  too,  that  yawned 
with  weariness.  But  he  came  with  a  certain  jauntiness 
into  the  inn,  and  I  heard  him  asking,  with  a  touch  of 
anxiety  in  his  tone,  what  they  could  do  him  half  a  pint 
and  a  piece  of  bread  and  cheese  for. 

The  village  stiU  slept,  and  as  I  turned  towards  my  lunch 
I  saw  him  sitting  on  the  comer  of  a  bench  in  the  bar- 
parlour,  his  elbows  on  his  knees,  and  his  chin  on  his  hands, 
munching.  The  bitten  edge  of  the  bread  was  rimmed 
with  black. 

Half  an  hour  later,  as  I  smoked  my  pipe  at  the  door,  he 
came  out,  his  tambourine  under  his  arm.  It  was  inscribedi 
in  rough  letters,  "  Little  Willie."  Over  the  gate  of  the 
cottage-garden  opposite  leaned  an  old  man. 

"  Strollin'  in  the  pawk  ?  "  said  Little  Willie  to  the  old 
man,  spinning  his  tambourine  on  a  forefinger.  The  old 
man  stared  vacantly  and  put  one  hand  to  his  ear.  I  walked 
towards  him  as  Little  Willie  passed  up  the  road. 

"Makes  'is  livin'  that  way,  I  s'pose,"  said  the  old 
man. 

I  looked  after  Little  Willie.  He  was  sitting  by  the  side 
of  the  road  doing  something  to  one  of  his  shoes.  I  think 
he  was  tying  it  up  with  grass. 


An  Interlude.  i 

Thk  Captain  was  engaged  in  tho  tank  of  ponranding  hia 
canary  to  sing.  This  he  did  by  rubbing  a  cork  aguinat 
a  bottle,  and  oooasionally  interjocting  "  8we-e-et  ! 
8we-e-et!  "  and  the  other  noises  produced  by  sucking  the 
lips  together,  with  which  human  beings  think  to  encourage 
birds. 

"  I've  just  been  thinking,"  he  said,  "  I  don't  know  why, 
of  the  trouble  I  once  had  with  a  fireman.  He  had  been 
bullying  about  all  tho  voyage,  giving  the  engineers  lip, 
making  the  other  men  dissatisfied,  grumbling  at  the  food, 
and  threatening  all  kinds  of  damage  to  the  firm's  reputa- 
tion when  we  got  ashore. 

"  '  This  has  got  to  be  stopped,'  I  thought ;  and  one  mom- 
ing  things  came  to  a  head.  I  was  on  the  bridge  and  hoard 
him  saucing  the  chief.  I  went  aft  and  took  off  my  coat. 
He  was  a  big  fellow,  much  bigger  than  me,  and  I  knew  I 
must  settle  him  right  off  or  he'd  settle  me.  I  told  the 
mate  to  fetch  him  and  then  stand  by  ready  to  come  in  if  I 
called.  The  mate  did  it  very  well :  he  asked  him,  so  as  not 
to  rouse  his  suspicions,  'Is  your  name  Sullivan?'  'Yes,' 
said  the  man,  '  that's  my  name.'  '  Then  the  captain  wants 
you  in  the  cabin.' 

"He  swelled  himself  up  at  that  and  came  swaggering 
aft.  I  heard  him  on  the  companion,  and  crept  to  the 
door.  I  waited  till  he  got  well  inside  and  then  let  drive 
all  I  knew.  My  fist  hit  him  full  on  the  temple  and  he 
went  over  just  like  a  ninepin.  It  took  him  by  surprise, 
you  see.  I  knew  that  was  the  only  way.  I  must  have 
hit  him  hard,  for  it  put  my  thumb  out,  and  it  was  that 
painful  I  could  hardly  lift  my  hand.  In  a  moment  he 
began  to  get  up.  I  couldn't  hit  him  again,  I  knew,  so 
I  just  jumped  for  him  and  got  my  heel  into  his  nock. 
Then  he  rolled  over  and  never  moved.  '  Come  and  clear 
tliis  fellow  out  of  here,'  I  called  to  the  mate,  and  they 
carried  him  for'ard  and  patched  him  up. 

"His  neck  swelled  up  to  twice  its  size,  but  he  never  bullied 
any  more.  My  thumb  was  bad  all  the  voyage,  and  below  I 
carried  the  hand  in  a  sling,  but  not  on  deck — oh,  dear,  no  5 
The  man  wont  straight  to  the  Consul  to  complain,  in  the 
first  port  we  came  to,  but  when  I  put  the  case  before  him 
the  Consul  took  my  side.  Of  course  I  never  meant  to 
kick  his  neck.  Yes,  we  have  awkward  customers 
sometimes." 

Then  the  Captain  resumed  his  task  of  persuading  the 
canary  to  sing.     "  Swe-e-et !     Swe-e-et '.  "  he  called. 


Similitude. 
As  I  passed  along  the  resonant  street  in  the  dark  still 
hour  before  the  dawn,  a  fiery  lamp,  like  a  dragon's  eye, 
came  swinging  towards  me,  a  few  inches  from  the  ground. 
At  intervals  a  hoarse  voice  cried  :  "  'Ware  steam  roller  I  " 
so  I  stepped  on  to  the  side-walk  to  let  the  herald  pass. 
And  in  his  wake  rolled  softly  forward,  upon  pneumatic 
tyres,  a  bicycle.  To  see  me  so  cautious  the  two  mummers 
laughed  gently,  as  the  little  antic  procession  wended 
slowly  towards  the  East.  And  I  thought,  as  the  cry  came 
muffled  out  of  the  distance,  that  just  so,  perhaps,  the  kind 
gods  laugh  when  we  take  their  warnings  very  gravely. 
For  the  present  knows  nothing  of  the  terrors  which  had 
made  the  future  frightful. 
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The  Age  of  Love. 

By  Paul  Bourget. 

{Concluded.) 

The  amiable  white-haired  dowager  questioned  me  about  my 
pretended  works,  and  I  replied  by  compulsory  lies,  with  a 
scarlet  on  my  cheeks  that  the  good  lady  must  have  put  down 
to  natural  timidity.  And  as  if  there  were  a  mischievous 
imp  ready  to  multiply  temptations  to  evil-doing  at  certain 
moments,  behold,  the  two  young  ladies  whom  I  had 
watched  go  out  returned  in  the  middle  of  my  unforeseen 
visit.  Ah !  What  a  living  commentary  I  at  once  found 
for  my  interview  with  the  feminist  novelist  on  the  Age  of 
Love,  and  how  clear  everything  in  the  old  writer's 
discourse  instantly  became  as  I  watched  him  chatter  with 
one  of  the  new  arrivals !  She  was  a  girl  of  twenty,  perhaps 
— Mile,  de  Eussaie,  if  I  caught  her  name  aright.  A  rather 
tall  child,  with  a  longish  face  lit  up  by  two  very  dark 
and  very  soft  eyes,  sing^ularly  ardent  and  steady.  Her 
likeness  to  the  portrait  of  the  Salon  CarH  of  the  Louvre, 
attributed  to  Francia,  and  known]  as  the  "  Black  Man," 
because  of  the  sombre  hue  of  garment  and  cloak,  was 
striking.  Round  her  mouth  and  nostrils  shuddered  that 
same  conquered  nervousness,  that  same  contained  fever 
which  gives  this  portrait  its  striking  character,  and  I  was 
not  there  a  quarter  of  an  hour  without  guessing,  from  her 
manner  of  looking  at  and  listening  to  Fauchery,  what  a 


passionate  interest  the  old  master  had  inspired.  When  he 
spoke  she  was  entirely  enthralled.  When  she  spoke  to 
him  I  felt  her  voice  shudder,  if  I  may  say  so,  and  he,  the 
glorious  writer,  saturated  with  triumph,  exhausted  with 
work,  seemed,  since  he  was  within  the  radius  of  this  naive 
idolatry,  to  have  recovered  the  vivacity,  the  elasticity  of 
impression,  which  is  the  sovereign  grace  of  youth  in  love. 

"I  understand  why  he  quoted  Goethe  and  the  young  girl 
of  Marienbad  a  while  ago,"  I  said  to  myseU,  laughing,  while 
the  hired  carriage  carried  me  back  to  Nemours.  "  He  was 
thinking  of  himself.  He  is  in  love  with  that  young  g^irl, 
and  he  is  loved  by  her.  We'll  hear  soon  that  he  is  going 
to  marry  her.  There's  a  marriage  wiU  produce  copy.  And 
when  the  feUow  Pascal  learns  that  I  was  present  at  the 
engagement !  For  the  moment,  let  us  think  about  the 
interview.  Won't  Fauchery  be  astounded  to  read  it 
the  day  after  to-morrow  in  the  paper  ?  But  does  he  ever 
read  newspapers  ?  It's  not  right,  certainly.  But  what 
harm  wiU  it  do  him?  And  besides,  the  struggle  for 
life!" 

I  remember.  It  was  with  these  arguments  that  I 
strove  to  deaden  that  inward  voice  that  cried :  ' '  You 
have  no  right  to  write  down  on  paper  and  serve  op  i 
to  the  public  what  that  noble  writer  said  to  you, 
taking  you  for  a  poet  and  not  a  reporter."  But  I  also 
heard  the  editor's  voice:  "You  won't  succeed."  Audi 
am  ashamed  to  confess  the  second  voice  got  the  better  of  ( 
the  first,  the  more  so  as  I  had  to  do  something  to  make 
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tlio  time  pass.  For  I  liud  returned  to  Nemours  too  late 
for  the  train  that  would  have  taken  me  back  to  Paris 
in  time  for  dinner.  They  gave  me  a  clean  and  quiet 
room  in  the  old  inn.  I  said  to  myself:  "I  can 
write  comfortably  here "  ;  and  until  bedtime,  I 
spent  my  leisure  in  preparing  the  start  of  my  in- 
quiry. I  scrawled  tliore  under  tlie  vivid  impression  of 
the  afternoon,  and — who  knows  ? — with  talent,  whipped  as 
my  nerves  were  by  a  trifle  of  remorse  ;  yes,  I  scrawled  there 
four  pages  which  would  not  have  been  out  of  place  in 
Goneourt's  Journal,  that  exquisite  manual  of  the  complete 
reporter.  Everything  was  there  :  my  journey  and  arrival 
at  the  castle ;  the  silhouette  of  the  coquettish  e<lifice  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  with  its  curtain  of  trees  and  its 
clipped  alleys ;  the  master's  sitting-room  and  the  master 
himself,  and  his  sayings,  and  the  tea  as  a  finish ;  and  the 
aged  novelist's  smile  in  his  circle  of  old  and  young  women 
friends.  It  only  needed  the  final  word.  "I  shall  find  it 
when  I  awaken,"  I  thought,  and,  such  is  the  literary 
nature,  I  went  to  bed  with  the  sentiment  of  accomplished 
duty.  I  had  written — that  I  felt — under  tlie  pretext  of  an 
interview,  my  best  page  of  romance. 

What  happens  to  us  during  sleep?  Is  there  an 
irresistible  and  secret  travail  of  our  ideas  that  ferments 
imknown  to  us  while  our  senses  are  closed  to  impressions 
of  the  outward  world  ?  However  it  may  bo,  on 
awakening  I  found  myself  in  a  very  different  humour 
from  that  of  the  night  before.  Hardly  ten  minutes 
after  I  opened  my  eyes,  Pierre  Fauehery's  image  rose 
before  me.  At  once  the  idea  that  I  had  abused  the 
favour  of  his  reception  t(j  such  a  degree  grew  quite 
unsupportable.  I  felt  a  passionate  need  to  see  him  again, 
and  ask  pardon  for  my  falsehood.  I  wanted  to  tell  him 
who  I  was,  with  what  design  I  had  approached  him,  and 
how  sorry  I  was.  But  there  was  no  necessity  for  such  a 
confession.  1  had  only  to  destroy  last  night's  pages.  I 
rose  with  this  purpose.  Before  tearing  them  up  I  read 
them  over.  And  then—  every  writer  will  understand  me — 
they  seemed  to  me  so  good  that  I  did  not  destroy  them. 
A  thought  flashed  across  me  :  "  Fauchery  is  so  intelligent, 
BO  generous.  After  all,  what  is  there  in  this  interview 
that  can  hurt  him  ?  Nothing,  absolutely  nothing.  If  I 
went  to  see  him  again  this  very  morning.  If  I  told  him 
my  story,  and  that  on  the  success  of  this  interview  depends 
my  fortune  as  a  journalist.  When  he  knows  that  I  have 
lived  for  five  years  in  misery  and  fruitless  labour,  and  that 
I  became  a  pressman  to  secure  a  morsel  of  bread,  he  will 
forgive  me,  he  will  be  sorry  for  me,  he  will  reply:  'Publisli 
jour  interview.'  Yes — but  should  he  forbid  me  to  publish 
it?    No,  he  won't." 

.  I  passed  the  morning  debating' this  last  strange  project, 
A  natural  shame  made  it  very  painful.  But  in  its  favour 
were  the  object  of  conciliating  the  scruples  of  delicacy, 
vanity  as  a  paragraphist,   and  the   interest  of  my 

cket.    I  knew  Pascal  was  most  generous  about  inter- 
lews    when    they  pleased   him.      Besides,   had    he  not 

omised  me  a  premium  if  I  pumped  Fauchery  ?    So  I 

olved  to  attempt  it,  when,  after  a  hurried  breakfast,  as 

P  jumped  into  the  cart  I  had  already  driven  in  the  day 

Bfore,  I  saw  an  emblasoned  victoria,  behind  a  splendid 

se,   roll  rapialy  by,   and,   with   stupor,   I  recognised, 


lying  back  among  the  cushiims  in  n  mournful  reverix  that 
singularly  gave  the  lie  to  yesterday's  good  humour— 
whom  ?  Pierre  Fauchery  himself.  A  small  trunk  pUoed 
on  the  box  seat  was  sufficient  proof  that  he  wan  goinff  to 
the  station.  I  looked  at  my  watch.  The  Paris  train 
left  in  twelve  minutes.  I  flung  my  things  pell-mell  into 
my  valise,  paid  my  bill  without  examining  it ;  the  some 
cart  that  was  to  have  taken  me  to  the  Castle  took  me  to 
the  station  at  a  tearing  pace,  and  just  as  the  train  woa 
moving  I  dropped  on  a  seat  in  an  empty  compartment, 
opposite  the  famous  novelist,  who  said  :  "  You  aLm  deaert 
Nemours  ?    Like  me,  you  need  Paris  for  serious  work." 

Thus  begun,  the  conversation  should  have  led  easily  to 
the  avowal  I  had  resolved  to  make.  But  for  that  it  needed, 
in  the  first  place,  that  I  should  not  be  seized,  before  my 
unexpected  companion,  by  an  invincible  timidity,  then  that 
his  attitude  should  not  inspire  me  with  so  great  a  curiosity. 
Twenty  chances  might  explain  this  precipitate  departure 
from  the  Castle  I  left  him  so  comfortably  installed  in,  from 
a  telegram  from  a  sick  relation  to  a  vulgar  busineaa 
appointment.  But  that  the  expression  of  his  physiognomy 
should  alter  from  yesterday,  as  it  had  done ;  that  he  should 
have  become  in  those  eighteen  hours  the  worried,  dis- 
couraged, used-up  creature  he  seemed  to  be,  when  I  had 
left  him  so  happy  in  living,  so  gaily  attentive  to  that  pretty 
child.  Mile,  de  Bussaie,  who  loved  him,  and  whom  he 
appeared  to  love,  was  an  enigma  that  obsessed  me,  this 
time  without  any  professional  feeling.  I  was  to  learn  the 
meaning  before  we  reached  Paris.  At  least  I  shall  always 
believe  that  his  discourse  at  a  certain  moment  contained, 
under  an  indirect  form,  a  confidence.  He  was  still  upset 
by  the  unexpected  incident  that  had  determined  both  his 
hurried  departure,  and  this  sudden  metamorphosis  of  what 
he  would  have  called,  in  the  style  of  his  novels,  his  "  in- 
timate heaven."  The  incident  he  recounted /w  tfogarti, 
as  Beyle  loved  to  say,  in  the  conviction  that  I  would  not 
find  out  the  real  hero.  Yes,  so  I  shall  always  believe,  that 
he  told  me  his  own  story  as  another's,  and  I  like  to  believe 
it  because  it  was  so  like  himself,  that  way  of  feeling.  It 
was  again  in  connexion  with  the  imaginary  subject  of  my 
novel — that  is,  oh,  irony !  in  connexion  with  the  real 
subject  of  my  interview — that  ho  began : 

"I  have  considered  our  conversation  and  your  book, 
and  I  fear  I  ill-expressed  my  thought  yesterday  when  I 
told  you  that  we  can  love  and  be  loved  at  every  age.  I 
should  have  added  that  sometimes  the  love  comes  too 
late.  When,  for  instance,  we  have  no  longer  the  right  to 
prove  how  much  we  love,  except  by  sacrifice.  I  would 
like  to  give  you,  begging  you  not  to  use  it,  because  the 
secret  is  not  mine,  a  document,  as  they  call  it  to-day, 
which  is  in  itself  a  little  drama,  quite  a  dlHoutnunt."  On 
my  promise  of  discretion,  he  went  on :  "I  have  a  friend,  a 
comrade  of  my  own  age,  who  at  twenty  loved  a  young  g^rl^ 
He  was  poor.  She  was  rich.  Her  relations  separated 
them.  The  girl  married,  and  died  shortly  afterwards. 
My  friend  lived  on.  Some  day  you  will  know  that  it  is 
equally  true  that  we  recover  from  everything  and  are 
consoled  for  nothing.  I  was  the  confidant  of  his  madnen. 
So  I  was  of  the  adventures  that  followed  this  first,  this 
ineffaceable,  experience.  He  felt  and  inspired  other  loves. 
He  tasted  other  happinesses.     He  suffered  other  sorrows. 
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And  yet,  when  we  were  alone,  and  wo  reached  those  con- 
fidences I  call  from  behind  the  heart,  ever  the  ideal  bride 
of  his  twentieth  year  reappeared  behind  his  speech. 
How  often  has  he  said  to  me  :  "I  have  ever  sought  her 
through  the  others,  and  as  they  never  were  her,  since  her 
I  have  never  truly  loved." 

"  And  she  ?  "  I  asked,  "  did  she  love  him  ?  " 

"He  did  not  think  so,"  replied  Fauchery,  "  at  least  she 
never  told  him  so.  Imagine  now  my  friend  at  my  age  or 
nearly  so.  See  him  grey  already,  weary  of  life,  and 
persuaded  that  he  has  at  last  reached  the  great  quiet. 
Behold,  staying  in  the  country,  with  relations,  he  meets  a 
child  of  twenty,  the  portrait,  the  hallucinating  portrait  of 
her  he  wanted  to  marry  thirty  years  ago.  You  know,  one 
of  those  extraordinary  likenesses  that  go  from  the  colour 
of  the  eyes  to  the  tone  of  voice,  from  the  smile  to  the 
thought,  from  the  gesture  to  the  most  delicate  shades  of 
the  heart.  It  is  not  in  two  disconnected  phrases,  but  in 
pages  and  pages  that  one  should  study  the  strange  senti- 
ments I  saw  my  friend  attacked  by  :  tenderness  at  once 
present  and  retrospective  for  the  dead  across  the  living ; 
that  hypnotism  of  the  soul  which  does  not  know 
where  meniories  and  dreams  end,  where  real  emotion 
begins ;  that  daily  mingling  of  all  that  is  most  distant 
on  earth  :  the  ghost  of  a  lost  bride,  and  all  that 
is  most  quick,  most  fresh,  most  irresistibly  naive  and 
spontaneous,  a  young  girl.  .  .  .  She  comes,  she  goes,  she 
laughs,  she  sings,  you  walk  with  her  in  the  intimacy  of 
country  life,  and  beside  her  you  see  a  corpse !  After 
a  fortniglit  of  an  almost  thoughtless  abandonment  to  the 
dangerous  delight  of  thig  inward  trouble,  imagine  my 
friend  by  chance  entering  one  morning  an  unfrequented 
room  of  the  house — a  gallery  where,  among  other  pictures, 
was  a  pastel  of  him  painted  when  he  was  twenty-five. 
He  approaches  this  portrait  tmthinkingly.  There  was 
a  fire  in  the  room,  so  that  a  slight  moisture  had  blurred 
the  glass  that  protected  the  pastel,  and  upon  the  glass 
thus  blurred  he  saw  distinctly  drawn  the  trace  of  two 
lips  that  had  rested  there  upon  his  portrait,  where  the 
eyes  were — two  fine  and  delicate  lips,  whose  shape  made 
his  heart  beat.  He  left  the  gallery,  and  questioned 
a  servant.  Only  the  young  girl  he  was  thinking  of  had 
entered  it  that  morning." 

"  And  then  ?  "  I  interrupted  as  he  stopped. 

'.'  Then  my  friend  returned  to  the  gallery  to  look  once 
more  at  that  adorable  impression  of  the  most  inno- 
cent and  passionate  of  caresses.  A  glass  was  near 
in  which  he  could  see  and  compare  his  face  of 
to-day  with  his  face  of  other  days,  the  man  he  had 
been  with  the  man  he  was.  What  passed  within 
him  at  that  moment  he  never  told,  I  never  asked.  Had 
he  the  feeling  that  he  was  culpable  in  inspiring  a  passion 
in  a  girl  he  would  have  been  mad,  almost  criminal,  to 
have  married  ?  Did  he  understand  that  across  his  stiU 
sensitive  old  age  it  was  his  youth  the  child  loved  ?  Did 
he  remember  the  other — her,  who  had  never  given  him 
that  kiss  when  he  might  have  returned  it  ?  I  only  know 
that  he  left  that  same  day,  never  to  see  again  her  whom 
he  could  no  longer  love  with  the  hope,  the  candour,  the 
soul  of  his  twenty  years — as  he  had  loved  the  other." 

A  few  hours  after  this  conversation,  I  was  once  more  in 


the  office  of  the  Boulevard,  seated  in  Pascal's  study,  who 
said  : 

"  Already  ?     Have  you  interviewed  Fauohery  ?  " 

"  He  wouldn't  even  receive  me,"  I  replied  shamelessly. 

"What  did  I  tell  you?"  jeered  the  editor,  shrugging 
his*  big  shoulders.  "  We'U  make  him  smart  in  his  new 
book."  And,  he  added,  looking  at  me  :  "  Besides,  my  little 
Labarthe,  you  know  that  as  long  as  you've  got  that  air 
of  a  good  little  fellow,  you're  infernally  out  of  it  among 
journalists." 

I  bowed  under  the  man's  bad  humour.  What  would  he 
have  said  had  he  known  that  there  in  my  pocket  lay  his 
interview  ?  Since  then  I  have  made  my  way  in  the  press 
I  thought  to  fail  in.  I  have  lost  my  air  of  good  little 
fellow,  and  I  earn  twelve  hundred  a  year  and  more. 
All  the  same,  I  never  had  such  pleasure  in  publishing 
the  most  remunerative,  the  most  ringing  article,  that  I 
had  in  slipping  into  my  drawer,  never  to  open  them 
again,  the  pages  describing  my  visit  to  Nemours.  I  often 
think  I  have  not  served  Letters  as  I  desired,  since,  with  all 
my  enormous  work,  I  have  not  written  a  book.  And  yet, 
when  I  recall  the  irresistible  movement  of  respect  that 
prevented  me  from  committing  towards  a  beloved  master 
a  most  profitable  but  infamous  indiscretion,  I  tell  myseU : 
"If  you  have  not  served  Letters,  you  have  not  betrayed 
them."  And  that  is  why,  now  that  Fauchery  is  no  more  of 
this  world,  I  felt  I  might  tell  this  tale  of  my  "first 
inquiry."     There  is  none  of  which  I  am  prouder. 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment, 
Mb.  Phil  May  has  been  "  on  the  road."  Setting  forth  from 
town  the  other  day,  he  might  have  been  seen  on  a  well 
set-up  cob  feeling  his  way  among  the  lumbering  traffic  of 
Edgware-road,  and  making  for  the  great  Eoman  thorough- 
fare that  leads  North.  Bound  for  York,  at  the  rate  of 
about  thirty  miles  a  day,  and  with  Grantham,  Peter- 
borough, and  Sheffield  among  his  stopping- stages,  Mr. 
Phil  May,  himself  a  Yorkshireman,  intended  to  keep  a 
keen  eye  for  the  humours  of  the  journey  ;  with  wliat 
results  the  followers  of  his  sketches  in  the  public  press 
will  presently  have  an  opportunity  of  deciding. 

The  khaki  uniform,  which  some  of  the  returned  troops 
from  the  Soudan  have  made  familiar  to  the  Londoner,  is, 
in  point  of  colour,  as  nearly  that  of  the  desert  round  about 
Wady  Haifa  as  the  Polar  bear  is  that  of  his  iceberg,  or  the 
greeu  lizard  that  of  the  grass.  This  monotony  is  responsi- 
ble for  strange  effects,  one  of  which  was  noted  by  Lady 
Butler  during  a  stay  in  Egypt,  and  was  thus  described  by 
her  in  a  letter  home  :  "It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when 
J  saw  a  burial  party,  clad  in  the  coat  of  khaki  drab, 
carrying  a  dead  comrade  covered  with  the  Union  Jack 
towards  the  little  cemetery  in  the  desert;  and,  as  they 
moved  over  the  plain  obliquely  away  from  me,  with  their 
backs  to  the  low  sun,  nothing  could  be  seen  of  them  but 
the  black  shadow  of  each  soldier  as  it  was  projected 
upon  the  back  of  his  front  rank  man.  One  thus  saw 
literally  a  little  troop  of  shadows  moving  towards  the 
grave,  with  the  stiff  automatic  motion  peculiar  to  the 
military  funeral  step ;  and,  in  the  midst  of  these  phantoms, 
shone  out,  in  vivid  colours,  the  flag  that  shrouded  the  dead." 
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M.  DcBOis  is  setting  to  music  Leo  XEQ.'b  Ode  on  the 
Baptism  of  Clovis ;  and,  before  Ciiristmaa,  it  will  be  per- 
formed in  the  Cathedral  at  Rheinis. 


Hiitory  the  name  of  Mr.  John  Morley,  one  of  hia  oldaat 
friends,  and  the  historian  of  Roiujteau. 


)0 

r      w 


Mil.  Winston  Churchill  leaves  England  to  rejoin  his 
regiment  in  India  with  particular  regrets  in  his  goodbyes. 
He  lias  touched  politics  and  whetted  his  appetite  for  such 
applause  as  greets  him  whenever  he  sets  foot  upon  a  plat- 
form— not  as  his  father's  son  merely,  but  as  his  successor 
in  straight  speech.  He  has  written  short  stories  which 
have  brought  liiiu  praises  ;  and  he  has  made  his  appear- 
ance among  war  correspondents  with  particular  effect. 
That,  appropriately  enough,  was  in  the  columns  of  the 
Morning  Post,  tlie  paper  that  made  itself  from  first  to  last 
the  "  organ "  of  Lord  Eandolph.  Those  letters  from 
Omdurman  have  won  applause  on  many  particulars, 
but  it  has  hardly  been  noted  how  they  rose,  in  some  of 
their  paragraphs,  above  the  level  of  ordinary  national 
prejudice.  "It  has  been  freely  stated,"  he  said,  for  in- 
stance, "that  the  Khalifa  was  a  cruel  tyrant,  and  that  the 
British  and  Egyptian  armies  entered  Omdurman  to  free 
the  people  from  his  yoke."  Mr.  Winston  Churchill  has 
quite  another  tale  to  tell,  and  as  it  is  the  only  good  word, 
or  nearly  so,  spoken  for  the  Khalifa,  perhaps  it  may 
fittingly  find  a  further  record.  "Never,"  he  says,  "were 
rescuers  more  unwelcome.  The  thousands  who  advanced 
on  the  zareba  or  who  stood  unflinching  against  the  cavalry 
charge  were  not  pressed  men.  They  fought  for  a  cause  to 
whicli  they  were  devoted,  and  for  a  ruler  in  whose  reign 
they  acquiesced.  The  Khalifa's  house  exhibited  several 
sig^s  of  cleanliness  and  refinement,  and  the  loyalty  of  his 
people — unquestionably  displayed — gives  him  some  claims 
to  be  considered  a  fair  ruler  according  to  his  light 
and  theirs."  These  words  ought  to  be  mastered  by  the 
City  magnates  and  others  who  are  going  to  make  speeches 
in  the  presence  of  the  Sirdar,  so  that  they  may  clear  their 
minds  of  cant.  Mr.  Winston  Cliurchill  privately  speaks  to 
is  point,  I  am  told,  even  more  freely  than  he  publicly 
writes ;  and  he  has  established  his  claim  to  be  regarded 
henceforth  with  special  interest  as  that  rare  creature — a 
candid  observer. 


The  prophecy  that  Mr.  J.  M.  Barrie  would  make 
£40,000  out  of  the  stage  royalties  of  "  The  Little  Minister  " 
has,  I  hear,   been  fulfilled  almost  to  the  very  letter,  or 


figure. 


The  New  Gallery  has  decided  to  devote  its  Winter 
Exhibition  to  tlie  works  of  Sir  Edward  Bume-Jones.  As 
the  successor  of  the  old  Grosvenor  Gallery,  to  which  Sir 
Edward  owed  half  his  reputation  with  the  public,  the  Now 
Gallery  has,  of  course,  a  first  right  to  pay  this  tribute  to 
his  memory,  and  to  25rocure,  at  the  same  time,  a  most 
popular  show.  Were  it  otherwise,  Burlington  House, 
which  "  collected "  Eossetti,  an  absolute  outsider,  would 
no  doubt  have  gladly  done  as  much  and  more  for  Sir 
Edward  Bui-ne-Jones,  who  belonged  for  a  brief  space  to  its 
own  ranks. 


Thb  waltz  waa  made  in  Germany,  the  polka  in  Hungary, 
and  the  conventional  tip-too  ballet  had  ita  birth  in  Italy, 
where  it  is  still  a<loro<l.  The  French,  though  tliey  have 
not  created  many  dances,  are  great  dancers  all  the  same  ; 
and  French  society  in  London  will  be  delighted  to  hear 
that  a  ball-room  is  shortly  to  be  added  to  the  French 
Embassy  at  Albert  Gate. 


Mil.  Wilfrid  Blunt  has  been  among  the  most  recent 
visitors  to  St.  Winefride's  Well  at  Holywell,  in  Flintshire, 
and  he  has  contributed  £20  towards  a  fund  for  defending 
that  very  ancient  and  interesting  shrine  from  the  deeigna 
of  a  local  mineral-water  manufacturer. 


"Lady  Martin  did  all  she  could  for  Mr.  Browning'a 
Blot  on  th  ' SctttehMH,"  says  a  morning  paper.  No  doubt 
she  did.  But  how  much  she  did  may  be  a  matter  of 
opinion  ;  and  one  excellent  judge,  at  any  rate,  aasuree  me 
that  this  famous  lady's  acting,  at)out  which  bo  much  haa 
been  said,  was,  in  his  opinion,  in  great  part  resimnsible 
for  the  failure  of  the  piece  on  its  first  production.  "  She 
waa,"  said  one  who  saw  her  in  her  best  days,  "  a  graceful, 
but  a  stagey  actress.  She  and  Macready  used  to  come 
down  to  the  footlights  in  '  The  Lady  of  Lyons,'  and  walk 
slowly  together  to  and  fro.  It  was  the  most  artificial  thing 
in  the  world,  and  as  they  walked,  Macready  talked  and 
Miss  Faucit  twisted  her  hankerchief  to  tatters.  It  was  her 
one  action — in  general — for  all  emotions." 


A  DAILY  paper,  speaking  of  the  prayers  offered  by  the 
Bishop  of  Durham  at  the  Christina  Rossetti  memorial 
celebration,  says  it  is  "  interesting  to  note  that  one  of  them 
was  written  by  William  Rossetti."  Mr.  William  Rossetti 
is  not  at  home  to  repudiate ;  but  the  authorship — which 
ought,  of  course,  to  have  been  assigned  to  Christina — ia 
easily  settled  by  printing  the  prayer  itself : 

O  Ood,  whom  not  having  seen  we  love,  and  know  for 
that  which  not  knowing  we  desire,  bring  as  home  to  Thee ; 
each  of  us,  all  of  us,  from  any  height  or  depth,  at  any 
time,  with  or  without  anything  or  all  things ;  only  bring 
us,  ourselves,  our  very  selves,  all  ourselves,  to  Thine  own 
presence,  which  is  our  home ;  bring  us  home  one  to  another, 
all  home  to  Thee,  by  Him  who  is  our  Way  and  our  Door, 
Thy  Son,  our  only  hope,  Jesus  Christ.    Amen. 


A  NUN  of  Origny  has  just  inherited  from  her  father,  a 
basket  manufacturer  of  that  town,  owning  branch  establish- 
ments in  Leeds  and  Newcastle-on-Tyne,  where  his  money 
was  mostly  made,  a  fortune  of  nearly  £90,000.  She  is  a 
Sister  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paid,  and  the  poor  of  the  place 
are  like  to  find  it  a  paradise.  There  is  another  link 
between  England  and  Origny,  for  Robert  Louis  Stevenson 
once  stayed  there,  and,  by  a  few  strokes  of  the  pen,  haa 
endeared  the  name  to  English  ears. 


Mr.  Georoe  Meredith  has  placed  on  the  dedication- 
page  of  his    Odes   in    Contribution   to   the  ^ong  of  French 


Sir  Alfred  Milner,  who  is  coming  home  for  a  first 
holiday  since  his  appointment  as  Governor  of  Cape  Colony, 
is  the  author  of  a  book  that  ranks  highly  in  ita  class.     On 
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his  way  home  he  will  pass  General  Sir  William  Butler 
going  out  to  take  the  command  of  the  Cape  troops  ;  and  he, 
too,  is  an  author— of  The  Great  Lone  Land,  of  The  Wild  North 
Land,  of  The  Campaign  of  the  Cataracts,  and  the  rest.  A 
general  who  has  written  a  book,  from  Cresar  onwards,  is  a 
common  character.  But  this  particular  general  has  heen 
more  than  ordinarily  industrious  ;  and  his  Life  of  General 
Colley,  as  well  as  another  book  of  greater  scope,  will  shortly 
be  added  to  his  already  long  list  of  publications. 


Drama. 

The  Manoeuvres  of  Mr.  Jones. 

Non  lis  idem  is  a  very  sound  rule  in  drama  as  in  other 
things.    As  soon  as  an  author  voluntarily  repeats  himself 
he  courts  failure.     The  second  cuvee  of  dramatic  ideas  is 
seldom  as  good  as  the  first,  and  if  it  were  it  does  not  appear 
to  have  the  same  freshness  and  piquancy  to  the  palate  of 
the    public.     There    is    every    evidence    that    in    "The 
Manoeuvres  of  Jane,"  given  at  the  Haymarket,  Mr.  Henry 
Arthur  Jones  thought  to  repeat  the  success  of  "  The  Liars." 
It  is  a  piece  written  in  the  same  lines  and  in  the  same 
spirit.    In  fact,  we  are  here  introduced  to  another  group  of 
society  liars,  for  Jane,  with  her  manoeuvres,  emphaticaUy 
belongs  to  that  category,  and  so  does  her  bosom  friend  and 
companion,  Constantia  Gage,  both  being  engaged  in  a 
game  of  husband-hunting  while  throwing  dust  in  the  eyes 
of  aU  around  them.     But  whereas  the  lying  in  Mr.  Jones's 
earlier  piece  was  in  some  sort  involuntary  and  forced  upon 
its  devotees  by  circumstances,  in  the  present  instance  it  is 
deHberate  and  long-continued,  and^ro  tanto  so  much  the  less 
agreeable  or  even  excusable.     In  Mr.    Jones's  dramatic 
scheme  the  two  young  ladies  named  are  thrown  into  the 
foreground.     It  is  they  who  hold  our  attention,  since  upon 
their  doings  everything  depends.     Unfortunately  they  are 
not  what  is  known  as  "  nice"  young  ladies;  in  fact,  they 
are    designing,    furtive   minxes  both,   with  whom    it    is 
impossible  to  have  an  atom  of  sympathy.     We  might,  it  is 
true,  sympathise  with  Jane  if  she  were  merely  engaged  in 
disobeying  or  hoodwinking  her  parents  and  guardian  in 
order  to  marry  the  penniless  lover  of  her  choice.     But  she 
is  introduced  to  us  by  the   author   and  Miss  Winifred 
Emery    as    a    petulant,    self-wiUed    hussy,    much   given 
to  tantrums,  and  more  in  love  with  herself  than  anybody 
else.     One  pities  the  luckless  George  whom  she  wants  to 
marry,  because  he  is  a  sufficiently  manly  and   straight- 
forward   young    feUow,     and    wiU    assuredly    find    the 
matrimonial  yoke,  as  imposed  by  Jane,  a  little  gaUing. 
As  for  Jane's  friend,  Constantia,  she  is  engaged  in  a  game 
of  pure   deception,    extended  over  months   and   directed 
against  the  persons  whose  bread  she  is  eating  as  a  guest. 
For  an  explanation  of  the  increasing  coldness  with  which 
the  play  was  received,  it  is  unnecessary  to  go  further  than 
these  two  types.     A  basis  of  sympathy  is  indispensable  to 
effective  comedy,   and  it  is  strange  that    Mr.  Jones,  who 
carefuUy  provided  it  in  "The  Liars,"  should  have  omitted 
it  here  ;  for  there  is  absolutely  no  character  in  the  piece  to 
whom  one  can  turn  for  solace. 

The  scene  is  laid  in  and  about  the  country-house  of  an 


amazingly  foolish  and  fatuous  young  nobleman,  one  Lord 
Bapchild,  whom  her  friends  want  Jane  to  marry,  while 
she,  flying  at  other  game,  does  her  best  to  favour  Con- 
stantia's  scheme  for  hooking  the  half-witted  peer.     This 
character  of  Lord  BapchQd,  impersonated  by  Mr.  Cyril 
Maude,  is  the  most  striking,  and  will  be  the  most  memor- 
able, feature  of  the  piece.    Not  that  it  is  strictly  new.    The 
vacuous  nobleman  in  a  fair  way  is  at  least  as  old  as  Lord 
Dundreary.     Mr.  Jones  himself  is  fond  of  depicting  the 
aristocratic  degenerate,  and  an  obvious  prototype  to  Lord 
Bapchild  is  Freddy  Tatton  of  "The  Liars"— "an  ass," 
as  he  himself  admits,  "but  not  a  siUy  ass."     The  phrase 
might  well  be  applied  to  Lord  Bapchild— a  feeble,  pas- 
sionless,   young    man    with    some    ill-defined    idea    of 
making  the  Bapchild  estate   a   "model"  estate  in  every 
particular,    to   which    end    he    has    just    dismissed    an 
invaluable    land    steward    for    being    caught    kissing    a 
young    person    to   whom    he   was    not    engaged.      Lord 
Bapchild  is  "an   ass"    truly.     That  he   is   not  a  "silly 
ass"  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  he  has  a  dim  perception  of 
the  manoeuvres  of  Constantia  Gage  with  respect  to  him- 
self ;  only  he  is  constitutionally  unable  to  say  No  when 
she  commands  him  to  say  Yes.     Mr.  CyrU  Maude  is  one  of 
the  few  masters  of  make-up.     His  own  intellectual  person- 
ality he  completely  disguises  under  the  inane  exterior  of 
Lord  Bapchild,   who  even  in  repose  never  loses  his  air  of 
fatuity.     It  is  a  wonderfully  graphic  piece  of  characterisa- 
tion.    The  delineation  of  eccentric  character  is  Mr.  Jones's 
chief  gift,   and  in  this  respect  he  is  strongly  aided  by  the 
actor.     That  Miss  Winifred  Emery  is  of  equal  assistance  to 
the  author,  as  Jane,  may  be  doubted.     At  bottom  she  is  a 
grave  and  emotional  actress,  better  adapted  to  strong  situa- 
tions than  to  comedy  pure  and  simple.     The  petulance  of 
Jane's  nature  does  not  sit  well  upon  Miss  Emery,  who  gives 
an  edge  and  a  tartness  to  it  probably  not  intended.     To  be 
sure,   Mr.   Jones   shows  little   disposition  to   consult  our 
feelings,    seeing    that    he    works    out    his    dc-wuement 
with  the  aid  of  a  perfectly  horrid  little  minx  of  a  girl— 
a   spy   and   an  eavesdropper— who   would   certainly  have 
thwarted  the  "manoeuvres"  but  for  a  malignant  disposi- 
tion  to  save  up  everything  for  a  big  scandal.     She  saves 
up  her  discoveries  until  the  situation  has  practicaUy  solved 
itself.     This  character  is  played  by  Miss  Beatrice  Ferrar, 
who  makes  herself  a  littie  fright  for  the  purpose.    The 
rest  of  the  dramatis  personal  are  lay  figures,  and  neither  in 
the  construction  nor  the  writing  of  the  piece  does   Mr. 
Jones  reach  his  customary  degree  of  excellence. 

J.  F.  N. 


Forget  not  the  Forgotten. 

FoiiGET  not,  Earth,  thy  disappointed  Dead ! 
Forget  not,  Earth,  thy  disinherited ! 
Forget  not  the  forgotten !     Keep  a  strain 
Of  divine  sorrow  in  sweet  undertone 
For  all  the  dead  who  Uved  and  died  in  vain'. 
Imperial  Future,  when  in  countless  train 
The  generations  lead  thee  to  thy  throne. 
Forget  not  the  Forgotten  and  Unknown. 

From  Louisa  Shore's  Poem). 


5  November,  i8g8. 


The   Academy. 


217 


Correspondence. 

Miss  Barlow's    New  Book. 

Sir,— I  am  obliged  for  Miss  Barlow's  information  that 
slio  was  born  in  tho  county  and  not  in  tho  city  of  Dublin. 
In  so  far  as  it  aitects  my  argument,  however,  the  correction 
is  unimportant.  Miss  Barlow  objects  to  the  words  "bom 
a  Protestant."  The  phrase,  nevertheless,  is  an  accepted 
one,  and  carries  a  perfectly  intelligible  meaning. 

As  to  Mr.  Shan  F.  Bullock's  criticisms  of  my  criticism, 
Mr.  Bullock  may  have  heard  tlie  phrase  "  Ay  would  I "  in 
Fermanagh  and  the  Black  North  generally.  But,  since 
the  North  contains  a  good  sixty  per  cent,  admixture  of 
Scotch  blood,  his  statement  is  rather  beside  the  point.  Mr. 
Bullock  says  he  has  "hardly  ever"  heard  the  word 
'  Faix."  Possibly  he  has  not.  Let  him  hie  to  the  Tip'rary 
I  Hills  or  the  shadow  of  Brandon  Head. 

Regarding  the  quality  of  Miss  Barlow's  prose,  of  course 
one  man's  view  is  as  good  as  another's.  But  I  cannot  g^ve 
mine  up,  and  if  your  space  were  less  precious  nothing 
would  please  me  better  than  to  support  it  out  of  any  story 
in  Iruh  Idylls  that  Mr.  Bullock  chose  to  name. 

I  think  my  remarks  as  to  Miss  Barlow's  position  in 
regard  to  the  Celtic  temperament  are  quite  clear,  and  do 
not  call  for  further  elucidation.  Surely  one  may  have  a 
"  partial  insight"  into  a  temi>erament  and  yet  be  "foreign" 
to  that  temperament.  Mr.  Bullock  attributes  to  me  state- 
ments which  I  was  careful  not  to  make. 

For  the  answer  to  his  linal  questions  Mr.  Bullock  must 
really  apply  elsewhere.  — I  am,  &c., 

The  Revieweb  of  "Feom  the  E.\st  unto  the  West." 

I  The  Immemorial  East. 

Sir, — On  my  return  home  I  find  a  review  of  my  recent 
work,     Semitic    Influence    in    Hellenic    Mytliology,    in    the 
Academy  of  September  10.     The  critic  says  :   "  We  do  not 
understand  why  he  [the  author]  should  call  the  Euphra- 
tean  civilisation  '  Semitic'     Its  distinctive  features  were, 
as  Colonel  Conder's  book  might  serve  to  show,  not  Semitic, 
but  Mongolian."     As  everyone  who  is  acquainted  with  my 
'orks  is  aware,  I  have  never  called  Euphratean  civilisa- 
ion,  as  a  ichole,  Semitic.     It  is  a  mere  commonplace  that 
the  Sumero-Akkadai  were  not   Semites.      For  our  know- 
lledge  of  this  fact  we  depend,  not  on  Colonel  Conder,  but 
;0n  Assyriology  generally.     I  fear  that  taking  pains  is  a 
lost  art  amongst  many  reviewers.      My  theme  is  Semitic 
ifluence,  as  exerted  by  Semites — Babylonians,  Assyrians, 
ind  Phoonicians;  and  I  am  glad  that  your  reviewer  thinks 
lat,  as  against  Mr.  Lang,  I  am  probably  right.     To  the 
iwful  crime  of  gibing  at  the  latter  I  plead  guilty;  but 
leither  he  nor  any  of  my  three  or  four  hostile  critics  have 
attempted  to  answer  my  arguments,  which  they  pretend 
are  merely  jokes.     Anyone  who  reads  his  works  and  my 
briticism  will  easily  see  which  is  correct.     What  Prof.  Max 
Miiller  thinks  about  my  book  is  probably  much  better 
[known  to  mo  than  to  your  critic  ;  but  it  would  not  become 
.e  to  refer  here  to  his  opinion. — I  am,  &c., 

EOBT.    BbOWW,    JuTfR. 

Barton'on-Humber :  Oct.  22,  1898. 


Sib, — While  thanking  you  for  your  notice  of  my  book 
on  the  Hittitos  (in  your  issue  of  Hepteuiber  10),  will 
you  allow  me  to  aay  tliat  the  suggestion  that  the  common 
Hittite  name  Targon,  or  Tarkhun,  is  mtiiparablo  with 
the  Etruscan  Tarc^uin  is  not  a  peculiar  heresy  of  mine  ? 
Dr.  Isaac  Taylor,  in  his  valuable  work  on  the  Etruicanii, 
has,  to  my  mind,  proved  by  examination  of  their  nuineraU, 
and  of  many  words  of  known  meaning,  that  thoir  language 
was  Mongolic,  and  comparable  with  the  Turkish  and 
Finnic  dialects.  The  name  Tarkon  is  often  found  in 
Etruscan  texts.  According  to  tradition  the  Etruscans  came 
from  Asia  Minor,  and  much  of  the  Etruscan  vocabulary  is 
easily  comparable  with  the  Akkadian. 

There  is,  therefore,  a  foundation  for  this  comparison  of 
the  Hittite  and  Etruscan  names  Targon  and  Tarquin, 
which  I  was  not  able  to  explain  at  length  in  my  volume 
without  a  special  excursus  on  the  Etruscans,  which  would 
hardly  be  necessary  in  view  of  Dr.  Taylor's  work.  This 
name  does  not  appear  to  be  Aryan  ;  but  the  term  Tarkan , 
Tarkhan,  Tarktin,  can  be  found  in  Vambery's  Comparatice 
Vocabulary  of  Turko-  Tatar  Dialects  as  a  common  term  for  a 
tribal  chief.  It  is  also  found  w^ith  this  meaning,  in  the 
form  Bargo,  in  Castren's  work  on  the  Buriat  language — 
one  of  the  oldest  and  purest  dialects  of  Mongolian  ;  and  in 
the  Yakut  dialect  of  Siberia  as  Tarkhan. — I  am,  &c., 

C.   S.   CONDEB. 

Edinburgh:  Oct.  21,  1898. 


Our  reviewer  writes  : 

Canon  Taylor's  authority  was  not  needed  to  induce 
me  to  agree  with  Colonel  Conder's  contention  that  the 
EtniscaQB  were  probably  of  Mongolian  origin.  But  do*"*  this 
really  help  him  ?  The  silver  boss,  which  contains,  so  far  as 
I  know,  our  only  bilingual  ' '  Hittite  "  inscription  of  any 
importance,  gives  in  cuneiform  letters  a  name  which  Prof. 
Sayce  transliterates  as  Tarqu-dimme  and  attributes  to  "  the 
Ciliciau  prince,  Tarkondemos  or  Tarkondimotos,  who  was 
living  in  the  time  of  our  Lord."  To  jump  from  this,  as 
does  Colonel  Conder,  to  the  conclusion  that  "  tho  word 
Tarkon,  which  is  acomuion  constituent  of  royal  names  or  titles 
among  Hittites  and  neighbouring  tribes,  is  found  also  in 
Etruscan  (whence  the  well-known  Tarquin),"  is  a  feat  to 
which  my  agility  remains  unequal. 

With  Mr.  Brown,  I  fancy,  my  quarrel  is  one  of  titles 
only.  He  has  given  us  abundant  reason— as  I  have  had 
occasion  t  .  otice  elsewhere — to  suppose  that  most  of  the 
hitherto  unexplained  features  in  Greek  mythology  are 
derived  from  the  astronomy  of  the  early  Babylonians.  But 
this  lore  was  in  no  sense  Semitic,  but  was,  as  all  archieolo- 
gists  but  M.  Httlevy  are  agreed,  a  leg^y  from  the 
Mongoloid  people  known  as  Sumerians  or  Accadians. 
Should  not  his  book  be  therefore  called  not  "  Semitic  ' ' 
but  "  Sumerian,"  or,  if  he  prefers  it,  "  Euphratean  Inflaenc^ 
in  Hellenic  Mythology  "  ? 


Bulky  and  Irregular  Volumes. 

Sib,— I  resented  a  "  cut "  Kipling,  but  it  is  not  of  that 
I  wish  to  write.  My  grievance  is  twofold.  First,  that 
books  of  the  "  novel"  class  are  being  issued  in  too  large  a 
size ;  and,  secondly,  that  books  by  the  same  author  are 
not  kept  uniform.  Why  must  we  have  a  comparatively 
short  story  like   Tatterley  made  into  a  volume  8  by  5  J 
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and  1 1  thick,  when  77ie  Sowers  can  be  easily  got  into  a 
volume  a  quarter  of  an  inch  less  each  way  ?  The  mere 
bulk  deters  one  from  buying  to  keeji.  Again,  why  should 
the  Prisoner  of  Zenda  be  crown  octavo  and  the  sequel, 
Rupert  of  Mentzau,  considerably  larger  ?  I  must  either,  if 
I  wish  to  keep  them,  have  odd-sized  volumes,  or  I  must 
sacrifice  the  first  edition  of  the  Prisoner  and  buy  the  new 
edition.  Again,  the  Time  Machine  is  foolscap  octavo,  but 
subsequent  volumes  by  the  same  author  crown  octavo. 
After  all,  the  great  bulk  of  buyers  of  books  have  not 
unlimited  space  at  their  command,  and  an  irregular  set 
of  volumes  is  not  very  pretty. — I  am,  &c., 

T.  J.  Weavee, 
Nurthcatt,  Christchurch-road,  Crouch  End  : 
Oct.  24,  1898. 


A  Story  by  Anatole  France, 

Sir, — The  version  of  M.  Anatole  France's  Juggler  of  Notre 
Lame  which  you  printed  in  your  number  of  October  1.5 
will  have  been  read  with  delight  by  many.  Though  the 
exquisite  original  on  which  this  story  is  baaed  is  well 
known  to  students  of  medieval  literature,  the  average 
reader  wUl  probably  take  it  for  granted  that  M.  France  is 
responsible  not  only  for  the  admirable  manner  in  which 
the  tale  is  told,  but  also  for  the  subject  itself.  In  justice, 
then,  to  the  anonymous  medisoval  poet,  it  may  be  as  well 
to  state  that  the  Tomleor  Nostre  Dame,  a  French  poem  of 
the  twelfth  century,  was  first  published  by  Prof.  Foerstor 
in  the  second  volume  of  Romania  (1872).  An  excellent 
English  prose  version  by  Mr.  Wicksteed — "  Our  Lady's 
Tumbler  " — appeared  some  four  years  ago. 

It  would  be  interesting,  from  the  point  of  view  of  the 
f  olklorist,  to  try  to  find  parallels  to  the  chief  motif  on  which 
this  legend  is  founded — namely,  the  notion  that  Heaven 
regards  with  favour  the  most  trivial  and  lowly  offerings, 
nay,  even  such  as  may  appear  abject  and  sinful  to  men  on 
earth,  so  long  as  they  are  sincere  and  come  from  the 
heart.  A  modern  parallel  is  supplied  by  Gottfried  Keller, 
in  his  poem  "  Der  Narr  des  Graf  en  von  Zimmern."  Here 
we  are  told  of  a  court  jester,  who,  being  suddenly  called  on 
to  assist  in  administering  the  Host,  and  not  finding  the 
beU,  shakes  his  head  and  thus  makes  the  bells  on  his 
jester's  cap  ring  merrily.  The  Lord  is  not  displeased, 
and  smiles  into  the  little  chapel. 

It  may  be  noted  that  we  have  a  milder  variant  of  the 
same  motif  in  a  painting  of  Arnold  Biicklin's,  Keller's 
countryman  and  friend.  Here  we  see  depicted  an  old 
hermit  playing  his  fiddle  before  a  rude  image  of  the  Virgin 
Mary,  while  little  angels  watch  him,  clapping  their  hands 
and  laughing  for  joy. — I  am,  &c., 

H.  Oelsner.     * 

Springfield,  Honor  Oak  Park,  S.E. : 

Oct.  18,  1898.  '. 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  4. 

Tnp  question  set  last  week  has  met  with  a  very  determined 
effort  at  solution.  We  aaked  our  readers  to  assist  a  certain 
novelist  in  the  book  he  is  now  writing.  He  required  advice  in 
the  following  situation : 

"  The  hero,  a  neurotic  young  curate,  hut  a  good  fdlow  in  his 
way,  has  just  passed  through  an  experience  so  terrifying  that  when 
it  is  over  he  falls  in  a  cataleptic  fit.  The  heroine,  a  girl  of 
advanced  and  independent  views,  and  a  convert  of  two  hours' 
standing  to  Christianity,  rather  than  leave  him  in  unfriendly 
hands,  has  him  taken  to  her  luidoived  sister's  house,  where  she 
nurses  him  hack  to  consciousness.  She  has  throughout  the  hook 
been  desperately  in  love  with  him,  and  has  dared  much  to  win  him, 
ivhile  he,  unknown  to  himself,  ('3  m,ore  than  inclined  to  reciprocate 
her  passion.  On  waking  up  he  recognises  her,  and  after  more 
explanations  as  to  the  catastrophe  fat  which  she,  too,  was  present  J, 
proposes  to  her,  and  is  accepted." 

What  we  asked  our  readers  to  do,  was  to  supply,  in  two 
hundred  words,  the  scene  in  which  the  hero  made  his  offer  and 
the  heroine  accepted  it. 

Twenty-five  replies  have  reached  us,  three  of  them — sent 
by  A.  E.  H.  (London),  W.  A.  B.  (London),  and  M.  B.  A.  ( Man- 
chester)— being  too  late  for  consideration.  The  best  reply 
has  been  adjudged  to  be  that  submitted  by  Mr.  Frank 
Schwesser,  2o,  Great  College-street,  Westminster,  S.W.,  whose 
contribution  runs  thus : 

Pin-prickings  came  to  the  palms  of  his  hand<  and  the  Bole3  of  his 
feet.  Gradually,  consoiousneas  shaped  itself.  He  was  on  a  couch, 
and  Mildred  was  bathing  his  forehead.  He  swung  his  legs  round, 
and  sat  bolt  upright. 

"  And  you've  been  doing  all  this  for  me.  Wasn't  it  very 
beastly  ? " 

Her  reply  came,  vaguely :  "  No,  only  rather.  Walter,  you 
frightened  me.  But  Kate  helped.  Together,  we  pulled  you 
round." 

Things  were  clearer  now,  but  his  voice  seemed  to  belong  to  some- 
body else. 

"It's  silly  to  thank  you,  but  when  a  man  and  a  woman  are 
brought  together,  as  we  have  been,  knowing  what  we  do  :  the  way 
is  clear  henceforth  ..." 

Mildred  interrupted  as  usual : 

"  But  I  have  faith  now.  Faith  in  you,  as  a  man  ;  through  you, 
ima  God  ;  through  God,  in  your  Church,  I  feel  complete." 

"  Not  complete  yet.  We  must  do  things  together.  Man  and 
wife.  Nothing  less.  Life,  a  mutual  comfort— possibly  our  eventual 
salvation.    Don't  you  feel  it  ? " 

"  Yes,  I  do.    Love-talk  hereafter ;  we  are  beyond  mere  words. 
Of  course,  it  must  be.    You  and  I.    Just  you  and  I." 
"  Thank  God,  Mildred,  just  you  and  L" 

To  Mr.  Schwesser  a  cheque  for  a  guinea  has  been  sent. 


The  Benig-n  Mother. 

"  Poverty  never   did  any   good  in   the   world,"    cried    the  [ 

reformer.  E 

"Yet  she  appears  to  have  stood  in  a  maternal  relation  to] 

cocsidf Table  liui  writiug,"  observed  the  philosopher. 

From  "  Literary  Parables,"  by  T.  W.  H.  Crosland. 


We  give  a  selection  from  the  twenty-four  remaining  replies, 
with  the  initials  of  the  competitors  attached  to  each.  It  is  amusing 
to  note  the  various  styles  under  which  the  curate  and  the  lady 
figure.  They  were  lefc  without  names  in  our  statement  of  the  case  ; 
but  they  now  have  as  many  as  a  royal  baby.  The  heroine  is 
variously  May,  Nora,  Rosa,  Mildred,  Olive,  Rhoda,  Millicent,  Vera, 
and  Miss  M.  ;  the  hero  is  Lancelot,  Aubrey,  Walter,  and  Ambrose  : 

The  curate's  voice  was  still  weak  with  effort.  "  I  shall  never 
forget  it — never !     What  must  you  think  of  me,  you  who  are  so 

strong  and  full  of  purpose  ?     I — I — hate " 

e     "Ah  1  don't,'  murmured  Olive,  "don't  1     If  I  were  able  to  help 

you  ever  so  little " 

Her  strength  was  slipping  away.  She  crossed  the  room  and  stood 
by  the  sofa,  putting  her  hand  gently  on  his  head.  "  Ambrose,"  she 
said. 

He  looked  up,  he  began  to  understand.     "  Keep  it  there.     Keep 

your  hand  there  whilst  I  tell  you,"  and  he  drew  a  long  breath. 

•Olive,  I  have  almost  feared  your  strength,  your  opposition  to  a 

[religion  which  is  my  life,  your  daring  views  on  subjects  I  hold 

[sacred " 

"  Yes  ? "  she  said,  poftly  touching  the  damp  curls  on  his  fore- 
Ihead ;  and  do  you  know  how  /  have  feared  your  gentleness,  your 
■  simple  faith  f " 


November,  1898. 


The   Academy. 


219 


H(!  put  U])  his  hand  and  covered  hers.     "  Dear,"  ho  murmured. 

"  You  have  helped  mc  «),"  she  sighed. 

There  waa  sileuce  in  tlio  room,  broken  by  the  man's  voice,  with  a 
great  joy  in  it.    "  Olive,  my  darling,  you  will  be  my  wife  ?  " 

"  I  shall  tike  oaro  of  you  now,"  was  the  answer,  and  she  atooped 
to  kis)  him.  [A.  £,,  Oxford.] 


"  But  who  ia  the  young  Udy  1 " 

"  Yoaraelf,  my  darling — wUl  yon  marry  me  1" 

"  You  old  gooie— of  oourie  I  wilL" 

And  she  did.  [F.  0.  W.,  London.  1 


"  Never  mind,"  he  said  :  "  if  you  will  not  toll  what  you  think  of 
me,  then  hear  what  I  think  of  myself.  We  will  see  if  wo  agree,  I 
— I  hope  we  don't, 

"I  conoeivo  myself  to  be  a  degenerate  more  pitiful  than  a  man 
snnk  to  the  utmost  depths  of  moral  degradation,  my  body  sapped 
to  feed  a — yes,  to  feed  a  silly  whim  of  intellectuality.  I  feel  that  I 
have  lost  what  should  be,  or  rather  is,  in  life  man's  chief  joy. 

".lust  now  I  conjured  up  a  vision  of  myself  asking  you  to  share 
my  life.  I  seemed  so  absurdly  frail  that  I  should  have  laughed, 
had  I  not  pitied  my  poverty.  But,  Nora,  if  I  wore  a  man,  a 
sjilendid  man,  and  could  hold  out  fine,  strong  arms  to  you,  I  should 
beg  you  to  come  to  mc— to  be  mine  " 

His  thin,  trembling  fingers  were  stretched  towards  her.  She 
moved  slowly  to  him,  and  held  his  hands  tightly  in  hers.  She 
smiled  down  into  his  face,  slowly  nodding  her  head. 

"  No,  no,  Nora,  it  can't  be,"  he  said,  hopefully  but  ([uestioningly. 

She  sat  down  by  his  side  on  the  couch,  saying,  "  Yea,  yes,  it  can — 
and  shall  I  "  [A,  E,  M,,  London.] 


"  I  knew  you  were  there." 

"  Why  ?    You  never  looked  at  me,' 

"  No,  but  I  always  know  when  you  are  near  me," 

She  glanced  at  him  lying  quietly  back  against  the  pillows, 

"  Why  do  you  think  that  is  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  There  is  something  about  you  to  which  my  soul 
responds,    I  think  there  must  be  an  occult  affinity  between  us," 

It  seemed  to  the  girl  that  on  atmosphere  of  quiet  enveloped  her, 
and  he  and  she  were  alone  in  the  midst  of  a  still  world.  She 
couldn't  even  turn  her  head  to  look  at  the  pale  nervous  face,  but 
after  a  while  she  spoke  again, 

•  "  I  never  felt  like  this  before,  I  was  so  proud  of  being  indepen- 
dent, of  having  my  own  ideas,  of  trusting  to  my  own  unaided 
strength,  and  now " 

■"  And  now  ' " 

"  All  I  care  for  is  to  lean  on  the  rock  of  my  new  found  faith  and 
—and " 

"  And  what — drar  '.' " 

"  Oh,  what  shall  I  do,  what  shall  I  do  .' " 

"  Hush,  my  little  love,  come  closer,  I  am  too  weak  to  draw  you 
near.  There,  there,  my  brave  little  girl,  that  dreadful  time  is  over, 
and  we  are  alone  together.    You  and  I,  little  one — you  and  I." 

[A,  E.  L.  E.,  London.] 


The  explanations  were  all  over  and  a  curious  silence  fell  between 
them.  The  girl  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out.  The  curate 
lay  on  the  bed  watching  her.  Suddenly  an  overwhelming  horror 
Sued  his  mind.  It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  never  to  see  the  girl's 
faoe  again  ;  through  all  time  and  through  all  eternity,  struggle  and 
pray  as  he  might,  he  would  see  nothing  but  her  back,  just  as  he 
saw  it  then. 

He  raised  himself  on  his  arm. 

"  Turn,  turn,"  he  cried,    "  I  cannot  see  your  face," 

The  agony  in  his  voice  made  the  girl  turn  quickly,  and  she  faced 
him. 

"  Come  close  to  me.    Closer,  closer," 

She  stepped  to  the  bedside, 

"  Quite,  quite  close,"  he  said,  seizing  her  hand  and  drawing  her 
iO  himself,  "  Don't  you  know  that  I  love  you  ?  "  he  added  with  a 
ligh  of  intense  relief, 

"'  I  have  wanted  yon  to  ever  since  I  knew  you,  I  have  loved  you 
or  years  and  years,"  the  girl  answered,  with  an  hysterical  sob. 

Then  she  hid  her  face  on  his  shoulder,  and  he,  marvelling  at  his 
)wn  blindness,  kissed  the  soft  cheek  so  near  his  own, 

[B.  F.,  Southsea,] 


"Miss  M.,"  faid  he,  "you  have  been  so  perfect  in  your  character 
if  the  Good  Samaritan  that  1  am  constrained  to  ask  yet  another 
avonr  of  you.    May  I  .' " 

"Ask  away — I'll  do  my  best  to  grant  it  whatever  it  is," 

"  Well,  it  is  rather  a  delicate  matter  to  broach  ;  but  the  fact  is,  I 

a  desperately  in  love  with  a  certain  young  lidy  of  your  acquaint- 
aiOe.  I  don't  think  she  even  suspects  my  love  for  her,  and,  though 
he  happiness  of  my  life  depends  upon  her  answer,  I  cannot  screw 
ipthe  ooiurage  to  ask  the  question." 

"  Cannot  you  write  to  her  .' " 

"Well,  I  eoulil ;  but  I  am  such  a  wretched  hand  at  composing  a 
etter  that  1  am  sure  I  should  not  adequately  express  the  strength 
•f  Biy  feelings," 

"  What  do  you  want  me  to  do  then  ? " 

"I  want  you  to  find  out  the  state  of  her  feelings  towards  me, 
Vfllyou?" 


"  And  it  was  yon  who  brouRht  me  back  to  life  I "  ha  said. 

"  Yea,"  ahe  anawered  simply,  but  for  the  flnt  time  her  clear  gaze 
drooped  before  bis  own,  and  there  wa*  a  strange  tronUe  in  her 
Toioe.  It  aeemed  to  him  as  if  acatea  had  anddenly  fallen  from  hia 
eyea.  and  he  started  up  with  a  passionate  impolae. 

"  Yon  do  not  regret  it ,' "  he  cried,  acaroely  knowing  what  words 
he  uttered  in  his  agitation. 

"  Regret  it  I "  she  began,  but  her  voice  died  away,  for  she  felt 
that  any  speech  must  inevitably  betray  the  aecret  of  her  long  agony 
of  love. 

But  her  drooping  laahea,  and  the  dying  fall  of  her  voice,  were 
more  potent  than  any  worda  ooald  have  been,  for  they  revealed  to 
him  hiF  own  heart,  as  well  as  hers  :  the  problem  of  hia  life  was 
aolved  at  last ;  its  haunting  mystery  explained. 

"  I  know  it  now,"  he  cried  triumphantly  :  "  I  love  yon  I " 

He  held  out  his  arms  to  her  with  trembling  eagemeas  ;  and  aa 
she  sufTcrcd  herself  to  be  drawn  into  his  embrace  she  felt  her  new- 
born faith  leap  up  to  meet  his  dawning  love,  and  knew  that  thcty 
were  joined  in  an  eternal  nnion  that  neither  life  nor  death  should 
be  able  to  dissolve,  [BL  B.  W,,  Bamagate.] 


A  telling  silence  ensued.  It  drew  her  eyea  from  him,  so  strangely 
embarrassing  was  his  look  of  surprise,  gratitnde,  and — what ,'  She 
was  suddenly  timorous  of  him,  and  the  blood  mounting  her  face, 
she  moved  away  from  the  bed.  She  felt  his  eyes  following  her, 
wholly  enwrapping  her,  an  enlightening  embrace. 

"  And  you've  been  looking  aftf  r  me  all  the  time  .' "  he  aaid. 

"  I  have  gladly  been  your  nurfe,"  she  phyly  answered. 

Eased  of  her  blush,  however,  her  coyness  went,  and  she  returned 
to  him,  mindful  of  her  of&oe. 

"Now  please,  you  must  not  talk  anymore,"  admonished  she,  to 
relieve  the  situation.    "  Be  very  quiet.    Let  me  arrange  your  pillow." 

She  bent  over  him  and  raited  hia  head,  circling  bis  neck  with  her 
arm.  Her  excited  bosom  brushed  his  face,  pinking  its  pallor.  The 
touch  served  to  easier  shape  the  words  he  sought, 

"  You  are  a  dear,  generous  girl,  and  my  heart  ia  full  of  love  for 
you,"  he  murmured,    "  If  I  may,  I  should  like  to  be  your  love." 

Her  blush  returned.  She  let  it  bum.  He  took  her  hand  ;  involnn- 
tarily  it  twined  round  his,  and  her  arm  remained  cushioning  hia 
head.    Ho  felt  a  maternal,  protecting  pressure. 

"  You  are — that,"  she  whispered. 

"  And  you  will  be  my  wife  when  I  am  better  ? " 

Her  eyes  answered  him.  Their  depths  revealed  to  him  her  native 
womanhood,  »an»  "  views,"  sans  culture,  sam  all  the  modem  spiiit 
which  had  been  its  captor  and  nigh  its  slayer.  Somehow,  the  drega 
of  her  old  thought  stirred  and  clouded  them. 

"  I  believe  now,  dear,"  she  said,  hustling  them  away.  "  Help  me 
always  to." 

"  Love  will  do  that,  be  a-ssured,"  he  replied,  "  In  its  domain  die 
our  merely  personal,  self-inquiring,  self-regardful  selves,  and  so 
must  the  Creator  find  His  truest  disciples  there.  Anyhow,  self,  as 
self,  finds  sorry  satisfaction  from  the  life  without  it.  At  least,  wo 
shall  enter  this  Kingdom  of  Content,  and — see." 

She  wistfully  nodded,  and  in  their  hope  and  understanding  of  an 
old-time  truth  must  surely  lie  the  best  presage  for  their  future 
well-being.  [H.  E.,  London.] 


Competition  No.  5. 

A  letter  recently  received  from  one  of  the  members  of  a  party  of 
adventurers  now  camping  by  the  Liard  River  in  British  Colombia, 
on  their  way  to  Klondyke,  contains  the  following  passage  : 

"  Therr  it  one  thing  I  should  like.  W'li  rathir  want  a  hwh  that 
will  stand  unlimited  reading,  and  quotation  in  a  somewhat  fricolimi 
spirit.  Something  that  intimate  familiarity  u-onld  rather  give 
point  to  than  dull.  But  not  intense,  passionate;  rather  grim  or 
sardonic.  I  think  of  many— at  Dickens,  The  Egoist,  The  Twilight 
of  the  Gods — iut  am  convinoei  of  none," 

This  request  was  responded  to  in  a  novel  way.  Not  feeling  quite 
satisfied  with  any  one  book  that  he  could  think  of,  and  being  limited 
strictly  to  one,  the  recipient  of  the  letter  cut  up  several  books  and 
from  them  composed  the  desired  volume.  It  was  then  boand  and 
despatched. 

We  ask  our  readers  to  select  material  for  such  a  volume  as  the 
Klondyke  party  require,  to  the  extent  of  eight  extracts  from  other 
works,  the  whole  to  make  up  a  volume  of  about  the  bulk  of  one  of 
the  "  Golden  Treasury  "  series.  To  the  comiietitor  whose  suggested 
compilation  is  adjudged  most  suitable  a  cheque  for  a  guinea  will  be 
sent. 

Answers,  addressed  "Literary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43, 
Chancery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post  on 
Tuesday  morning,  Novembar  8th.  Each  answer  must  be  accom- 
panied by  the  oonpon  oit  from  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of 
p,  178. 
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The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An    Offer     to     Authors. 

The  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion  with 
the  Academy  invite  unpublished  works  in  MS.  for  criticism. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  No  fee  for  reading  and 
reporting,  or  for  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  is  set  forth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  a  noni-de-plume  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "  Academy  Bureau  " 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  should  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  of  the  Academy  applies  only 
to  books  that  ha7e  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise. 
The  conductors  of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  M88. 
submitted  to  them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental 
loss. 


At  Flood  Tide.  By  Ida. 

This  novel  deals  with  the  barge-folk  of  the  Mersey.  The 
conditions  of  their  life  are  humble,  and  in  a  general  sense 
depressing  ;  but  Ida  has  a  bright  and  hopeful  mind,  and  thus 
has  been  able  to  find  in  an  unpromising  region  materials  for  a 
strong  and  on  the  whole  cheerful  tale.  The  characters  are 
deftly  individualised,  and  our  interest  in  their  afi'airs  is  main- 
tained with  skill.  Ida  has  a  buoyant  sense  of  humour,  and  the 
dialogue  is  almost  invariably  excellent.  Nevertheless,  At  Flood 
Tide  is  in  one  important  respect  open  to  improvement. 
Ida  has  an  exuberant  joy  in  phrase-making,  and  the 
result  is  frequently  grotesque.  For  example:  "The  trace 
of  the  dialect  of  her  youth  gave  him  hope.  It  was  the 
true  Pentecostal  speech  which  God  gives  us  when  our  words 
are  spoken  by  the  cloven  tongue  of  sincerity."  The  novel, 
however,  is  good  in  the  main,  and,  subject  to  the  author  being 
willing  to  have  the  verbal  errors  removed,  a  proposal  for 
publication  has  been  made. 

An  Eastern  Legend.  By  Micawbee. 

This  novel,  which  has  much  merit,  is  under  consideration. 
SCRIPTtTRAL  DeEAMS.  BY  SUEEEY. 

A  volume  of  theological  exercises  in  verse.     The  pieces  are 
orthodox  and  amiable ;  but  they  do  not  strike  us  as  having 
any  notable  power,  whUe,  unfortunately,  metrical  errors  are 
not  few. 
A  Deeam  of  Hereick,  and  Other  Poems.       By  T.  B.  D 

Like  many  another  writer  of  verse,  T.  B.  D.  errs  by 
attempting  too  much.  In  this  book  we  find  him  frequently 
reading  into  nature  symbolisms  for  which  there  is  no  warrant : 

There's  an  hour  on  summer  evenings  when  the  sun  is  gone 
away, 
And   the   curled  moon   through    the    apple-boughs    is 
peeping. 
When  the  daisies  on  the  greensward  lift  their  little  hands 
to  pray, 
Giving  thanks,  and  in  a  moment  more  are  sleeping. 

Far  from  touching  us  to  a  mood  of  devotion,  this  imagery  is 
exasperating.  If,  greatly  daring  with  T.  B.  D.,  we  presumed 
to  express  the  sentiments  of  the  daisies,  we  should  say  that 
they  curl  up  at  eventide  in  the  hope  of  escaping  the  notice  of 
the  poetic  theologian  who  is  likely  to  be  abroad  at  that  hour. 


Seriously,  verses  such  as  that  which  we  have  quoted  neither 
inspire  us  with  any  quickened  sense  of  the  beauty  *  nature 
nor  commend  to  us  the  theological  interpretatioK  of  the 
universe. 

Why  are  ye  so  proud  to-day  ? 

Tell  me,  daisies  sweet ! 
Phyllis  tripped  along  this  way. 
And  we  kissed  her  feet. 

That  is  better;  but  it  is  not  original.  Sometimes  T.  B.  D. 
writes  musical  verse ;  but  he  has  never  very  much  to  say. 

Beateioe  Cameron  By  Rex. 

The  next  time  Eex  reads  a  good  novel  he  should  examine 
his  mind  closely,  and  endeavour  to  explain  to  himself  why  the 
novelist  has  pleased  or  impressed  him.  He  may  then  realise 
that  Beatrice  Cameron  has  no  touch  of  the  story-teUer's  art. 

John  Selwyn's  Doom.  By  J.  L.  P. 

A  few  pages  at  the  beginning  of  this  novel  have  an  air  of 
promise ;  but  on,  on,  on  we  go,  without  being  stirred  to  the 
slightest  interest  in  any  of  the  persons  concerned.  A  novelist 
should  compel  the  reader's  interest ;  but  J.  L.  P.  does  not.  His 
pages  have  an  appearance  of  scholarship  also;  but  that  is 
equally  deceitful.  He  calls  an  antiquary  an  "antiquarian"; 
"  recalled  to  recollection  "  and  "  different  to  "  are  representa- 
tive specimens  of  his  phrasing.  The  snatches  of  verse  are  not 
poetical.  These  are  signs  that  J.  L,  P.  has  learning  of  a  kind, 
and  a  certain  ability ;  but,  we  fear,  they  are  not  such  as  fit  a 
man  to  be  a  novelist. 

Stoeies  of  Love  and  Death.  By  Aleph  Beth. 

Aleph  Beth  writes  fluently  and  well.  His  stories  are  neatly, 
even  dramatically,  told.  They  are  too  thin,  however,  to  justify 
his  ambition  to  have  them  published  collectively.  His  technique 
is  excellent ;  but  technique  is  not  all,  and  in  these  stories  we  are 
not  offered  much  more.  Aleph  Beth  should  assume  a  more 
cheerful  frame  of  mind  and  work  on  a  larger  canvas. 

Latoa.  By  H.  p. 

The  plot,  aa  set  forth  by  H.  P.,  is  too  objectionable  to  be  set 
forth  in  these  pages.     As  it  is  conceivably  a  statement  of  facts,! 
it  might  have  been  made  passable ;  but  in  this  MS.  it  is  notJ 
We  are  sorry  to  note,  also,  a  serious  defect  in  the  writing  of  the 
story.     The  style  is  too  wordy.     After  pages  of  description,  foi 
example,  the  "  lady  Jesuit "  is  not  convincing.     That  is  because^ 
instead  of  thinking  for  himself,   H.  F.  is  content  to  serve  u 
once  more  platitudinarian  sarcasms  about  the  craft  and  subtlet 
and  worldliness  which  every  Protestant  schoolboy  believes  ( 
constitute  the  Roman  Catholic  religion.     Novel-writers  shoul 
be  novel. 

My  Lord's  Skeleton.  By  H.  BI 

This  work  is  more  wholesome  than  the  other  by  H.  F.  whid 
we  have  just  noticed.  The  plot  is  ingenious,  and  there  ax 
some  pleasing  scenes— such  as  those  in  the  vicar's  garden- 
prettily  described.  A  few  of  the  characters,  notably  old  Jii 
and  the  Vicar,  are  well  drawn.  Despite  all  this,  however,  tit 
novel  leaves  an  unfortunate  impression.  As  a  whole  it  lacl 
charm,  and  is,  indeed,  an  unpersuasive  narrative.  There  1 
many  crudities  of  expression.  In  Dorsetshire,  for  example,  " 
fellow  can  kiss  where  he  lists  without  undue  fear  of  givia 
offence  to  he  or  she."  Again  :  "  '  How  strangely,'  said  Loi 
Chardbrooke,  '  you  influenced  some  of  tve  high-born  idlers.' 
Frequently,  when  not  positively  ungrammatical,  as  in  the 
sentences,  the  style  is  ungainly. 

Belvenue.  By  M.VNDEVILL1 

This,  we  fear,  is  a  hopeless  MS.    The  story  to  be  unfold) 

may  in  itself  be  interesting ;  but  after  reading  a  few  pages  \ 
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RUDYARD  KIPLING'S  NEW  BOOK. 

TIIIHTY-KinsT  THOUSAND. 

THE   DAY'S   WORK. 

Grown  8to,  M. 


With  niimproiiH  Tlliistnitionn,  Porlraitx,  and  Mnpa.    8vo,  108.  not 

THE  EGYPTIAN  SOUDAN :  its  Loss  and 

HKCOVKRY.     IncliidinR  a  rapid  Skotcli  f>f  tho  History  of  tho  Soudan  , 
a  Narrative  of  tlio  Dongola  Kxpeditioii,  ISIK)  i  ii  full  Amount  of  tho  Nile 
Kxpoditiong,  1897180S.    By  HENRYS.  L.  ALI'ORD,  Lieut.  Boval  Scot. 
KuBlliors,  and  W.  D.  SWORD,  Lieut.  Noitb  Stafford  Regiment. 
DAILY  MAIL.—"  It  ia  altogether  a  aatUfying  book." 


NEW  VOLUME  OP  MB.  HIBSEY'S  ROAD  BOOKS. 

OVER  FEN  and  WOLD.    By  James  John 

H  18.sk  V,  Author  of  •' On  tho  Box  Seat,"  &o.    With  11  FulUPago  (ftnU 
tome  .mailer)  Illustrations  by  the  Author.    Demy  8vo,  10s, 


BY  HKNRY  ARTHUR  JONKS. 

THE  TEMPTER:   a  Tragedy  in  Verse  in 

Four  Acts.    Fcap.  8vo,  2s.  ed. 

Willi  Coloured  Illuslmtions  by  HUfiU  THOMSON' 

CRANFORD.     By  Mrs.  Gaskell.      With  a 

Preface  by  ANNK  THACKKRAY  RITOHIK.  With  tO  Coloured  Illus. 
trationa  anri  60  I'eii-aud-Ink;  Sketches  by  HUGH  THOMSON.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  top,  Oa. 
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Crown  Svo,  69.  each. 

THE  ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS, 

FoundliriKi  Thief,  Jugrgler,  and  FencingrMastor  durlnf 
the  French  Revolution. 

S.  WKIR  MITCHELL,  M.D. 

BISMILLAH. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  CANVAS  TOWN. 

ROLF  BOLDRKWOOD. 

, DAILY   TELEGRAPIT.—"t:minenl\y  rendnble.   being   written   in    the 

nreeay,  happy-go-lucky  style  wluch  characteritos  the  more  recent  fictional 
works  of  the  author  of  that  tingularly  earnest  and  impressive  romance. 
*  Bobbery  under  Arms." "         , 

HER  MEMORY.  ^,,,,  ^^,,^,. 

,,^u'"'l  '^'^^J-Cr,^-'PJ{.~"Fnn  or  tlie  quiet  grace  and  Uterary  excellence 
•■  hich  we  have  now  learnt  to  associate  with  the  author." 


NEW  VOLUME  BY  STOPFORD  BROOKE 

ENGLISH    LITERATURE    from    the 

Snnfw'y'*',?."'^""'    NORMAN    CONQUEST.      By    STOPFORD    A. 
BROOKE,  M.A.    Crown  Svo,  78.  6d. 


HEW   BOOKS   FOR   THE   YOUNG. 


MRS.  MOLESWORTH'.S  NEW 
VOLUME. 

THE  MAGIC  NUTS:   a 

Piiiry   Tale.      By   Mrs.    MOLES- 
WORTH.     With  Illustrations  by 
ROSIE  M.  M.  PITMAN.    Crown 
Svo,  cloth  elegant,  Is.  ed. 
PALL  MALL  GAZETTE.- " A. 

pretty      little      story charmingly 

written." 

STORIES  from  LOWLY 

LIFE  of  MICE,  DOGS,  and  other 
ANIMALS.     By  C.  M.   DUPPA. 
With     Illustrations     by     LOUIS 
WAIN.     Pott  4to.  48.  6d. 
tM'^'^^^^'  ~  "  ^"^^    pleasantly 


HUGH  THOMSON'S 
ILLUSTRATE  U  FAIRY  BOOK. 

JACK,  the  GIANT- 
KILLER.  W.th  16  Full -Page 
Coloured  Illustrations,  aiui  le 
Decorated  Text  Pages,  by  HUGH 
THOMSON.  In  Coloured  Pic- 
torial Wrapper.    Price  U. 

STORIES    FRO.M   AMERICAN 
HISTORY. 

BUCCANEERS     and 

PIRATES  of  our  COASTS.  By 
FRANK  R.  STOCKTON.  With 
Illustrations  by  GEORGE 
VARIAN  and  B.  WEST  CLINE- 
DIN8T.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 


PEOPLE'S  EDITION  OF  LEWIS  CARROLL'S. 

SYLVIE    and    BRUNO.     SYLVIE    and    BRUNO 


With  -Hi  Illustrations  by  HARRY 
FURNISH.  Crown  bvo,  L's.  ed, 
net. 


CONCLUDED.  With  niustia- 
tions  by  HARRY  FUENISS. 
Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d.  net. 
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Bmill  Cnlombltr  Ito,  £1  Is.  lut. 

MASTERS  OF   MEZZOTINT  :  the  Men  and  their 

W.,rk.  By  ALFRED  Will  IM.VN.of  the  Diipanracotof  Prlnuand  Utaw- 
iiigs,  llriilsh  MuMuni.  With  60  suleoted  Hiiecimena  reproduoed  In  Collch 
tjira  from  Imimrtaol  ami  perfect  Impreuions, 

Small  Colombler  Sto,  is*,  net. 

FREDERIC,    LORD    LEIGHTON.    P.R.A.     An   Illus- 
trated chronicle.    By  ERNEST  RIIYH,    With  12  Ph(>toimvuce»  and  H 
IIIUHl rations.    New  and  Cheaper  Editidti,  ItevUed. 
"  It  is  a  truly  beautiful  book,  »nd  will  Iw  pri/.nd  both  by  thOM  who  •paeiallT 

appreciate  Ix>nl  LeiKbton'a  lerviaei  to  Knitlisb  art,  and  by  all  who  havs  a  lovt 

for  oxiiuisite  and  noble  plctnrea."— &>o<«ma». 

Post  Svo,  7i.  «d.  net 

SIR  EDWARD  BURNE- JUNES,  BART. 

and    Review.      By    MALCOLM    BELL.      Fourth   and  CheniK-r    Kdiil-i, 
Revised  and  bron^ht  up  to  date,  with  KM  Ilhutration*,  many  of  Ibnui  not 
hitherto  included. 
"  Both  as  an  aoconot  of  Barne-Jonea'  life  and  ^eolns  and  for  its  roprndue- 
tions  of  hii  pictures,  it  deserves  the  highest  praise."—*/.  .Jamit't  (Intel It. 

NEW  VOLUME  OF  THE  EX-LIBKIS  SERIES. 

THE  BAYEUX  TAPESTRY.    Reproduced  In  79  Half- 

tone  Plates  from  Photoirrapbs  of  the  work  oriRinally  taken  for  ihc  He. 
partmont  of  Sciem  e  ard  Art.  With  an  Historical  I)c»cripiinn  and  Com- 
mentary by  FRANK  REDE  FOWKK,  of  tbut  Departmaot.  Imperial  Idoio. 
lOs.  fid.  net. 

♦.•  AlMi  a  LIMITED  EDITION  on  Japanese  Vellum,  288.  net- 
STUDEXrS  EDITION,  post  Svo  7m.  8d. 

MODERN  ILLUSTRAriON:   its   Methods  and  Pre- 
sent Condition.    By  .lOSEPH  PENNELL.  Author  of  "Pen  DrawiDir  aud 
Pen  Draughtsmen,"  ic.     With  171  Illustrations. 
"  A  neat  and  handy  edition."— Wor/d. 

Small  crown  *lo,  10s.  6d.  net.    5i)0  Copies  nilv. 

RELIGIO    MEDICI.     By  Sir  Thomas  Browne.     A 

Now   Edition,    printed    in  Large  Typo    on  Band-made  Paper  at  th« 
Urswick  Press,  and  bound  in  half-vellum.     With  Portrait  and  a  itepro- 
durtiim  of  the  Original  Prontispieco. 
■'  Is  cisiingoished  for  luxury  of  type  and  handsome  binding."— ^/*ni,r««,. 
No  more  charming  edition  ol  Sir  Thomas  Brimnc'a  master-work  has 
appeared."— Scofiman. 

On  Hand-made  Paper,  pott  Svo,  4s.  net. 

EOTHEN.    By  Alexander  W.  Kinglake.    Reprinted 

from  the  First  Edition,  with  an  Introduction  by  the  E«v.  W.  TUCKWKLL. 
the  Original  Illusiratlons,  and  a  Map. 
"  It  is  a  pretty  little  volume."— Giian/iaM. 

Roval  lOmo,  J^.  Cd.  net. 

THE  SONNETS  OF  JOHN  KEATS.     Printed  at  the 

Chiswick  Press,  with  Dcivrated  Borders  aud  Initials  by  Christopher 
Dean.  ' 

Royal  lemo,  .la.  Orl.  net. 

TflE  STANZAS  OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.     Translated 

by  JOHN  LESLIE  GARNER.     Second  Edition,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes.    Printed  at  the  Chiswick  Press. 
"  The  printing  and  paper  are  excellent."— OIu^ow  Berald. 

DEDICATED  BY  PERMISSION  TO  HER  M.VJESTY  THE  QUEEN 

REX  REGUM.    A  Painter's  Study  of  the  Likeness 

of  Christ  from  tho  Time  of  the  Apostles  to  the  I'resent  Dav       Bt  Sir 

WYKE  BAYLISS,  F.S.A.    With  50  Illustrations.    In  cloth,  richly  gilt 

crimson  or  white,  post  Svo,  68.  net,  ^  "     • 

"This  book  requires  close  study,  and  deserves  serious  attenticu  from  all 

interested  in  religious  art."— ^rt  Journal. 

Fcap.  4to,  3(>s.  not 

THE     ROYAL    GALLERY    AT    HAMPTON    COURT 

ILLUSTRATED.  Being  an  Historical  Catalogue  of  the  Piclurf  a  on  tbc 
Queen's  Collecticm  at  that  PiUace,  with  Desciiptive,  Biographical  and 
Critical  Notes,  revised,  enlarged,  and  illusuated  »ith  loo  Plates  By 
ERNEST  LAW,  B.A.,  Author  of  "  A  History  of  Hampton  Court  Psiace." 
Crown  xvo.  Is.  net. 

A  THOUSAND  YEARS  OF  ENGLISH  CHURCH  HIS- 

TORY.  By  the  Rev.  L.  O.  ASPLEN,  late  Foundation  Scholar  of 
Emmanuel  College,  Cambridge ;  Assistant-Priest  at  the  Pariah  Choreh 
Weston-sujiei-Mare.  ' 

BONN'S    LIBRARIES. 

XEW    VOLUMES. 
VOLS.  III.  AND  IV.  NOW  READY. 

THE  PROSE  WORK  OF  JONATHAN  SWIFT.     Edited 

I'-^.I''''"'''''"  SCOTT.  With  an  Introilnction  by  the  Rirtt  Hon.  W.  P.  H. 
LBCKY,  M.P.     Inalmit  10  vol8..3s.  6<l.  each. 

™^.  ^?l*'  iJ'-  »""  '^  WRITINGS  OS  RELIGION  AND  THE  CHURCH. 
Edited  by  TEMPLE  SCOTT.  WitbPortraitsaiid  Fac8iii.ile8..f  Title-Pagea. 

NEW  EDITION  OFBIRTON'S  "PIIXIRIMAGB  TO  MECCAH.- 

PERSONAL    NARRATIVE   OF    A    PILGRIMAGE   TO 

AL-MADINAH  ANDMKCCAH.  By  Cai>taiii  Sir  RICHARD  F.  BURION. 
K.C.M.G.,  *o.  With  an  Introduction  by  STANLEY  LANK-POOLB,  and 
all  the  Original  niustraiions.    »  vols.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

*•*  ,This  is  the  Copyright  Edition,  with  tt«  Author's  latest  Notta  and 
Additions. 

London  :  GEORGE  BELL  k  SONS,  York  Street,  CoTent  Garden. 
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are  obliged  to  give  up  the  search  for  it.  There  is  no  sigu  that 
Mandeville  has  even  an  elementary  understanding  of  the 
literary  art. 

L-  vo  and  Oolrl,  and  Stray  Poems,  by  CyrU  Doyen ;  Dolores, 
by  E.  M.  H.  E.  ;  The  Acted  Drama,  by  A. ;  Miss  Widgeon's 
Lodyiny- House,  by  Ptah ;  A  Modern  Crime,  by  C.  H.  L. ;  The 
Captain's  Wife,  by  Enquirer.  These  MSS.  are  too  short  for  the 
purposes  of  the  Bureau. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  November  3. 

THEOLOGICAL  AND  BIBLICAL. 

Lefroy  {Very  Rev.  W.),  The  Immortality  of  Memory,  &o (Marshall)  3/8 

Martyn  (H.  J.), For  Christ  and  the  Truth (Williams  &  Norgato)  6/0 

Wmtfrbotham  (R.),  The  Kingdom  of  Heaven  (MethuenJ  3/6 

HISTORY  AND  BIOGEAPHY. 

Clifford  (J.),  Typical  Christian  Leaders (Marshall) 

Garnett  (E  ),  Edward  Gibbon  Waketteld (Uuwin)  6/0 

Pigon  (F.),  Phases  of  My  Life (Arnold)  18/0 

Shand  (A.  J.),  The  War  in  the  Peninsula (Seeley)  6/0 

Nevill  (R.),  Memoirs  of  M.  D'Artagnan  (Vol.  I.) (Nichols) 

Rimsay  (Sir  James  H  ),  The  Foundations  of  England    (Sonnenschein)  24/0 

Deploigo  (S.),  The  Referendum  iu  Switzerland (Longmans)  7/8 

Stepney  (Lady),  Memoirs  of  Lady  Eussell  and  Lady  Herbert,  1033-1723 

(Black)  5/0 

Alford  (II.  S.  L.)  and  Sword  (W.  D.),  The  Egyptian  Soudan  ...(Macmillan)  10/0 
Gordon-Alexander  (Lieut.-Col.  W.),  Recollections  of  a  Highland  Subaltern 

(Arnold)  16/0 

Porter  (Mrs.  G.),  John  Blackwood (Blackwood)  21/0 

Symonds  (J.  A.),  Sketches  and  Studies  in  Italy  and  Greece.    New  edition. 

(Smith,  Elder)  7/3 
Hodgkin  (T.)   and  Others,   Lectures  to  the  Literary  and  Philosophical 

Society  

POETRy,  CRinCISM,  BELLES-LETTRES. 

Cotes  (E.),  Dante's  (rarden    (Methnen)  2/8 

Williams  (J.),  Ventures  in  Verse (Methuen)  3/8 

Longfellow  (H.  W.),  The  Singers  (Mathews)  2/6 

Smith  (E.  (;.),  Fantasies  from  Dreamland (Mathews)  4/0 

Keene  (('.  H.),  Sketches  from  the  Greek  Dramatic  Poets  (Blackie)  3/6 

Newbolt  (H.),  The  Island  Race  (Mathews)  6/0 

Hansson  (L.  M.),  We  Women  and  Our  Authors  (Lane)  3/6 

Cook  (E.  T.),  Popular  Handbook  to  Tate  Gallery (Macmillan)  6/0 

Dew-Smith  (Mrs.),  Tom  Tug  and  Others (Seeley)  6/0 

Barrattd  (C.  W.),  Lays  of  the  Knights (Longmans)  4/0 

Mon'is  (W.)  and  Wyatt  (A.  J.),  The  Taie  of  Beowulf (Longmans)  6/0 

White  (Dr.  K»rl),  Essays  on  Dante.     Selected  and  Translated  by  0.  M. 

Lawrence  and  P.  H.  Wicksteed (Duckworth) 

Weiton  (J.  L.),  Sir  Gawain  and  the  Green  Knight (Nutt)  2/0 

Aitken  (G.  A.),  The  Tatler  (2  vols.) (Duckworth) 

Jusserand  (J.  J.),  Shakespeare  en  Prance (Colin  et  Cie.,  Paris) 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Le  Feuvre  (A.),  His  Big  Opportunity  (Hoddor)  2/0 

Hilder  (E.  M.),  Stories  the  Sunflowers  Told (Macqaeen)  6/0 

Turner  (Ethel),  The  Camp  at  Wandinong (Ward,  Lock)  3/6 

Paine  (A.  B.),  The  Hollow  Tree (Constable)  3/8 

S(inire(C.),  The  World  ■Wonderful , (Nutt)  6/0 

Bell  (J.  J.),  The  New  Noah's  Ark (Lane)  3/8 

Frost  (A.  B.),  The  Golfer's  Alphabet (Harper) 

Escott-Inman  (H.),  The  Pattypats    (Ward,  Look) 

Church  (Rev.  A.  J.),  Heroes  of  Chivalry  and  Romance (Seeley)  6/0 

Everett-Green  (E.),  Esther's  Charge (Nelson)  2/8 

The  Golden  Picture  Book (Nelson)  5/0 

Douglas  (M.),  The  White  North (Nelson)  2/0 

Taylor  (L.),  Through  Peril,  Toil,  and  Pain    (Nelson)  4/0 

Hayens  (H.),  A  Fighter  in  Green  , (Nelson)  6/0 

Carroll   (L.),    Sylvie    and    Bruno,    icud    Sylvie  I  and   Brnno   Concluded 

(Macmillan)  each  2/8 

Austen  (S.),  For  Old  Sake's  Sake (Wells,  Gardner)  2/0 

West  (N.),  The  Children  of  Swift  Creek (Wells,  Gardner)  2/0 

Groome  (W.H.C.),The  Fortunes  of  the  Charlton  Family.. .(Wells,  Gardner)  1/6 

Happy  Holidays  (Nelson)  1/0 

Nobody  (A.),  Nonsense  for  Some-Body  (Wells,  Gardner)  6/0 

Kemblc  (— ),  Comical  Coons  (Kegan  Paul)  6/J 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Barlet  (StfSphane),  Peiites  Ames,  par  Ponvillon  (Macmillan)  2/0 

Sutherland  (J.),  Primer  of  Geometry (Longmans)  26 

Rintoul  (D.),  Introduction  to  Practical  Physics    (Macmillan)  2/0 

Beddow  (F.),  First  Stage  Inorganic  Chemistry  (Clive)  2/6 

Briggs  (W.)  and  Bryan  (G.  H.),  A  Middle  Algebra (CUve)  3/8 


t 


NEW  EDITIONS  OF  FICTION. 

Austen  (J.),  New  Edition,  Complete  in  10  vols (Dent)  26/9 

Thackeray  (W.  M.),  The  Rose  and  the  Ring (Smith,  Elder)    2/8 

Scutt  (Sir  W.),  The  Fortunes  of  Nigel  (2  vols.) (Dent)    8/0 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOGRAPHY. 

•Lucas  (F.  W.),  Annals  of  Voyages  of  Brjthers  Zeno    (Ktevons) 

Hissey  (J.  J.),  Over  Feu  and  Wold 'Macmillan)  18/(1 

Pearce  (Capt.  Francis  B),  Rambles  in  Holy  Land    (Chapman)  10/4'. 

SCIENCE  AND  PHILOSOPHY. 

S^th  (J.),  Scottish  Contribution  to  iloral  Philosophy (Blackwood)    8d^ 

Gillespie  (A.  L,),  Natural  History  of  Digestion  (Scott)    6/0'' 

Lassar-Cohn  (Dr.),  Chemistry  in  Daily  Life (Grenol)    7/0 

Wilkinson  (F.),  The  Story  of  the  Cotton  Plant   (Newnes) 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Harting  (J.  E.),  The  Ribbit (Longmans)    6/0 

Harrison  (C),  Reading  and  Readers (Methuen)    2/8. 

Miniature  Encyclopaedia  (Popular  edition)    (Ca-ssell)    1/0 

The  Sunday  at  Home,  1997-8 (Rehgioas  Tract  Society) 

Leisure  Hour,  1897-8 (R3ligious  Tract  Society) 

Groome  (F.  H.),  Gypsy  Folk  Tales    (Hutst  &  Blackett)  12/0 

Slater  (J.  H.),  Romance  of  Book-Collecting (Elliot  Stock)  12/i) 

Pigg  (J.),  Railway  "Block  "  Signalling  (Biggs  &  Co.)    7^0 

Maxwell  (Sir  H.),  Salmon  and  Sea-Trout  (Laurence  4  Bullen) 

The  Railwiy  Herald  Station  Album (81,  Temple  Chambers)    ed, 


Announcements. 

Mr.  Frederic  Whyte,  translator  of  M,  Filon's  The  Enrjlish 
Staye,  has  just  completed  a  volume  entitled  Actors  of  the 
Century  :  a  Play-Lover'a  Gleanings  from  Theatrical  Annals. 
Mr.  Whyte  has  endeavoured  to  construct  a  connected  narrative 
of  the  story  of  the  modem  English  stage.  The  book  will  be 
published  by  Messrs.  Bell  during  this  month. 

Messes.  Bell  will  also  publish  immediately  a  volume  on 
Ellen  Terry  and  Her  Impersonations,  by  Mr.  Charles  Hiatt. 

Me.  Edward  Seton  Thompson,  Government  naturalist 
in  Manitoba,  wiU  publish  immediately,  through  Mr.  David 
Nutt,  a  series  of  animal  biographies,  under  the  title  of  Wild 
Animals  I  have  Known,  The  book  will  contain  upwards  of 
200  illustrations  by  the  author. 

An  edition  de  luxe  of  FitzGerald's  Omar  Khdyydm  will 
shortly  be  issued  by  Messrs.  Macmillan.  It  is  in  the  form 
of  a  quarto  volume,  on  special  antique  wove  paper,  bound 
in  sateen,  with  an  ornamental  gold  block  upon  the  side,  the 
pages  decorated  by  Mr.  W.  B.  Maodougall,  and  engraved  by 
Octave  Lacour.  There  are  but  one  thousand  copies  printed  of 
this  edition,  which  is  specially  dedicated  to  the  members  of  the 
Omar  Khayyam  Club. 

De.  Moeitz  Busch's  work  on  Bismarck  has  already  run 
through  some  thousands  of  copies. 

Me.  E.  W.  Hornung's  new  work,  Some  Persona  Unknown. 
will  be  published  in  a  few  days  by  Messrs.  Cassell  &  Compauy. 
The  book  will  be  issued  simultaneously  in  London  and  New 
York. 

BLACKIE   &   SON'S   NEW  BOOKS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s,  6d. 

THE  GREAT  CAMPAIGNS  of  NELSON:  St.  Vincent, 

the  Nile,  Copenhagen,  Trafalgar.    By  WILLIAM  O'CONNOR  MORRIS, 
sometime  Scholar  of  Oriel  College,  Oxford.    With  Mips  and  Diagrams. 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

SKETCHES  of  the  GREEK  DRAMATIC  POETS  for 

ENGLISH   READERS.     By  CHARLES  HAINES  KEENE,  M.A.,  Pro^ 
lessor  of  (^ireek,  Queen's  College,  Cork. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

PROVIDENT   SOCIETIES   and   INDUSTRIAL  WEL- 

FARE.      Bv  E.  W.    BRABR(_)OK,    C.B.,  Chief    Registrar  of    Friendly 
Societies.    Being  the  New  Volume  of  the  "  Victoriiin  Era  Series." 


London :    BLACKIE  &  SON,  Limited,  Old  BaUey. 
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MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  CO.'S 

LIST. 


BECOND    EDITION    NOW    UKADY. 

MEMOIRS  of  the  LIFE 

and  CORRESPONDENCE  of 

HENRY  REEVE,  C.B., 

Late  Editor  of  the '  Edinburgh  Review,' 

and  Registrar  of  the  Privy  Council. 
By   JOHN    KNOX  LAUGHTON,  M.A. 

With  2  Portraits.     2  vols.,  8vo,  28j. 


DEUTSCHE    LIEBE 

(GERMAN  LOVE), 
Fragments  from  the  Rape  rs  of  an  Allen. 

Collected  by  P.  MAX  MULLKR. 

Translated  from  the  German  by  G.  A.  M. 

New  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  fig. 

FUR,  FEATHER,  AND  FIN  SERIES. 

NEW  VOLUME. 
Edited  by  A.  B.  T.  WATSON. 

THE  RABBIT. 

By  JAME.S  EDMUND  HARTING. 

With  a  Chapter  on  Cookery  by  ALEXANDER 
INNES  SHAND. 

With  10  lUustratiors  by  Archibald  Thorbnrn, 
G.  B.  Lodge,  S.  Aiken,  and  Charles  Whymper. 

Crown  8vo,  5s. 


NEW  NOVEL  BY  EDNA  LYALL. 

HOPE    the    HERMIT: 

A  Romance  of  Borrowdale. 

Crown  8vo,  (Is. 
"A  flciion  stady  of  a  rnmantic  period  of  our  social, 
relipriouB,  and  political  history  of  much  more  than 
ordinary  merit,  and  is  sure  to  win  favour." 

Scotsman. 


THE  LIFE  and  LETTERS  of  SIR 

UKDRGK  SAVILE,  Baronet,  First  MARQUIS  of 
HALIFAX.    Witli  a  Now  Editioa  of  his  Works, 
now  for  the  first  timo  Collooted  and    Revised. 
Hy  H.  C.  FOXOROPT.    With  3  Portraits.    2  vols., 
8vo,  308. 
"  Georfje  Savile,  first  Marquis  of  Halifax,  is  one  of 
the  most  interesiing  an  welt  as  one  of  the  most  pro- 
minent figures  in  the  histoiy  of  the  later  seventeenth 

century Miss    II.  C.   Foxcroft's   two   large   and 

painstakiiiR  vnlumcs  give  us  the  first  really  complete 
record  of  Halifax's  career."— Tiwfls. 

THE   ORIGIN  and   GROWTH  of 

the  MORAL  INSTINt'T.  Br  ALEXANDKR 
SUTHERLAND,  M.A.  2  vols.,  8vo,  28s. 
"Few  books  written  since  Darwin's  time  on  the 
evolution  of  a  human  mind  are  so  thorough  and  cora- 
pi«hensive  and  well  deserving  of  study.  Its  chief 
merit  lies  in  the  solid  treatment  hy  which  the  writer 
confirms  and  extends  the  masterly  sketch  drawn  by 
Darwin  in  the  fourth  and  fifth  chapters  of  his 
'Descent  of  Man.""— ^af are. 

MEMORIES  of  an  OLD  Col- 
lector. By  Count  MICHAEL  TYSZKIEWICZ. 
Trarslated  from  the  French  ny  Mrs.  ANDREW 
LANG.    With  0  Plates.    Grown  8vo,  Cs. 

THE  PERFECT  LIFE:  Sermons. 

}iy  the  Rev.  W.  J.  KNOX  LITTLE,  M.A..  Canon 
of  Worcester,  and  Vicar  of  Hoar  Cross,  Stafford- 
shire.   Crown  8vo,  7s.  Gd. 

THE  TALE  of  BEOWULF,  some- 

time  KiiiR  of  the  Folk  of  tbe  Wederpeats.  Trans- 
lated by  WILLIAM  MOIIRIS  and  A.  J.  WYATT. 
Now  Kdition.    Crown  8vo,  *)S. 


JOHN    LANE'S    LIST. 


LONGMANS,    GREEN    &    CO., 
London,  New  York,  and  Bombay, 


GODFRIDA :  a  Play.    By  John  Davidson.    Fcap.  8vo,  Ss.  net. 

"One  enjoys  reading  it,  twcniiHe  mnch  of  It  la  vi>r.v  lioitutlfully  written ;  hot  the  wrlling  U  never  rsrrinl 
to  a  point  where  it  would  retard  or  obacure  the  scheme.    In  >  word,  It  U  a  piay  for  the  >ta(a." 

Saturilaf  Beei»w. 

THE  LOST  VOLU.MK  OF  SHF.LLKY. 

ORIGINAL  POETRY  of  VICTOR  and  CAZIRE  (Percy  Bysshe  SheUey 

and  Elizabeth  Shelley).    Oomy  8ro,  Sd.  net. 

THE    COMING  of  LOVE :   Rhona  Boswell's  Story.     By  Theodore 

WATTH-OUNTON,  Author  ot  "Aylwin."    CpownHvo.5s.net.  ^Second  Kd  tion. 

"  In  '  The  (.'ominjf  of  Love'  ;which.  thonifh  puhliHhc'l  earlier,  is  really  a  Beqnol  to  'Aylwin',  be  han 
f^iven  us  an  unfor^ratiiHlo,  we  caiiuot  l>  it  t»ot<evo  an  cii'lurinK^,  portrait;  oneot  the  tew  imm jnal  w«/mea  of 
the  imagmiition.     Kt.oua  Bosweil  coraes  ajfuiti  inU) '  Aylwin.'  "     Ijihraturt. 

WE  WOMEN  and  OUR  AUTHORS.     Translated  from  the  German 

of  LAURA  M.  HaNSSON,  Author  of  "Modem  Women,"  by  UERMIOXE  RAMBDKN.    3».  8d.  net. 

THE    SPORTING    ADVENTURES    of   MR.    POPPLE.      By   G.  H. 

JALLAXI),  the  well-known  Punch  Artist.    Ten  Coloured  I'lalos  and  numerooa  other  Ilhistrationa. 
Obluntf  Ito  \\\  in.  by  10  iu.),  fis. 
"  Mr.  T'opplo  is  a  sort  of  second  Mr.  Gilpin,  and  the  hamoars  of  hiA  advcntares  are  iilutrmtod  with 
great  *  ko  '  "»  well  as  skill." — St.  James's  Uazttt$> 

RED  RIDING  HOOD'S  PICTURE  BOOK,  containing :  L  Red  Riding 

Hood.  II.  The  Forty  Thieves.  III.  Jack  and  the  lieanstalk.  Each  with  new  Wri»p|wn>  and  Ena- 
Papers ;  together  with  Collective  Titles,  End-Papcrg,  decorative  cloth  Cover,  und  newljr  written 
Preface.    By  WALTER  CRANE.    4to,  4«.  «d. 

Each  part  to  be  had  separately  at  la. 

SUN,    MOON,    and    STARS :    Pictures    and    Verses    for    Children. 

Written  and  Illustratcil  by  E.  RICHARDSOIJ.    Demy  12mo,  2«.  6d. 

THE  NEW  NOAH'S  ARK.     By  J.  J.  Bell.    Illustrated  in  Colours. 

4to,  38.  6d. 

A  COON  ALPHABET.    By  E.  W.  Kemble.    4to,  43.  6d. 

WYMPS.     By  Evelyn  Sharp.     With  8  Illustrations  and  Cover  in 

Colours.    By  Mrs.  PERCY  DBARMER.    New  and  Cheap  JMition.    Paper  lioanU,  3s.  «J. 
Also  to  bo  bad  in  cloth,  coloured  edges,  at  68. 

Crown  8vo,  68. 

SECOND  EDITION  NOW  READY  OP  UERTRUDE  ATBERTON'B  NEW  NOVEL, 

Uniform  with  "  Patience  Sparhawk."    Crown  8vo,  68. 

THE   CALIFORNIANS. 

"  The  ablest  woman  writer  of  fiction  now  livingf."— BrifwA  IFecWy. 

"  Mrs,  Atherton  has  given  us,  as  usual,  a  clever,  brilliant,  and  interesting  piece  of  work,  full  of  brisk 
epigrams,  vivid  turns  of  speech,  and  effective  local  colour."— i>ai(»  Chronicle. 

A  CELIBATE'S  WIFE  :  a  Novel.    By  Herbert  Flowerdew. 

"  One  word  must  be  said  about  the  '  Tom  Tits,'  Angela's  twin  maiden  aunts.  The  two  little  old  ladio* 
might  figure  in  one  of  Dickens's  books  and  sulfor  hardly  at  all  by  comparison  with  Cnar.ty  Peckaniff," 

Daily  TeUgroph. 

REGINA;  or,  the  Sins  of  the  Fathers.     By  Hermann  Sudermann. 

Translated  by  BEATRICE  MARSHALL. 

JOHN  BURNET  of  BARNS :  a  Romance.    By  John  Buchan,  Author 

of  "  Scholar  Gipsies,"  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  38.  6d, 

THE  REPENTANCE  of  a  PRIVATE   SECRETARY.     By  Stephen 

GWYNN. 

A    DELIVERANCE:    a   Novel.      By   Allan   Monkhouse,  Author  of 

"  Books  and  Plays." 

THE    DUKE    of  LINDEN.     By   Joseph    Charles,   Author    of   "A 

statesman's  Chance." 

BODLEY  BOOKLETS.    Square  16mo,  Is.  not. 

THE  HEADSWOMAN.     By  Kenneth   Orahame,   Author   of   "  The 

Golden  Age."    Square  16mo,  la.  set. 

STORIES  TOTO  TOLD  ME.    By  Baron  Corvo.    Is.  net. 

**  There  is  a  laugh  on  every  page  and  a  smile  in  every  line," — Star, 


THE  BODLEY  HBAJ),  Vigfo  Street,  London,  W. 
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NOW    READY. 
AN  EDITION  DE  LVXE. 

THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS.    With  many  Full-Page  Illustrations, 

Borders,  and  InitialB,  by  GEORGE  WOOLLTSCROFT  RHEAD,  R.fi..  FREDERICK  A.  RHEAD, 

and  LOUIS  RHEAD.     Special  Preface  by  the  Rev.   H.  R.  HAWEIS,  M.A. 

*'  These  excellent  examples  of  the  rijjht  way  of  illustrating  Bunyan  poeseRs  those  masculine  qualities, 

that  directness,  and  the  robust  energy  that  the  themes  demand.    As  to  the  higher  elements  we  associate 

under  the  name  of  design,  there  is  not  the  slightest  doubt  Bunyan,  could  he  study  the  works  of  the  Messrp. 

Rhead,  would  recognise  in  them  a  crowning  mtrcy  epecially  reserved  till  now  for  himself."— .4^ Aeitfettm. 

This  Edition  is  limited  \o  200  copies,  numbered  and  signed,  printed  on  Hand-made  Paper,  and  bound 
in  buckram,  price  Two  Guineas  net.    A  Prospectus  will  be  forwarded  on  application. 

THE  LAND  of  the  PIGMIES.    By  Gapt.  Guy  Burrows.    Dedicated, 

by  permission,  to  His  Majepty  the  King  of  the  Belgians.    With  Introduction  by  H.  M.  STANLEY, 
M.P.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  with  over  200  llluetrations.    Frice  2l8.  iSeadp  shortfy. 

Capt.  Burrows,  late  of  the  Second  Fusiliers,  and  now  Captain  Commandant  in  the  service  of  the  Congo 
Free  Sta^e,  ha<>  esjilorpd  ranch  territorp  never  before  visited  by  white  men.  The  country  known  as  the 
district  of  the  Unper  Uelle  lies  between  the  K'H-^oner  River  in  the  north,  and  the  Arawimi  in  the  touth. 
With  the  exception  of  the  Pigmies  the  tribes  inhnbiting  it  are  bU  cannibals.  The  Pigmies  are  a  stranije  race 
of  undersized  men,  generally  little  over  four  feet  in  height.  Very  few  travellers  have  ever  seen  them,  and 
the  author,  having  lived  among  them,  has  bad  a  unique  opportunity  of  studying  their  strange  customs 
and  habits,  of  which  he  has  now  written  a  most  interesting  account. 

SPINIFEX  and  SAND :  a  Narrative  of  Five  Years'  Pioneering  and 

Exploi-ation  in  Western  Australia.    By  the  Hon.  DAVID  W.  CARNEGIE.    With  Illustrations  by 
Ernest  Smythe  and  from  Photographs,  together  with  1  Maps.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  price  31s. 

\_Beady  shortly. 
Mr.  Camegifi's  volume  is  chiefly  made  up  of  a  narrative  of  an  exploring  expedition  from  Coolgardie 
across  the  waterless,  sandy  deserts  of  the  interior  to  the  Kimberley  district,  and  of  the  re-traversing  of  the 
cand  ridges  by  a  route  further  to  tlie  east,  finally  returning  to  Coolgardie  after  a  journey  of  over  3,000 
miles,  more  than  half  of  which  was  through  country  previously  unexplored. 

A  Special  Prospectus  of  the  above  two  volumes  may  be  had  on  application, 

MAD  HUMANITY. 

cloth,  price  7s.  6d. 

In  this  book  Dr.  Winslow,  the  celebrated  Specialist  in  Lunacy  Cases,  deals  largely  with  his  personal 
reminiscences.  Separate  chapters  are  devoted  to  insanity  in  relation  to  genius,  in  relation  to  crime,  and 
in  relation  to  sex.    In  fact,  tlie  whole  subject  is  treated  exhaustively  and  in  popular  style. 

THE  CYCLOPEDIA    of  HOME   ARTS.     Edited  and  Compiled  by 

MONTAGUE  MARKS.  Crown  4to,  cloth,  with  hundreds  of  Illustrations,  Models,  and  Practical 
Designs  (including  many  large  ones,  full  working  tize),  price  7h.  ed. 
A  thoroughly  Practical  Guide.  Invaluable  for  Homo  Art.  Study,  and  Amusement,  and  as  a  Library 
Work  of  Reference.  Among  the  subjects  dealt  with  are:  DRAWING  (Crayon  Portraiture,  Illustrating, 
Etching,  Lithogrflp^y,  &c.);  PAINTING  (Oil,  Water  Colouis,  Pastel  and  Dietemrer.  Miniatures  and 
Illuminatinn,  Fans,  'lapestrv,  China,  and  Glas«)  ;  MODELLING;  WOOD-CARVING:  PYROGRAVURE 
and  LEATHER  WORK;  METAL  WORK  (Repouss^.  Bent  Iron.  &c.>;  DESIGNING  for  the  ART 
TRADES  'Wall-paper.  Carpets,  Silks.  Tiles,  Bookbinding,  &o.) ;  MISCELLANEOUS  (Retoucliing  Photo- 
graphs, •'Grangerizing,"  Taxidermy,  Restoring  Damaged  China,  &c.). 

PRISONS  and  PRISONERS.    By  the  Rev.  J.  W.  Horsley,  M.A.,  late 

Chaplain  of  Clerkenwell  Prison.    Author  of  "Jottings  from  Jail."     Crown  bvo,  cloth,  price  38.  Cd 
'*  There  are  few  small  three-end-sixpetiny  volumes  so  full  of  suggestion,  so  crammed  with  well-digested 
fact,  no  interesting  and  valuable  to  the  student  of  our  social  conditions."— »So«^ A  London  Press. 


PIRATE  GOLD.    By  J.  B.  Hutchinson,  Author  of  "  Romance  of  a 

Begiment,"  '*  Quest  of  the  Golden  Pearl/'  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  8  Illustrations  by  Ernest 
Smythe,  price  5s. 

"A  real  good  old  tale  of  adyenttre there  is  plenty  of  incident  and  life  in  the  bocik  " 

Belfast  Northern  Whig. 

TWO    BOOKS    FOR   GIRLS. 
THE    GREAT    HOUSE    of    OASTLETON.      By  Winifred  Graham, 

Author  of  "  When  the  Birds  begin  to  Sing,"  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  illustrated,  price  3s.  6d. 

LITTLE    MISS    ROBINSON    CRUSOE.      By  Mrs.   George   Corbett. 

Author  of  "  The  Adventures  of  an  Ugly  Girl,"  "The  Young  Stowaway,"  &c.    With  lllnstrations 
by  A,  Kemp  Tebby.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 


PRINCE   UNO:   Uncle  Frank's  Visit  to  Fairyland. 

W,  D.  Stevens.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  ])rice  38.  6d. 


Illustrated  by 


"  LATTER-DAY   STORIES." 

RECENT    ADDITIONS. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

TAMMER'S  DUEL.    By  E.  and  H.  Heron,  Authors  of  "  Real  Ghost 


Stories,"  &c. 
"  A  delightfully  bright  story."— rrM^A. 
*•  Written  with  infinite  spirit,  and  never-failing  humour;  it  deserves  a  v\ide  popularity.' 


-Echo. 


A  ROMANCE   of  a  GROUSE   MOOR.      By  Mrs.  M.  E.  Stevenson, 

Author  of  "Juliet,"  "Mrs.  Severn,"  Jtc. 

"The  truly  maeculinft  style  reminds  you  of  the  Brontt-s,  and  then  again  of  Olive  Schreiner A 

powerful  and  thorciii?hly  healthy  story  that  can  be  heartily  recommended." — Methodist  Times. 

"A  breezy  Yorkshire  tale,  in  which  a  keen  love  of  open-air  life  and  a  rare  appreciation  of  rural 
character  are  most  effectively  comhinQii." —Mancliester  Courier, 

THE  SHADOW  of  LIFE.    By  Mart(  a  Strong. 


By  L  Forbes  Winslow,  M.D.    Large  crown  8vo, 


New  Six-Shilling  Novels. 

NOW  SE.wr. 
THE   PHANTOM  ARMY.     Being 

the  Story  of  a  Man  and  a  Mystery,    By  MAX 
PKMBERTON,  Author  of  "Quoenof  the  Jesters," 
"  Kronstadt,"  Ac. 
"  A  brilliant,  fantastic  book,  appealing  to  the  imag- 
ination."—i>ai^i/  Xews. 

"  Full  of  cleverly  imagined  situations  and  thrilling 
incidents  of  military  adventure  and  amorous 
intrigue." —Daily  Mail, 

ADVENTURES       of      CAPTAIN 

KETTLE.    By  C.  J.  CUTLIFFE  HYNB.  Author 

of  "The  Paradise  Coal  Boat,"  &c.    Illustrated  by 

Stanley  1*.  Wood. 

*'  The  great  reading  public  will  wax  joyful  over  him 

(Kettle)  ;  they  will  rise  and  take  him  in  their  arms; 

he  will   \&  Pi)oken  of  in  clubs  and  railway  trains, 

country  jiarsonages,  and  suburban  villas;  and  at  tho 

lending  libraries  there  will  be  a  run  on  hira." 

Black  and  White. 

FORTUNE'S     SPORT.      By    Mrs. 

C.   N.   WILLIAMSON',     Author    of   "The  Barn 
Stormers,"  "A  Woman  in  Grey,"  &c. 
"An  exceedingly  clever  tfde.**— Aberdeen  Free  Press 
"Mrs.  Williamson  handle**  the  threads  of  her  plot 
well,  never  allowing  us  to  see  too  far  into  it." 

Manchester  Guardian. 

THE   SEED   of  the   POPPY.    By 

CLIVE    HOLLAND,   Author    of    "An  Egyptian 
Coquette,"  "My  Japanepe  Wife,"  &g. 
"A  cleverly  wrought  tale." — Morning. 
•'  A  most,  engrossing  narrative,  full  of  the  infinite 
pathos  of  the  vain  struggle  against  an  overpowering 
habit,  and  the  no  less  pathetic  effort  to  hide  from  the 
man  she  luves  her  addiction  to  the  fatal  drug." 

North  British  Vaily  Mail. 

BROTHERS  of  the  PEOPLE.    By 

FRED  WHISHAW.  Author  of  "  A  Russian  Vaga- 
bond," &c. 
"A  capital  satire  on  the  propaganda  and  methods 
of  hair-brained  woald-De  regenerators  of  society,  and 
in  this  sense  it  is  a  somewhat  clever  productioo." 
Manchester  Courier. 

MORD     EM'LY.       By   W.    Pett 

RIDGE,  Authorof  "  Three  Women  and  Mr.  Frank 
Cardwell,"  "  A  Clever  Wife,"  &c. 
"A  genuine  success.    As  a  study  of  a  London  slum 
girl '  Mord  Em*ly'  {Maud  Emily)  is  as  striking  a  por- 
trait as  an>'thing  that  literature  can  show This  is 

a  book  which  will  be  cordially  recommended  by  any- 
one who  takes  our  advice  and  reads  it." 

>S'^  Jameses  Gazette, 

TURKISH  BONDS ;  or,  the  Fight 

of  Faith  under  "  The  Great  Assassin."    By  MAY 

KENDALL. 

**  The  perusal  of  the  book  recalls  the  sad  massacres 
which  took  place  a  short  time  since  in  Armenia.  The 
book  gives  a  vivid  insight  into  the  awful  scenes  con- 
nected with  the  terrible  atrocities  inflicted  by  the 
Turks  on  the  Armenians,  with  the  knowledge  of  tho 
Sultan." — Methodist  Times. 

SETTLED   OUT   of   COURT.    By 

G.  B.  BURGIN,  Authorof  "  Fortune's  Footballs,'" 
&c.    With  Frontispiece  by  James  Greig. 

THE  KEY  of  the  HOLY  HOUSE ; 

A  Romance  of  Old  Antwerp.  By  ALBERT  LEE, 
Author  of  "  The  Black  Disc,"  &c. 

NEW  VOLUME  OP  STORIES  BY  BRET  HAHTB. 

STORIES     in     LIGHT    and 

SHADOW.  By  BRET  HARTE,  Author  of 
"Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope,"  Ac. 

THE   KNIGHT   of   the   GOLDEN 

CH4IN.      By    K.    D.    CHETWODE,    Author   of 
"  John  of  Strath  bourne." 
"  A  very  pleasant  and  unusa«lly  successful  attempt 
to  write  a  romance  of  the  twelfth  century." 

East  Anglian.  Daily  Times, 

FORTHCOMING    VOLUMES. 
THE  MEMBER'S  WIFE.    By  thei 

Hon.  Mrs.  HK.MRY  CliETWYND,  Authorof  "Al 
Bi-iUiant  Woman,"  '*  A  Dutch  Cousin,"  &c. 

[Nov.  30. 

THE  LOST  PROVINCES.    (Sequel 

to  the  "American  Emperor.*')  Bv  LOUIS' 
TRACY,  Author  of  "The  Fmal  War,"  Jtc.  With 
Twelve  lUustration.s  by  H.  i'itTitrd.        [Ifov.  16. 

THE    OPTIMIST.      By  Herbertj 

MORRAH,  Author  of  "  The  Faithlid  City,"  Ac. 

[Nov.  la. 
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ENGLAND  IN  KGYPT. 


THE  EGYPTIAN  SOUDAN: 


By  H. 


Its  Loss  and  Recovery. 

S.    L.    ALKOKD,    LieiaoiiHiit    Royal    BcoU 
KiiBiiicrs,    and 
W.  D.  SWORD,  Liputentuit  Nonh  Stafford  Roflriment. 
With  numer(->uH  IltuHtnitidns,  I^>rlraiti8t  &utl  Mnps. 

Hvf>,  108    net, 
*•*  Thfl  narrtitive  incliiileB  Uto  Uattio  of  Omdurman 
and  the  KhU  n(  KhnrUitun. 

f'ALL  MALL  iiAZKTTF:.  "  A  KuromftriBati  n  in 
ix)piih(r  fui  m  nf  the  wrolo  hxory  of  the  Intui  Hiid  rocovory 
of  ihc  Ki^yptian  Hoiidau  in  very  timely.  Theexcolleut 
illuHtratiouH  from  variouH  aourcen  make  the  book 
attrtictive  bt  Wnsx.  ^(lance,  andr-rie  clear,  cuiiciHe  narra* 
tivo  will  ?»r>t  diM**i»pnirit  whPii  it  oomes  to  readipg." 

"    ^  UUUYAKl)   KIl'i.lNG'S  NKW  UOoic 
Thirty  tiiini  ThouBand. 

THE  DAY'S  WORK. 


Crown  Sto,  Bb. 


P.  MAHION  CRAWFORD'S  NKW  WORK. 

AVE     ROMA     IMMORTALIS. 

Studies  from  the  Chrouicles  of  Rome.  By  F. 
MARION  URAWKORD,  Illut-traled  with  28  FuU- 
Pago  Photogravures,  100  IlliiHtrattonsin  the  Text, 
and  Maps.  lu  2  vols.  Crown  8vo,  2is.  net. 
fCrtition  '*n  Tiiix«.  Hmilofl  to  fiO  cnpio*',  SO*,  net, 

NKvV  UKCOHATKl)  EDiriON. 

RUBAIYATof  OMAR  KHAYYAM. 

The  Antroiiomer  Poet,  of  I'ersia.  Rendered  into 
Knxliwh  Verse  by  KnWAKD  FITZGKRALD. 
Decoiatod  by  W.  li.  Macdougall.  Dedicated  to 
the  meiutierf*  of  thi-  Oru*^  Khayyam  Cluo.  Au 
Edition  do  Lnxe,  limitfd  to  1,0(K)  copien.  The 
dfoorated  borders  have  been  engraved  on  word 
by  Octave  Lacour.  Bound  in  sateen  cloth,  with 
oeeiKn  by  VV.  B.  Macdousrall.     12a.  6d.  net. 

NKW  EDITION  OP  CRANFORD. 

CRANFORD.      By    Mrs.    GaskelL 

With  a  FrtiFftce  by  ANNK  THACKKRaY 
RITOHIE.  With  40  Coloured  Illustrations  and 
flO  Pen-and-ink  SkeLches  by  HUGH  THOMSON. 
Crown  8vo.  ck-th  ele^aut,  gilt  top,  6d. 

MACMILLAN'S    NEW     NOVELS. 

L'rown  Svo,  (is.  each. 

A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN. 

ROLF  HOLDRKWOOD. 
DAILV  TELEGUAPH.-''Y^m\i\Qni\s  readable, 
being  written  in  the  breezy,  happy-go-lucky  htyle 
which  character!' 68  the  more  recent  fictional  works  of 
the  author  of  ihttt  bingularly  earnest  and  impreBsive 
romance,  '  Robbery  under  Arms.*  " 

BISMILLAH.    A.  J.  Dawson. 

ACADEMY.— **B,omvLut\c  and  dramatic,  and  fall 

of  colour.'* 

The  ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS, 

Foundling,  Thief,  Jngg)er,  and  Fencing  Maat«r 
dariug  ti.e  Krench  Revoimiou.  S.  WEIR 
MITCHELL,  M.D. 

HER    MEMORY.        Maarten 

MA  ART  ENS. 
DAILY  TELEGRAPH.— "FmU  of  the  quiet  grace 
and  liteiary  excellence  which  we  have  now  learnt  to 

associate  with  the  author." 

MRs7HENRY  WOOD'S  NOVELS. 


Each  ('oinplete  in  One  Toliune, 
Solfl  separiitely.   in   red    cloth,    Rilt 
2s,  6(1. ;  or  in  (rreen  cliAh, 
SALK  OVKU  TWO  MILLION  AND  A. 
East  Lynne. 
THe  ChaDninKS. 
Mn.  HalUburioa's  Tronbles. 
The  Shuiow  of  ^sblyoyat 
Irf>rd  oakburu  a  Daugtitera. 
Verner  s  Pride. 
Roland  Yona 

Johnny  Lualow.       First  Series. 
Mildred  AneU 
Bt.  Martin  s  Eve. 
Trevlyn  Hold. 
George  Caiiteibniy's  Will. 
The  Red  Court  Farm. 
Wltbln  tbe  maze. 
Elater'g  Folly. 
ladv  Adelaide. 
Oswald  Cray. 

Johnny  Luolow.      Second  Series 
Aune  Hereford. 
Uece  Hollow. 
Edma. 

A  Lite's  Stcret 
Tbe  House  of  flaillweU. 
Pomercy  Abb»y 
Court  Netbeileigb. 
Tbe  U&ster  or  Uieylands. 
The  Sioiy  of  Cbaries  birange. 
Asbloy. 
Bessy  Raae.  


crown  8vo. 
lettered,    price 

28 

HALF  COPIES. 
400lh  Thousand. 
Isilth  Thousand. 
120th  Thousand. 
100th  Thousand. 
ll).')th  Thousand. 

(lath  Thousaud. 
lldth  Thousand. 

6(Jth  Thousand. 

811th  Thousand. 

ttHlh  Tliousand. 

54th  Thoiipand. 

6i>th  Thousand. 

60th  Thousand. 

86th  Thousand. 

501  ii  Thousand. 

50tii  Thousand. 

52ud  Thousand. 

33rd  Toousand. 

46th  '1  housano . 

45th  Thousand. 

40ih  'IhoiiSHUd. 

80th  Thousand. 

15th  Thousfind. 

40th  Thousand. 

22nd  Tiiousand 

30th  Thousand. 

15th  Thousand. 

loth  Thousand. 

16th  Thousand. 

MACMILLAN  &  CO.,  Limited,  London. 
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liEM'TrFI'LLY  ILLVHTriATET)  GIFT  noOKS  FOR  i-UILOnKS. 


THE    NURSERY   RHYME  BOOK. 

With  opwanla  of  100  Drawin^t  by  L.  Leill« 
Brnokf,  and  an  Inirortuctlon  and  NoUm  hy 
ANOREfiW  LANG.  la  mediam  nvo,  cloth  gin, 
gilt  odgM,  price  6«. 

"  There  are  doxeoa  of  thrte  capital  drawlo({ii,  and 
each  one  has  some  Hpeoial  jrraoe  or  hamoar  nf  lea 
own,  the  result  twing  a  volume  which,  while  affrnling 
huge  deliuhtto  the  little  peopto,  ni«y  also  be  enjoyed 
by  tbeir  art  and  bumoardoTinK  elder*." 


Mrs.    P.    H.    Burrtett'*    Children**    Book 
ff\r   Chrlatmaa. 

THE     CAPTAIN'S     YOUNGEST ; 

I'tCCINO;  and  other  Htoriee.  Ilimtrated  hy 
HeKinald  B.  Biich  In  ittiuaro  Hvo,  ctolh  gilt, 
Tirice  3».  6d. 

*'  Made  up  of  four  tales The  Artt  is  an  excoedlnirly 

touchmff  story while  'How  Paantleroy  occurred, 

and  u  very  rent  little  hoy  became  an  ideal  one  '  ie  a 
very  pretty  sot  of  chapters  on  the  nrifonsl  of  the  now 
famous  •  Little  Fauntiemy,'  **—Athtnaum. 
"  The  work  is  chHrminir  tbrnnghout."— dTrofirniatt. 


STORIES    from    DANTE.      By 

NORLKY     CHKSTKR.       (Ju^lave     Dor.*     IDu-*. 
trations.     With  Portrait  Frontispiece,  Red  and 
Black  Title.    Crown  6vo,  cloth,  38.  Gd. 
"  W^e  have  noth^nar  but  praise  for  this  admirable 
little  book.**—  Bookman^ 


MY  LADIES  THREE.     By  Annie 

K.  AHMSTKO.S(i.  WiCh  Or<irtn.l  IlluairMloM 
br  O.  I>.  Hammond,  R.I.  In  laiKe  cruwn  aro, 
clolh  gill,  boveJlMl  boiutli,  3*.  M. 

"  Tbe  book  ia  oiieot  tbe  few  oT  which  it  otn  be  add 
chat  it  ia  ihonmgbly  lat«re«tlD|c,  au4  yet  writMB  lor 
Rtrli,"— (/«i>««i«mHiit. 


New  ralry  Talo  Book  for  Mi«  •••son. 

THE     OWL     KINO,    and    other 

Sf.riea.  By  H.  K8COTT  MANN.  With  OriKlnal 
IlluttmtUin.  by  K.  A.  Uuun.  lo  lerite  crows 
8vo,  cloth  K'lt,  or  art  lioan,  jrllt  top,  3*.  «d. 

"  Ho  irreat  i«  the  cry  among  the  little  |>«nple  for  a 
fresh  .lory— one  tne]>  have  not  heard  Iwfore  ihu  it 
is  a  relief  t/1  be  able  with  'Tne  Owl  Kiiiif' toaatii.^ 
for  a  while  their  Meminuly  inaaliable  appetite.  'The 
Owl  KinK '  will  soon,  howerer,  became  eatAblUHed 
axnonf;  the  old-time  favoarite*.  for  a  jfood  ttoryonoa 
told  travels  with  wonderfnl  •wlriDee.." 

fnmUt  aret*. 


New   Sook   for    Boya. 

THE   BOYS   of  FAIRMEAD.     By 

M.  C.  ROWSELL.  With  namorous  IllouratioDa 
by  OhriM.  |{.«niniond.  H(|uare  crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  bevelled  boards,  3a.  ad. 

"A  really  capital  tale  ..    The  story  la  a  pore  and 
strong  one,  bright,  and  of  first  noality," 

4eiTdt«n  frtt  Pr*u. 


rHOTOE  ILLUSTBATKD  EDITION. 

The    LEATHER-STOCKING     TALES.      By 

J.   FBNIMORB  COOPER.     In  5  vola.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  top,  each  volume  eontaininfr 
8  Original  Illustrations  by  AnorioUi,  per  aet  12s.  6d. 

1.  THE   DEERSLAYER.  i     3.  THE  LAST  OF  THE  MOHICANS. 

2.  THE  PATHFINDER.  I     4.  THE  PIONEERS. 

5.  THE  PRAIRIE. 

This  handsome  edition  of  Fealmore  Cooper's  faiuous  "  rjoatier-Sr.o3king  Tales"  cannot  tail  to  delight 
the  heart  of  rhose  yontha  wtio  are  fortunate  enough  to  he  presented  with  a  aet. 


FOURTH  EDITION.    Now  ready. 
SILAS      K.     HOCKINQ'S      NEW      NOVEL. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth  ifilt,  38.  6d. 

GOD'S    OUTCAST.     Illustrated  by  Lancelot 

SPEED. 

The  DailM  Telegraph,  of  September  l*th,  sayg :  "  Mr.  Silas  Hocking,  a'thongh  a  no  leas  proliOc  than 
popular  writer  of  fiction,  baa  never  produced  an  abler,  wholesome-,  or  more  entertaining  story," 

The  Speaker  says  :  "  Mr.  Silas  Hoclcing  has  long  ago  proved  hi«  merit  an  a  writer  of  exoelleot  fiction. 
hut  we  do  not  remember  an  J  work  ot  his  in  which  such  stiecial  excellence  is  displayed.  Thi.-*  powerful  and 
effective  story  is  likelv  to  meet  with  the  apnreciation  that  is  ita  due,  ina.'*much  as  the  deeo  feeling  and 
unforced  pathos  whicli  distinguish  it,  form  a  very  refreshing  contrast  with  the  artificial  cynicism  of  modem 
fiction  in  general.  As  wholc-iome  in  tendency  as  it  is  iutcrssting  in  i  reatmvnt,  the  book  is  one  to  be 
thoroughly  enjoyed  by  all  readers  wboee  taste  for  healthy  novels  has  remained  anspoiled  by  tbe  nearotio 
outpourings  or  younger  writers." 

OF    THE     HOUR. 


EQUATORIA.      New 


THE    TOPIC 

TEN     YEARS     in 

Popular  Edition  in  1  vol.,  12s,  ed.  net,  in  medium  8vo,  clolh  gilt,  ISO  Plates  and  Illustrations,  and 
4  Maps  in  colours. 

"  All  interested  in  the  now  vexed  quention  relative  to  the  rights  of  France  v.  Eiypt  in  the 
Bahr-el-Ohazal  o»  the  Nile  should  read  Major  Catati'i  graphic  narrativ)  of  f'»  year^ 
personal  explurotion  «»  that  region." 


Popular  Reiasue  of  Mr.  Marshall  Mather's 
Lancashire  Stories. 

Ill  crown  Hvo,  cloth  gilt.  3.><.  Gd.  each. 

LANCASHIRE    IDYLLS.      By 

MARSHALL  MATBER. 
The  Athenaum  says:  **The  simplest  story  in  the 
worla,  yet  told  with  a  force  and  delicacy  that  for  the 
nonce  raise  into  poetry   tbe    trivial  and  every-day 
incident."  

THE     SIGN    of    the    WOODEN 

SHOON.     By  MARSHALL  MATHKR. 

The  Bookman,  in  the  series  of  articles  on    Xew 

Writers,  refers  to  "  Tbe  Siiin  of  the  Wooilen  Shoon  "  as 

**oneof  the  truest  and  most  pathetic  interpretations 

of  the  character  of  a  localitv  which  ha«  been  pul)- 

lished 'TheSijniof  the  Wooden  Shoon*  wiis  not 

written  to  order,  but  because  of  a  pastiton  that  was  on 
him  to  speak  for  tbe  folk  whum  he  had  learied  to 
love." 


New   Volume    by   the   Author   of  "Quiet 
Stories  from  an  Old  Woman's  Garden.** 

In  crown  svo,  cloth  >rilt.  gilt  top,  38.  (M. 

IN  the   SHADOW  of  the  HILLa 

By  AU30N  M'LEAX. 

The  Birminffham  Dailt  Oaiette  ssys:  "In  these 
days  of  *  pmblem-Holving  *  novels  and  ISne  writing, 
it  is  most  refreshing  to  find  an  author  who  can  interest 
ns.    This  Miss  M'Lean  succeeds  in  doing  to  the  full 

It  is  not  often  that  so   much    pleasure   can  be 

obtained  from  a  book  ao  unpretentiotu  and  so  homely." 

IN  the  SHADOW  of  the  HILLS. 

By    ALISON     MLKAN.      With     Pbotogravuiv 
Frontispiece  by  V.  Topham  Davidson. 

The  Gfasffotr  Ilfratd  says  :  "  The  style  thmugbont 
is  "f  singular  purity  and  elegance,  and  tbe  volume  is 
one  ot  'he  few  that  will  bear  the  test  of  a  aeoond 
readim;." 


A  Cirtnplete  Catalog^ie  of  Prrfntation  SojIu  may  be  obtained  on  applieation. 
London:    FREDERICK    WARNE   &    CO.,    Bedford   Street,    Strand,    W.G. 
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CATALOGUES. 


WILLIAMS        &       NOEGATE 
mPOKTERS  or  FOREIGN  BOOKS, 
It,  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Quden,  20,  South  Frederick  Bt. 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 


OATAIiOQUES  poet  tree  on  appUeatlon. 


WM.  VOYNICH  and  C.  A.  EDGELL,  M.A. 
•    FIRST  LIST  of  BOOKS  OFFERED  for  SALE. 
EARLY   PRINTING  (before   1500),  EARLY  AMERICANA, 
CONDEMNED   and   BURNED    BOOKS.   MUSIC, 
ENGLISH    BOOKS    before    I6J0,    OCCULT    SCIENCE, 
REFORMATION  and  REFORMERS,  the  GREAT 
80CINIAN   BIBLE,  to. 


92,  EDITH  GROVE,  CHELSEA,  8.W.,  LONDON. 
Post  free,  Is.  (by  post  only). 


F 


OBEIGN    BOOKS    and    PERIODICALS 

promptly  supplied  on  moderate  tenns. 
OATALOGUES  on  application. 


G 


DtJLAU    ft    00.,    S7,    SOHO    SQUARE. 
AGENCY  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

P.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 

BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  23rd  Street,  New 
York,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C,  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  to  the  excellent 
facilities  presented  by  their  Branch  House  in  London,  for  filling, 
on  themost  favourable  terms,  orders  for  their  own  STAN  DARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.— CATALOGUES  sent  on  appUcation. 

IMPORTANT—PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING. 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES.  BOOKS,  &c. 
—KING,  SELL  &  RAILTON,  Limited,  high-class 
Printers  and  Publishers.  12,  Goueh  Square,  4,  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 
"Street,  E.G.,  havespecinlly-lHiilt  Rotary  and  other  fast  Machines 
for  printing  illustrated  or  other  Publications  and  specially-built 
Machines  for  fast  folding  and  covering  8,  16,  24,  or  32-page 
Journals  at  oneopemtion. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  Journals. 

Paciliti«^B  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver- 
tising and  Publishing  Departments  conducted. 

Telepone  65121.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 


TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.      lOd.  ner  1,000  words.      Samples  and  references.— 
Address,  Miss  E.  M.,  18,  Mortimer  Crescei.t  N.W. 


TYPEWRITING.  — MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific,  dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatneM 
and  rapidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars,  4c..  multiplied 
by  Edison's  Mimeoirraph.  Long  experience.— Miss  Spring, 
9,  Agamemnon  Road,  West  Hampettiad. 


TYPE-WRITING.— Id  per  fnlin;  nvpr  5,000 
words,  Is,  per  1,000  ;  over  lO.OOn.  special  terms.  M8S.  care- 
fully revised.  Work  sent  by  pout  teceives  immediate  attention. 
Translations.— Ed.  Grabau,  Surrey  Chambers,  172,  Strand, 
London. 


T  ITERABY     RESEAEGH.  — A    Gentleman, 

I  J  experienced  fn  Literary  Work,  and  who  has  access  to  the 
British  Museum  Readine  Room,  is  open  to  arranite  with 
Author  or  any  (lersou  requiring  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
search, or  in  seeing  Work  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French.  Italian,  or  Spanish. —  Apply,  by 
letter,  to  D.  C.  Dallas,  6.  Fumival  Street,  London,  E.G. 


BOOK  S.— OUT-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPLIED.-Pleasfi  state  want"".  Our  Kiplin*  Nofe- 
Bookied.jreafiy  November  15th.— Wanted,  New  Arabian  Nights, 
^vo]b.,  1882.  2l8.  offered.— Holland  Co.,  Cherry  Street,  Bir- 
mingham. 


The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  obtained  gratis  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.  6. 

All  readers  attempting  this  week's 
Competition  {described  fully  on  page 
264)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


ST.    PAUL'S   PREPARATORY  SnBOOL, 
COLET  COURT,  REOPENED  for  MICHAELMAS  TERM 

on  TUESDAY,  SeptBinber  v.i.  Applinatiou  for  filling  vacaucieB 
to  be  mad«  to  the  Ilea-l  Master,  Mr.  J.  bcwsHKK,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Ratliol  College,  Oxford. 

ImriuK  the  last  School  Year  vo  Paulines  gained  Scholarships 
orExhihitions  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  8  gained  admis- 
sion to  Woolwich  or  Sandhurst.  (During  the  last  twelve  years 
2;tl  Hcholarfihips  have  been  taken  by  Paulines  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge.) 

At  the  Apposition,  ]8i*7,  there  were  82  Boys  in  the  .'School  wh^ 
had  gained  Oxford  and  c.^mlmdge  Higher  Certificates,  29  who 
had  passed  the  London  Matriculation,  and  77 ^'hu  had  qualified 
for  Medical  Registration. 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  successes  had, 
received  their  early  education  at  C  -let  Court. 

CIVIL      SERVrCB      COMMISSION 
FORTHCOMING  EXAMINATION. 
,1UNI0R    ASSISTANT    in    the    SOUTH     KENSINGTON 

.MUSEUM  (Art  Binuch).    (18-2:1,)    ist  DECEMBER, 

The  date  specifi-d  is  tlie  latent  at  which  applications  can  be 
received.  They  must  Ite  made  on  forms  to  be  obtained,  witli 
particulars,  from  the  SECatxARY,  Civil  Service  Commission, 
Londou,  8.W, 

ROYAL  historical  SOCIETY. 
(iDcorpoiated  by  Royal  Charter.) 
Patrou-HER  MAJESTY  THE  QUEEN. 
President—The  Right  Hon.  Sir  M.  E.  GRANT  DUFP.  O.C.S  1 
THURSDAY',  17th  NOVEMBER,  .at  5  p.m.,  at  ST.  .MARTIN'S 
TOWN  HALL.  Charing  Cross,  the  following  Paper  will  be 
read  :— 

•  THE  FALL  of  CARDINAL  W0L3EY,"  by  JAMES 
UAIRUNER,  LL,D, 

H  UBERT  II  ALL,  Director  and  Hon.  Sec. 
JI5.  St^Martln's  Lane,  W.C^ 

MUDIE'S  SELECT  LIBRARY 

For  the  CIRCULATIOX  and  SALE  of 

all  the  SEST 

ENGLISH,  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN, 
RUSSIAN,  and  SPANISH  BOOKS. 


TOWN  SUBSOBIPTIONS  'mm  ONE  GUINEA 

per  aniium. 

LONDON  BOOK  SOCIETY  (for  weekly  exchange  of  Books 

at  the  houses  of  Subscribers)  from  TWO  GUINEAS  per  annum 

COUNTRY  SUBSCHIPTIONS  from  TWO  GUINEAS 
perannura. 
N.B.— Two  or  Three  Friends  may  UNITE  in  ONE  SUB. 
SOKIPTION,  and  thus  lessen  the  Cost  of  Carriage. 


Town  and  Village  Clubs  supplied  on  Liberal  Terms. 

FrOBpectneee  nnd  Mnnttily  LiHtaof  BookBgratie 

and  p<i8t  tree. 


SURPLUS  LIBRARY  BOOKS 

Now  Offebed  at 
GREATLY    hEUUCED   PRICES. 


A  NEW  CLEARANCE  LIST  (100  pp.) 
e^ent  Gratis  atid  post  free  to  any  address. 
The  List  contains:  POPULAB  WORKS  in 
TRAVEL,  SPORT,  HISTORY,  BIOGRAPHY. 
SCIBNOB.and  FICTION.  Also  NBWand  SURPLUS 
Copies  of  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN,  and 
SPANISH  BOOKS. 


MTIDIB'8    8BLE0T    LIBRARY,    Limited, 

30-34,  New  Oxford  Street ;  241,  Bromptoii  Road,  S.W.; 

48,  Queen  Victoria  Street,  E.G..  London ;  and 

at  Barton  Arcade.  Manobester. 


ESTABLISHED    IStl. 

BIRKBECK        BANK, 
Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  London. 
TWO-AND-A-HALF    per   CENT,    INTEREST   allowed   on 
DEPOSITS  repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini- 
mum  monthly  balances,  wht-n  not  drawn  below  £100, 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold, 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

Forthpencourai^ementof  Thrift  the  Bank  receives  small  same 
ou  deposit  aud  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  completed  £I. 

BIRKBECK    BUILDING   SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PUKCHASE    A    HOUSE 

FOR  TWO   CCIKKAS   I'EK   MONTU. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

rOE    FIVK  SUILLI.SGS   I'EH  liONTU. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK, with  full  particulars,  post  free 
FRANCIS  RAVKNSCItOKT,  Manager 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 


E    P   P   S'S 

GRATEFUL-OOMFORTING. 

COCOA 


ELLIOT  STOCK'S  NEW  LIST. 


BREAKFAST-SUPPER. 


Tastefully  printed,  and  bound  in  cloth,  price  6s. 

TIIU  ROMANCE  of 

BOOK-COLLECTING. 

By    J.    HERBERT    SLA-TER. 
IiT  Pr*.ise  of  Catalogubs. 

A    COMPAIUSON    OF   PttlCKS, 

Sous  Lucky  Finds. 

The  FoseorrEN  Loke  Society. 

Some  Huwting-Ghounds  of  XjOITDON. 

Vagakibs  op  Book-IIl'ntebs. 

How  Fashioit  Liveh. 

The  Rules  of  the  Chase. 

Thr  (Jlamoub  of  Biwdiicgs. 

The  Hamheb  avd  the  End. 

"Tbe  book-hunter  will  flni  pl'nty  that  is  new, 
inatnictive,  ftni  amusing',  ^vritten  in  a  pleasant,  chatty 
[Style. "~Pai;  Mall  Gazette. 

"We  must  confirratulate  Mr.  Slater  upon  writing  a 
very  entertaining  volume,  which  will  serve  to  while 
away  an  idle  hour — not  altogether  without  pr"tit." 

Clique. 

NEW     NOVELS. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  6s. 

FITCH   and 

HIS    FORTUNES. 

A  Novel  founded  on  Eur'>pean  and  Native  Life  in 

India.      By  GEaRGE  DICK. 

"  The  story  is  well  told,  aud  if,  as  would  seom  from 

the  title-page,  it  is  Mr.  Dick's  firi*t  hid  for  popularity, 

it  is  a  very  promisiiis?  effort.    He  has  a  racy  style,  and 

he  handles  his  ideas  with  nn  litil*^  BkiW."— Scotsman. 

"  There  is  a  fund  of  entertainment  in  the  bouk,  and 

it  should  find  a  large  public."— /^wnrfee  Adoertiser. 


Iq  crown  8vo,  handsomely  bound  la  cloth,  price  68. 

BRUCE     REYNELL,     MA. 

{Lfcum  Tenens) :  or.  The  Oxford  Man  in  Ireland. 
By  J.   DUNCAN  CRAIG,  U.D. 
"  A  spirited  and  earnest  story  of  Irish  life  and  Irish 
disaffection  to-diiy.    Eutenaining  and  brisk." 

Academy. 
"  The  sketches  of  Irish  character  are  most  graphi- 
cally drawn,  and  the  interest  is  thoroughly  8U8t«ine  i." 

The  A'etns. 
**Dr.    Duncan    Craig    has    done    much    excellent 
literaiy  work,  and  ihis  is  nifi  best.*' 

Jrish  Congregational  Magazine. 


CHEAP  KDTTION.— In  crown  8fo,  handsomely  bound 
in  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. 

RUNIC  ROCKS: 

A    yorth   Sea   Idyl, 

By    WILHELM     JENSEN.      Translated    bv 

MARIANNE    E.    SUCKLING.     With  a  Preface 

by  Professor  G.  FIEDLER. 

"An  interesting  example  of  modarn  Germ<ui  libera 

ture    well    translated A   book    quite    out    of    the 

common."— Speaker. 

*'  A  book  of  great  beauty  and  worth,  which  certainly 
takes  a  very  high  place  in  the  imaginative  literature 
of  the  present  decade.'*— .Academy. 


NEW  VOLUME  OF  FAIRY  TALES. 

CHEAP  EDITION.— In  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  38. 6d. 
Illustrated. 

PRINCES  THREE  and 

SEEKERS  SEVEN. 

Four  Fairy  Tales  by  MART  COLQUHOUN. 
Illustrated  by  Emily  Babnabd. 

"There  are  enchantment  and  delight  in  these 
simpl.y-to4d  tales  for  liitie  readers.  Miss  Col<iuhoun 
knows  the  precise  measure  of  the  comprehenHion  of 
thoe^e  tor  whom  she  writes,  aud  she  does  not  overtax 
it.  The  illustrations,  by  Emily  Barnard,  are  pretty 
drawings." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"Full  of  incident,  marvellous  and  otherwise 

Will  be  eagerly  read."— i>atiy  News. 

"  Four  capital  fairy  stories,  which  might  be  read 
with  pleasure  by  people  of  any  Age."— Standard. 


ELLIOT     STOCK, 

62,  PATERNOSTER   ROW,   LONDON,  E.G. 
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SMITH,    ELDER   &   CO.'S   NEW   BOOKS. 
PRINCE    BISMARCK'S    RECOLLECTIONS. 


On    NOVEMBER   29th    will   bo   Publlshetl, 

2  vols.,  with   Portraits,  and  a  Facsimile  of  Handwriting,  demy  8vo,  OSs., 

BISMARCK: 

THE     MAN     AND     THE     STATESMAN. 

BBINO 

The   Reflections  and   Reminiscences 


■070,    x'xt.xzia'oxi    -^rosso*    loxsncA-xco 

Written  and  Dictated  by  Himself  after  his  Retirement  from  Office. 

Translated  from  tlie  German  under  the  supervision  of 

A.  J.   BUTLEB,  lato  F-'^--  of  Tpinitv  College,   Cambridge. 


NOTICE.— 7/)e  demand  for  this    Work  is  sure  to   be  large,    and  intending  purchasers  are  reoommended  to 
p.'aoe  their  oraers  ct  once  with  a  Bookseller  to  secure  a  copy  of  the  First  Edition. 


Now  Beady.    With  a  Portrait,  a  View  of  Avondale,  and  a  Facsimile 
Letter.    2  vols.,  lorpe  post  8vo,  2l8. 

THE    LIFE     OF 

CHARLES  STEWART  PARNELL 

(1846-1891). 

By  E.  BARRY  O'BRIEN, 

Antbor  of  "  Fifty  Years  of  ConceBsions  to  Ireland."  &o. 

Daily  y»ws  — "  Will  be  road  w  il>i  lively  interept.  tiof.  only  by  politi'-iaiis,  biif, 
by  nil  who  care  for  the  humnn  comedy  and  the  human  traf^dy  that  lie  behind 
political  affaira." 

Now  Beady.    M  ith  Portraits  and  a  Facsimile  Letter, 
small  post  8vn,  6b. 

CHARLES    LAMB    AND    THE 
LLOYDS. 

Edited    by    E.    V.    LUOAS. 
NOTICe.-A  THIRD  EDITION  IS  NOW  REAOV  OP 

SIR  FRANK  LOCKWOOD  :  a  Biographic »1  Sketch. 

Hy  AUCUSTINK  lilHRKLI.,  Q.C.,  M.P.     With  2  I'ortrail  <,  10  Full-rajfo 
lUuBtratioTiH,  uii't  2  Kacsiiuile  Letters.    LarKu  crown  H90,  lOri.  6d. 
lUustratetl  London  News. — "A  book  to  be  read  with  pure  cnif^yment." 


On  Novomlicr  22nd.— With  2  Portraita  of  Shakespears,  a  Portrait  of  th«  Ear)  of 

Southampton,  and  Facsimileg  of  Shakesiware's  known  Sigoatim*. 

Crown  8vo,  78.  (W. 

A  LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 

By  SIDNEY  LEE, 
Kditor  of  "  Tlio  Dictionary  of  National  Biography." 

NEW  VOIUME  OF  THE  BIOGRAPHICAL  EDITION  OF 
W.   M.  THACKERAY'S  COMPLETE  WORKS. 

Oil  Nnvninbor  l.'»th.— Larico  crown  Svo,  cloth,  Kilt  top,  Ak. 

THE  NEWCOMES.     With  20  FaU-Page  lUustra- 

tionsby  RICUARD  DOYLE,  and  11  Woodcnta. 
*.*  A  yoltime  will  be  isaned  each  aubsoqaent  month  until  the  entire  Edition  to 

completed  on  April  l.Uh,  1S09. 

*.*  A  Protptctut  of  the  Edttion,  with  Speciin«n  Paget,  tpill  be  tent  poet  fftt 

on  application, 

PAGES    from  a  PRIVATE    DIARY.      Reprinted 

from  the  '*  Comhill  Maj^azine."    Crown  8vo,  fts. 
Spectator.—"  The  place  the  Diary  claims  i»  on  that  inner  »hclf  whore  lie  the 
bookii  which  are  to  be  read  and  re-read,  and  above  all,  the  books  wlii.  h  are  lo 

be  dipped  into Style,  distinction,  call  it  what  you  will,  the  tonoh  is  present 

here  which  lifts  mere  writing  into  llioraturo." 

NKW  AND  CHEAPER  EDITION  OP  '■  AURORA  LEIOH." 

NowReady.-WithanIntro<luction  by  ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNK, 
and  a  Frontispiece.    *^rown  8vo,  cloth.  Rilt  U)p,  38.  6*1. 


BRITISH  RULE  AND  MODERN  POLITICS :    an    I   AURORA  LEIGH.      By  Elizabeth  Barrett  Brown- 

I    Btor  ca    Rtuclv.       liv  Mm  Hnn_    A     S    r;    n*\'NT\'r..    Author  of  "The  *i.w**yii>".    *JJJiv.ii.  i*j     uit^auwuu    »» 


HiBtorical  Study.      liy  the  linn.  A.   P.  R.  CANNING,  Author  of  "The 
Divided  Irish,"  "  History  in  Fact  and  Fiction."     Lar>;e  crown  8vo,  7«.  fld 


ING. 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  BRIDGES        1°^?,???^:  *  J°^.^*3  ^«P*  ^°  *^*  ^"^"'""y-     ^^ 


Vol.  I.    CoNTKHTs.— Prometheus  the  Fireifiver;  Eros  and  Psyche;  and 

The  Growth  ft  Love.    Small  crown  8vo.  6». 
Ouardian.—"  ti»  dainty  an  edition  as  any  poet  could  desire  for  his  work, 
and  It  will  no  doubt  win  for  Mr.  Brid(fos  a  considerable  proportion  of  the  many 
new  readers  whom  he  deserves." 


With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  68. 

THE    CASTLE    INN. 

By  STAVLEY  J.  WEYMAN. 

Author  of  "  A  Gentleraan  of  France."  "  Shrewpbury,"  &c. 

Spectator.—"  A  hanpy  combination  of  the  qualities  of  his  earlier  and  later 
wnrks— alert  narrative  and  wealth  of  incident,  coupled  with  careful  portraiture 
and  tieveto]>meTit  of  charncter.*' 

Arademjt.—"  CompAct  of  incident,  and  full-flavoured  of  the  latter  half  of 
(be  eighteenth  century.'* 


JOHN   IIAI-SKAM.     fTrown  8vo,  68. 
iSfo^#)«oM.— *'A  deliahtfttl  work  for  a  man  who  in  fond  of  the  country  and 
of  a  ffood  book,  and  it  should  please  every  one  who  takes  it  up." 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  MISS  HOWARTH. 

Now  Ready. — Crown  Svo,  6i*. 

EATRINA:    a    Tale    of  the    Karoo.     By    Annie 

HOWARTH,  Author  of  "  Jan :  an  Afrikander." 


NOTICE.-A  SECOND  EDITION  OF 

THE     RED     AXE. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT, 

With  8  Full-Paifo  rilustrations,  is  now  ready,  crown  Svo,  *. 
Ufanchetler  Ouardian.—" We  recommeod  everyone  who  likes  a  Mining, 
breeisy  story  to  read  it." 


London:    3MITH,  ELDER  &  CO.,  15,  Waterloo  Place,  S.W. 
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MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  GO/S 

LIST. 

ON  MONDAY,  NOVEMBER  21. 

PITT: 

Some  Chapters  of  his  Life  and 

Times. 

By  the  Right  Hon. 

EDWARD  GIBSON,  LORD  ASHBOURNE, 

Lord  ChaDcellor  of  Ireland. 

With  11  Portraits.    Svo,  21a. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  EDNA  LYALL. 
Crown  8vo,  Gs. 

HOPE    the    HERMIT: 

A  Romance  of  Borrowdale. 
By  EDNA  LYALU 

Diilv  Teln)raph.-"V{h,il.  matters  the  titlo  of  a 
liook  if  its  irmltor  be  roadalilc  well  written,  awl 
entertaininK-'  All  tliese  conilitinns  are  thonmjili  r 
fiilflllert  bv  Edna  Lyall  s  l^itest  novel,  which  iiiHii  U 
deals  with  that  eventful  period  of  k-ni-'l'sh  ^'f^" 
ciirnaliKed  bv  the  final  overthrow  of  the  Stnnit 
•dvnastvin  tVe  male  line,  and  the  .cees».nn  to  soyc- 
reiifri  ride  in  this  coiiDVynf  that  ftreniriibshe  I  soldi  >i 
and  BBtracionB  Rt-lesman,  William.  HiiiinB  of  Ora'ce. 
A.  I'liiK  series  of  urap  ie  and  instr-et.ivc  word- 
iiletnres,  ai.lly  illiisiraiili}.-  'he  relif.'io"s  and  sneial 
r.,niontior.8  that  were  l.a  aionalelv  ti're.shod  nnt  in 
ihis  ■•oimtry  during  tho  latest  two  docadea  of  the 
teventeentli  eentnry."  ^.„.,„ 

l.it-rary  Wnrhl.—"  A.  Kood  )  ovo'.  and  espoeiadv 
inlorcatlns  by  the  intrortiietion  of  hisiorical  enarfuj. 
lora  BUCh  as  Georee  Fox  the  Qunker  and  Lady 
Temple,  known  to  the  public  tlrougu  iho  lovo  le.ters 
oc  Dorothy  Obtbomo." 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  MRS.  WALFORD. 

Crown  Svo,  Is. 

THE    INTRUDERS. 

By  L.  B.  WALFORD, 

Author  of  "  Mr.  Smith,"  "  Iva  Kildare,"  Ac. 
Scotsman —"Admirably  written,  and  the  characters 
are    pnrtraied   with   Mrs.    Walford's   usual    happy 

"w/ifca  — " Mrs  Walford  is  ore  of  the  few  amonu 
the  feminine  writers  of  to-day  whose  work  cerries  on 
it  the  siifnmanual  of  a  Kentlewoman." 

Shffflehl  Iniiepenilent.  —  "WTH.  Walford  B  books 
alw"V8  amply  reiiay  the  reader,  and  '  The  Intruders 
is  one  of  her  bo.st.  Look  may  she  live  to  K've  exam- 
pica  of  fiction  that  amount  to  literature,  and  shame 
the  skimpy,  school-boy  sensations  of  the  picture 
maKazlnes." 

With  2  Portraits,  2  vols.,  Svo,  36s. 

The  LIFE  and  LETTERS  of 
SIR  GEORaE  SAVILE, 

Baronet,    First    Marquis    of 
Halifax. 

With  a  New  Edition  of  his  Works,  now 

for  the  first  time  Collected 

and  Revised. 

By  H.  C.  FOXCROFT. 

Times.—"  George  Savile,  first  Marquis  of  HaHfax, 
is  one  of  the  most  intorestinK  as  well  as  one  of  the 
most  prominent  flgures  in  the  history  of  the  later 

seventeenth  century Miss  H.  C.   Eoxoroft  8  two 

large  and  painstaking  volumes  give  us  the  first  reauy 
complete  record  of  Halifax's  career." 

LECTURES    on    the   NATIONAL 

GALLERY.  By  J.  PAUL  RICHTER  Pli.D. 
With  20  Plates  and  7  lUuBtraticns  in  the  Text. 
Post  4to,  9s. 

MEMORIES  of  an  OLD  Col- 
lector. By  Count  MICHAEL  TYSZKIEWICZ^ 
Translated  from  the  French  by  Mrs.  ANDREW 
LANG.    With  9  Plates.    Crown  Svo,  68. 

THE  PERFECT  LIFE:   Sermons. 

By  the  Uev.  W.  J.  KNOX  LITTLE,  M.A..  Canon 
of  Worcester,  and  Vicar  of  Hoar  Cross,  Stafford- 
shire.   Crown  Svo,  Ts.  Cd. 

THE   MINISTERS    of  JESUS 

CHRIST:  a  Biblical  Study.  By  the  Rev  .1. 
FOSTER  LKPINE,  Curate  of  St.  Paul  s,  Maid- 
stone.   Crown  Svo,  iii. 

LONGMANS,    GREEN    &    CO., 
Jjondon,  New  York,  and  Bombay. 


TVie'  Academy. 

DIGBllOliG&COOTrBOOKS 

Second  Edi'ion  now  ready.    Cloth,  3s.  Od. 
MR.   ALftN    ST.  AUBVN'S    NEW    BOOK. 

UNDER  the  ROWAN  TREE. 

Author  nf'  A  Fe'h>u!  of  Trinity."  <tc. 

•'  It  i»  abook  full  of  goo<l  feelin?,  true  sympathy  »n'l 
wholesome  teaching,  iinobtrusively  convej  ed  lhront,n 
the  medium  of  these  pleasant  skeushea.  -^gf'"^'  ■ 

"  The  stories  are  all  well  told,  'r  "?!''¥,'•,  n ?;„;„„ 

■'  They  are  well  worth  reading.'  -I'rMic  Optnimi. 

"  These  stories  are  distinctly  above  the  a;"if«<?«; 

NEW  NOVEL  UY  CLEMENT  A.  MESDHAM. 

A    BURIED    MYSTERY. 

Jiy  thi  Author  of  "  A  Tfoth  of  Tears."  d-c. 
"  Cloth,  C». 

"The  Btorv  d-scribea   the  stranee  adventures  of 
ErnlstVaTil^aring,  represenlativo  *"  So'ith  Amenca 
of  a  steamlioat  company,    and  his  faithful  Indian 
servant."— Sco<«)"ixn. 
"A  wild,  weird  story."— .^codemy. 

NEW  NOVEL  UY  MRS.  EN'SELL. 

ANGEL :  a  Cornish  Romance. 

7ii,  the  Author  of  "  LanhersI""  The  Pearl  of 

LisnaJioi:'  ic.    Cloth,  68. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  NAUNTON  COVERTSIDE. 

CHESTER  CRESSWELL. 

B,i  the  Author  of"  The  Secret  of  a  Hollow  Tree 

dc.    Cloth,  68. 
"A  pleasing  romance.    The  story  '*  crowded  with 
incidents,  and  is  told  in  such  a  way  that  the  «ritei 
always  commands  attention."  —Scotsman. 
NEW  NOVEL  BY  G.  BERE3FDRD  FITZGERALD. 


12  November,  t8oS. 


WM.   BLACKWOOD   &    SONS' 

NEW  BOOKS. 


AMNALS  OF  A  PUBLISHIHC  HOUSE. 

THIS  DAY  IS  PUBLISHED. 

JOHN  BLACKWOOD.     By  his 

Daughter.  Mrs.  GERALD  PORTER.  Being  the 
Third  and  Concluding  Volnme  of  "  William 
Blackwood  and  His  Sons:  Their  Magazine  and 
Frle-ids."  With  Two  Portraits  and  View  ot 
Strathtyrum.    Demy  Svo,  2lB. 


NINTH  EDITION  THIS  DAY. 

WITH  KITCHENER  to  KHAR- 
TUM By  G.  W.  STEEVENS,  Author  of  "The 
Land"  ot' the  Dollar."  "With  the  Conquering 
Turk,"  •'  Egypt  in  1S93,"  4o.  With  Eight  Maps 
and  Plans.    Crown  Svo,  Os. 


■  MON  V. 


NEW  NOVEL  BY  TUB  .\UTHOR  OF 
MACLEAN." 

SECOND  EDirll'N  THIS  DAY. 

WINDYHAUGH.     Bv    Graham 


THE    STIGMA. 


lly  the  A  uthor  of  •' A  n  Odd  Career,"  "  ^.^jf«<' 
Shou,."  &o.    Cloth.  6s.  [•/««<  of- 

"  The  novel  is  clover  and  interesting;  it  shows  both 
experience  of  the  world  and  knowledge  of  hirnan 
nature;  and  it  will  add  to  th^  i-eputation  Mr.  V^U■ 
Gerald  has  already  acquired."  —Scotsman. 

London  :    I>IQBY,  LONG  &  CO., 
18.  Bouverie  Strfet,  E.G. 


TRAVERS  (NUsGiKKT  G.Todd,  M  U.).  Author  of 
"Mona  Maclean"  and  "Fellow  TruvjUers." 
Crown  Svo,  Os. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  THE  AUTHOa  OF  •■  AUDREY 

CRAVEN." 

THIS  DAY  13  PUHLISIIKD. 

MR.  and  MRS.  NEYILL  TYSON. 

By  MAY  SINCLAIR,  Author  of  "Audrey 
Craven,"  &o.    Crown  Svo,  3'.  6d. 


F.  Y.  WHITE^CO/S  LIST. 

TBE  THIRD  EDITION  SOW  MEADY. 

In  lUuatratfid  paper  cover,  price  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  dd. 

WINTER'S    ANNUAL. 

(Fourteenth  Year  ot  Puhlioaiioa.) 

TWO     HUSBANDS 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 


FOURTH  EDITION. 

JOHN    SPLENDID.      By    Neil 

MUNRO,  Author  of  "The  Lost  Pibroch."  Fourth 
Edition.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 


NEW  ROMANCE  BY  BERTRAM  MITPORD. 
In    cloth    gilt,    price  3s.  (id.,  with  Illustrations   by 

HillOLD   PiPFABD. 

THE     RUBY     SWORD. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "THE  MDUNA'S  WIFE,"  &c. 

POPULAR  NEW  SIX-SHILLING  NOVELS. 

NOW  BEADY. 
THIRD  EDITION  NOW  BEADY. 

HEART      AND      SWORD. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 
"  John  Strange  Winter  has  achieired  one  of  her 
greatest  successes. "-SAei/i«W  Vadu  Telegraph. 
"  John  Stiange  Winte^gii^  us^of.heHies^.^^ .^_^ 

Now  ready,  the  THIRD  EDITION  of 
MR.  WILLIAM  LE  QUEUX'S  NEW  NOVEL, 

IF    SINNERS    ENTICE    THEE: 

A  Romance  of  the  Rimera. 
"  We  recognise  in  him  a  careful  weaver  of  astonish- 
ing  plots,  sSfficiently  original  to  satisfy  an  exaoting 
crftic,  and  worked  up  with  an  ability  that  is  as  rare 
as  it  is  refreshing."— i«ei-arj/  World. 

A  woman'oF  impulse. 

By  H.  FALCONER  ATLEE, 
Author  ot  "  The  Seasons  of  a  Life,    &c. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  C.  V.  ROGERS. 

HER    MARRIAGE    VOW. 

By  C.  V.  ROGERS. 

F.    V.    WHITE    &    CO.. 
14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand,   W.C. 


THIS  DAY  IS  PUBLISHED. 

DR.    SOUTHWOOD    SMITH:     A 

Retrospect.  By  hU  Granddaughter.  Mrs.  C.  L. 
LEWES.  With  Portraits  and  other  Illustrations. 
Post  svo,  6s. 

THIS  DAY  IS  PUBLISHED. 

LIFE    OF    VICE-ADMIRAL 
SIR     GEORGE     TRYON,    K.CB. 

By  Rear- Admiral  C.  C.  PENROSE  FITZ- 
GERALD.  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Portrait  and 
numerous  Illustrations.    DemySvo,  Os. 

READY  NEXT  WEEK. 

A    SHUTTLE    of    an    EMPIRE'S 

LOOM ;   or,  Five  Months  before  the  Mast  on  »  ■ 
Modern  Steam  Cargo-Boat.     By  HARRY  VAN. 
DERVELL.    Crown  Bvo.Cj. 


READY  NEXT  WEEK. 

IN  THE  NIGER  COUNTRY.     Byi 

HAROLD  BINDLOSS.    With  Maps.    Demy  Svo, 
12s.  6d. 

UNIFORM  WITH  "SCENES  OF  CLERICAL 
LIFE." 

ADAM  BEDE.     By  George  EliotJ 

Pocket  Edition.     In  :!  vols.     Pott  Svo.  3a.  net) 
hound  in  leather,  48.  6d.  net. 


WILIilA-M    BLACKWOOD    &    SONS, 
Gdinborgh  and  London. 
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MURRAY'S   HANDBOOKS    FOR    WINTER    RESORTS. 


SOUTHERN    EUROPE. 
SPAIN,  Madrid,  the  Castiles,  the  Basque  Provinces, 

h^ou,  Iho  ABttiriaH,  Gitlicifl,  KHtreinadtim,  Aiululuma,  lUtnila.  UronatU, 
Mureiii,  Valencift,  Catalonia,  AraKon,  Navarro,  tliu  Balearic  lalanda,  Jto., 
&B.    In  Twn  I'artM.    20ii. 

PORTUGAL,  Lisbon,  Oporto,  Cintra,  Mafra,  with 

an  Account  of  Madeira,  the  AzoroH,  and  Cannrjr  Ulandii,  Map  and 
IMans.    128. 

THE    BIVIERA,    &c.— From  Marseilles    to   Pisa. 

With  OutlitieNof  the  Routot*  Uiilbor,  and  »ome  intrfxlodory  infonD»tlon 
on  tho  ('limato  ftiid  the  choico  of  Winter  Stftiions  for  InvuIiiU,  with  10 

.Miip«  and  IMmis  of  Towns,    frt. 

NORTH   ITALY  and  VENICE,  Turin,  MUan.  the 

Italian  XjnkcH,  V'oronii.  Padun,  V'on'ce,  Dulof^na,  Hnvonna,  Parma, 
Modena,  (ionoa,  4o.  Kditcd  hv  II.  W.  PULLEN,  M.A.,  Author  of  "  Dame 
Europa's  .School."    With  Ml  Maps  and  Plans.    10». 

CENTRAL    ITALY    and    FLORENCE,    Tuscany, 

Cnihria,  tho  Marchoc,  .tc.  Edited  liy  H.  W.  PULLKN,  M.A.  With 
21  Mai>s  and  Plans.    Gs. 

ROME  and  its  ENVIRONS.    New  and  thoroughly 

Revised.    Edited  by  NOIIWOOD  YOUNG.    With  M'lps  and  Plans.     Ids. 

SOUTH  ITALY,  Naples,  Pompeii;   Sorrento,  &c.; 

Capii,  &o. ;  Ainaltii,  Pastum,  'I'aranto,  I'ari.  Edited  by  II.  W.  PULLKN, 
M.A.     With  I'll  Maps  ami  Plans,    (is. 

SICILY,  Palermo,  Syracuse,  &c.    Edited  by  H.  W. 

I'ULI.KN,  .M.A.     With  Msps.     (Is. 

GREECE,  the  Ionian  Islands,  the  Islands  of  the 

yKgeon  Sea,  Albania,  'Xhcf^saly,  and  Macedonia,  la  Two  Parts.  Maps 
and  Flans.    208. 

THE    SOUTH. 
NEW  ZEALAND,  Auckland,  Wellington,  the  Hot 

Lakes  District,  WanKanni,  Christchurch.  Dunedin,  the  Went  Coatt  U"ad, 
the  Cold  Lakes,  the  Sounds,  4o.  By  t\  W.  PBNNEFATUBB,  LL  U. 
Maps  and  Plans.    Pest  8vo,  7s.  6d. 


THE    MEDITERRANEAN. 
MEDITERRANEAN    ISLANDS,     the    Coasts    of 

Africa,  BpaiD,  IMI7,  DalmaUa,  OrMoi,  Aala  Utoor,  Coraiea,  Hardinia. 
Bloilr,  Malta,  tba  Bslaario  Islanda.  Crote,  Kbodca,  Urpnw,  Mc.  In  Two 
Paru.  Bdllwl  by  Ool.  Sir  R.  LAUBKKT  rLAYKAIR,  K.C.U.fl. 
H.B.M.  Cnnral-Oenerkl  for  Aluarla  and  Tnnia.  WItb  ttl  Uapt  and 
Plana.     21*. 

ALGERIA    and   TUNIS,  Algiers,  Constantinople, 

Oran.  lliu  All»M  RanKO.  *c.  By  Col.  8lr  li.  I.AMHKUr  PHYK.MIt, 
K.U.M.U.,  H.U.M.  Conaul-Oenoral  fur  AlKorla  aud  Tunia.  With  Map* 
and  Plana,    lua.  M. 

THE    EAST. 
ASIA    MINOR,    Transcaucasia,    Persia,  Ac.     An 

Entirely  Now  Work.  Kditod  by  Uajor-Uoneral  Sir  CHARLRH  WILSON, 
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l.v  MHJr.i.c:,  iienil  .Sir  CIIARLK3    WILSON,   K.K.,  (J.C.lt.     With  Mapa 

and  I'lanH,     7rf.  tkl. 

EGYPT,  the  Nile,  through  Egypt,  Nubia,  Alexan- 
dria, Cain),  the  Pyramids,  Thelies,  thi  Suoa  Caiuil,  Puniuaola  of  Slaai, 
the  Uases,  the  Fyooni,  &c.    31  Ma|«  and  Plans.    lf>s. 

HOLY  LAND,  Syria,  Palestine,  Moab,  &c.    Edited 

by  the  Rev.  IIASKKTT  SMITH.     With  Zll  Maps  and  Plans.     2"*. 
"  The  moat  iui(orlant  in  many  ways  of  the  forelKQ  handlxraks." 

Ha  I  unlaw  Xnimt. 

INDIA  and  CEYLON,  including  Bengal,  Bombay 

and  Madru.-t  the  Punjab,  North- West  Pntvmces,  Kaj()ntana,  ihc  Ci-nlral 
Provinces,  Mysore,  Ac),  the  Native  SLat^js  and  Assam.  WiLhCoMa|ia 
and  Plans  of  Towns  and  Buildin'.fs.    20j. 

JAPAN.  Fourth  Edition.  By  Basil  Hall  Chamberlain 

and  W.  I).  MASON.    With  Mapa  and  Plans.    2Uh. 


JOH>r    MURRAY,    Albemarle  Street. 


MR.  JOHN  LONG,  PUBLISHER. 

Father    Anthonym 

Hy  HOIilCin'  BUCHANAN, 
fls.  Second  Edition. 
"There  is  always  a  certain  fascination  about  the 
sanctity  of  the  confessional,  and  Mr.  Buchanan's 
yoDHR  priest  who  becomes  po8.s  ssed,  in  viri  iie  of  his 
oniec,  of  a  secret ....  is  an  exceedingly  pictiirc8q"e 
and  pathetic  figure.  Several  njinor  characters  are 
also  cleverly  drawn.  Un<lnubterily  this  story  is  ss 
Jfood  as,  if  not  better  than,  an3thin^  that  Mr. 
Buchanan  has  given  us  for  some  time,"—  WorliL 

RICHARD  MARSH'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Curios  s 

Some    Stranec    Adventures   of 
Two  Bachelors. 

With  8  Illustrations.    Os. 


ESME  STUART'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Sent  to   Coventry. 


CHARLKS    H.VNNAN'S    NEW    HISTORICAL 

lillMAN,  K. 

Castle    Oriolm 


THE  NEW  NOVKL  ()!■'  IIO.SI'ITAL  LIFE. 

The  Hospital  Secret, 


Cs. 


By  JA.MKS  CD.MPTON. 
U'semlouym  of  Popular  Author.) 


WORKS  BY  PRINCIPAL  OAIRD 

On  \ijth  Xovetnberf  pout  8vo,  with  Portrait, 
prico  tin.  net. 

UNIVERSITY     SERMONS. 

Preached  before  the  Univcrsily  of  (llasiinie,  I873-I80S. 

By  JOHN  CAIRO,  D.D.,  LL.D.. 

Late  I'riucipaland  Vicc'ChanccUorof  th«  UoivcrsitTof  <llvfl>w. 

Just  pnbliabed,  postSvo,  unifoim  with  aboxo, 
prtre  fi?.  net, 

UNIVERSITY    ADDRESSES. 

Being  Addresses  on  ^uhjt-cts  of  Acft'temic  Studt/ 
delivered  to  the  Universitg  of  (Jlasffow. 

By   JOHN   CAIRO,   O.O.,    LL.D. 

"  Thu  addroBSi-s  discusa  variuuH  hinli  thnnofi  likr  tliu  iiiirry  of 
the  Bc'H'iires,  the  proKrwsirenussof  n'lurari'h.  tlie study  ut  Ii'viorj 
ami  of  art,  iiud  ni  vecvitleticw  at  every  turn  of  eouniKe  of  cm.%"ictloQ 
liitd  liiniiu<iu8uii<leiHtau<liiiK  of  thu  trendof  thought  in  thu  pre* 
wnt  age.  Kreii  Huh  i|i>v!i  imt  exhauit  either  the  iut«re«t  or  the 
aptM'al  of  n  hook  which  ta  writtuu  with  imaitiuAtlon  aa  well  aa 
brainn,  for  t'ainl  is  at  his  Itntt  id  attempts  to  irauite  hutlor'i 
positiuii  in  t-moloRy  ami  B-icon's  claims  in  Bcivuo«.  We  get, 
moieover,  fiDJiiheil  and  Buhtle  ettlmstes  of  othi*r  mastere  in  the 
realm  of  inlud,  such  as  Clalileo.  Krasmuti,  »nd  Hum*.  {A>l«r 
<liititiuR  Nil  extract  from  the  addreits  ou  '*  Knumus,"  the  review 
proceeds. I  Such  words  nev<l  tio  aid  to  loterprfUti  •  >.  It  i* 
vnoanU  to  Held  tliat  they  are  tfpio^il  at  oiiot)  of  tlie  literi'y  («t- 
vou*^  niid  munil  iiiBiRht  of  a  n>markaole  IkkiW."— ,^/>e«t«*-. 

"  ft  1m  a  smalt  lIuhk  to  nar  timt  these  u]i.<tn^ti,  academio  m  ther 
are  iu  their  conceptiou  and  iuteDtinn.  an'  toll  of  attntctioa  to< 
a  thoiiKhtful  iind  Holid  reatler.  i'riucipal  ('ainl's  lecturo*.  or  at 
any  rate  the  ideals  to  which  tney  i>oiut.  will  nut  Ut  overluoke.1 
hy  thotH.- wliuconfttitute  the  l^oimoii  htatulory  commiitiiuD.  for 
tliey  are  in  tlie  direct  line  of  thouRlit  whieli  niiut  of  tuevMlty 
tai  taken  by  titat  commiwion."    iHtHv  VKn'Hu-U. 

JAMKS     MACLKIIOSK     &    SONS,    Glaagow, 

Pubtiithcrs  t"  the  University. 

Ijondon  and  Now  York:  Machilliit  h  Co. 


AUSTUALIAX  HUSH  TALES. 

When  the  Mopoke  Calls* 

By  ROLF  BOLOREWOOD'S  NKPUKW. 
With  22  lUtistratious,    38,  tid. 


Ready.    tSk  pp..  Royal  4to.    With  36  facsiniile  Maps 

nTid  Illustrutions. 

The  ANNALS  of  the  VOYAGES 

BROTBERS  NICOLO  and  ANTOHIO  ZSNO 

In  the  North  Atlantio  »lx>ut  the  end  of  the  FoartMntb 
Century,  aud  tde  Claim  founilwl  thereoQ  loa  VeDaClaa 

Discovery  of  America. 

A  Oritioum  and  an  Indictment  hy  FRBD  W.  LUCAS. 

Hand-made   Paper,  £2  i».  net.      Kdition  de  Laio, 

limite<l  to  6<i  oop'cs  on  Japanese  Paper,  CltB.  net 

Full  Priiipeclu*  o»  Application. 

UENRY  STEVKNS,  S0.«,  *  STILES,  S»,  Groat 

BaaMll  Street,  I/ondon,  W.G. 

PORTRAIT  SUPPLEMENTS 


"THE  ACADEMY," 

Cimisting  of  Tluriij-seten  rortiailsofOld 
mil  N'ew  Cehbiitifit  in  LiUraliiiy, 
may  slill  be  obtained,  >ingly  or  in 
complete  seta,  on  application  to  the 
I,  43,  Chancers/  Lane,  W.C. 


A    Key    to    the    Waver  ley 

HOVtt.9.  In  I'lironnlogical  Se<iuenct',  with 
Index  of  the  I'liiicipftl  Cliaractora.  ByUKNKY 
ORKV,  Author  of  "  Tlio  CUispics  for  the  Million," 
Ac.  An  entirely  New  Kdttion,  Rovised  anrl  Kti- 
larged  (completing  Eighth  Thousand).  Crown 
8yo,  cloth,  is.  Od.  

j:iandon :  JOHN  LONG,  6,  Chandoa  St.,  Strand. 


CRAMPTON'S  MAGAZINE. 

Late  CHAPMAN  S. 

CRAMPTON'S  MAGAZINE. 

Late  CHAPMAN'S. 


CRAMPTON'S    MAGAZINE 

(Late  CHAPMAN'S). 

Bditedby  OSWALD  CRAWFURD.    Price  M. 
The   NOVEMBER    Number    contains   the    First 


PP  A  M  PTn'Kl'a     M  A  n  &  7  r  W      Inst«lmont  of  a  NEW  NOVKL  by  VIOLET  HD.VT. 
OAAiUr  lUXI  O     iTlAUA^iin  Ci.    ^,,^^^^  ^f  ...j,^^  „„,  Woman-;  EIGHT  SHORT 

Late  CHAPM  AN'3.  I  STORIES,  and  a  NOVELErTB  by  the  Eoiroa. 


Messrs.  \V.  R.  RUSSBLL  A  CO,  LIMITED,  Paternoster  Row. 
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HODDER  &  STOUGHTON'S 

NEW  LIST. 


By  IAN   MACLAREN. 

AFTERWARDS,  and  Other  Stories 

liy  IAN  MaCLAKEN,  Autlior  of  "Beside  Ibe 
Bonnio  Brier  tush,"  &c.  Orown  8vo,  art  linen, 
68.  (,/«  a  few  days. 

RABBI   SAUNDERSON.      By  Ian 

MACLARKN.  With  1:;  Illustrations  liy  A.  B. 
Boyd.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  tfU,        \Next  loeek. 


By  E.  BLANTYRE  SIMPSON. 

ROBERT    LOUIS    STEVENSON'S 

ElUNliURGH  DAYS.  By  E.  BLANTYRE 
SlMl'SON,  Author  of  ''Sir  Jamce  Y.  p-impKon." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os.  \_Reiidy. 


Dr.    R.   W.    DALE. 

THE  LIFE  of  R.  W.  DALE,  LL.D., 

of    BIRMINGHAM.       By  his    Son,    A.   W.   W. 
DALE,  M.A.    With  Portrait.    8vo,  cloth,  14s. 
\_Next  wtek. 


Principal   REYNOLDS,  of  Cheshunt. 

HENRY     ROBERT     REYNOLDS, 

D.D. :  His  Life  and  Letters.  Edited  by  his 
Sisters.  With  Two  Portraits.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  9s.  [Ae.r<  toeek. 


By   L.    GLADSTONE. 

NEIL     MACLEOD  :     a    Tale    of 

Literary  Life  in  London.    By  L.  GLADSTONB. 
Urown  bvo,  cloth,  tis.  [Ready. 


By   HALLIDAY   ROGERS. 

MECaOTSBRAE :    Portraits    and 

Memories.     By  HALLIDAY   ROGERS.     Orown 
8vo,  68.  [Ready. 


By   HESBA  STRETTON. 

HESTER    MORLEY'S    PROMISE. 

By  HESBA  STRETTON,  Author  of  "Jessica's 
P'irst  Prayer,"  "The  Doctor's  Dilemma,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  68.  IReady. 


FOR   LITERARY  SOCIETIES. 

A    HANDBOOK    for    LITERARY 

and  DEBATING  SOCIETIES.    Crown  8to, cloth, 
as.  ed.  IReady, 


By   Professor  W.   M.   RAMSAY. 

WAS  CHRIST  BORN  at  BETHLE 

HEM?  a  Study  in  the  Credibility  of  .St.  Luke. 
By  Professor  W.  M.  RAMSAY,  D.C.L.,  LL.D. 
Part  1. — The  Importance  of  the  Pfoblem.  Part 
II. — The  Solution  of  the  Problem.  Crown  8vo, 
clotli,  68.  [Bi'ady. 


By   Prof.  J.   H.   BERNARD. 

VIA     DOMINI  :     Sermons     for 

Christian  Seasons.  By  J.  H.  BEKNAKD,  D.P., 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  and  Arch- 
bishop King's  Lecturer  iii  Divinity,  Treasurer  of 
St.  Patrick's  Cathedral,  Dublin.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  6a.  INext  week. 


By  N.   L.   WALKER. 

JESUS   CHRIST   and   HIS  SUR- 

HOUNDINllS.       By    the    Rev.     NpRMAN     L. 
WALKER,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  38.  6d. 

IReady. 


A   NEW  VOLTIME. 
"LITTLE    BOOKS   ON    RELIGION"  SERIES- 
RESTORED  INNOCENCE :  a  New 

Volume  of  the  "Little  Books  on  Religion" 
Series.  B.y  the  Bev.  R.  J.  CAMPBELL,  B.A. 
Cloth  elegant.  Is.  6cl,  IReady. 


A.D.INNES&00:SLIST 


New  Novel  by  Edbn  Phillpotts. 
Second  Edition  now  ready. 

Children   of   the   Mist 

By    EDEN    PHILtPOTTS, 

Author  of  "Ljing  Prophets." 

Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece,  6 


London!   HODDER  &  STOUGHTON, 
27,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 


New  Novel  by  Akthub  Patebson. 

The  Gospel  Writ  in  Steel 

By  ARTHUR  PATERSON, 

Vuthor  of  "The  Man   from  Snowy  River," 

"  A  Son  of  the  Plains,"  &o. 

With  Illustrations  by  John  Williamson. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  68. 


New  Novel  by  Cokstancb  Smith. 

Prisoners   of  Hope. 

By  CONSTANCE  SMITH, 

.\uthor  of  "  Repentance  of  Paul  Wentworth," 

"  A  Cumberer  of  the  Ground,"  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  63. 


New  Novel  by  Roma  White. 

The   Island   of 

Seven    Shadows. 

By    ROMA    WHITE, 

Author  of  "The  Stolen  Mask,"  "The 

Changeling  of  Brandleeome,"  &o. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


New  Novel  by  Stella  DiiRiNG. 

Between  the  Devil 

and  the  Deep  Sea. 

By    STELLA    DURING. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  63. 


A  NEW  BOOK  OF  MOUNTAINEERING. 
Harold  Spendbk  and  H.  Llewellyn  Smith. 

Through  the 

High  Pyrenees. 

By    HAROLD     SPENDER    and 
H.  LLEWELLYN  SMITH. 

With  Maps  and  numerous  Illustrations  from 
sketches  and  Photographs. 

Demy  8vo,  buckram,  IBs. 

"  We  regard  Mr.  Spender's  book  as,  on  thf 
whole,    the    best -written    record    of     pure 
'  Alpinism '  in  English,  and  worthy  to  stand 
by  such  a  masterpiece  as  '  Swiss  Javelle.'  " 
Manrhester  Guardian. 


By  Alice  Zimmebn. 

The  Renaissance  of 
Girls'  Education 

in  England. 

A  Record  of  Fifty  Years'  Progress. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

London:  A.  D.  INNES   &   CO.,   Limited, 
31  and  32,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


NEW    BOOKS. 


In  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  containing  Intaglio  Plate 

Frontispiece,  price  2^*8. 

ST.  THOMAS  OF  CANTERBURY. 

A  Study  of  the  Evideace  bearing  on  bis  Death 

ana  Miracles. 

By  the  Rev.  EDWIN  A.  ABBOTT,  D.D. 

"  A  thoughtful  and  eminently  scholarly  work." 

Scotsman 

"This  remarkable  work this  splendid  piece  of 

work  in  criticism  nnd  history." — Christian  ^'itrlU. 


Large  ciown  8vo,  cloth,  price  lOs.  8d. 

PAUL  the  MAN, 

the  MISSIONARY, 

and  the  TEACHER. 

By  Dr.  (JRELLO  CONE. 


[n  1  vol.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  price  7s.  6d., 
wiih  i'i  Illustrations. 

THE  HISTORY  of  the 

REFORMATION  of  RELIGION 

WITHIN    THG    REALM    UF    SCOTLAND. 

By  JOHN    KNOX. 

Transcrilied  into  Modern  Spelling  by 

CHARLES    J.    GUTHRIE,    M.A.,    Q.C. 

"If  in  tbis  form  it  tloes  not  become  tboroughly 

popuittr,  tbo  ulame  wiil  lie  neitber  at  tbe  uuor  of  Mr. 

Giitlirie  nor  of  bis  publisberc" — British  V/eekly. 

Post  8vo,  clotb,  price  los.  6d. 

THROUGH  ARCTIC  LAPLAND 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE  HYNK. 
With  a  Map  showing  Route  and  containing  16  Page 
lliustraiiuus,    aico    several     small    Pen-and-Luk 
aitttihes   by   Cecil  Haytek,  who  accompaDied. 
the  Author  on  his  Journey. 
This  work    describes  certain    regions    within    the 
Aruiic  Circle  which  nud  not  previously  been  explored 
by  Kuropeans,    It  is  less  a  record  of  tport  and  auvuu- 
Lure  thbii  a  cbat&y  account  of  the  curious  wa>  s  aud 
cuBtoius  ol  Lapps,  Finns,  and  other  peoples  of  tho 
far  I^orth. 

Square  crown  8to,  cloth,  price  6s. 

A    PRISONER     OF    FRANCE. 

Being  the  Reminiscences  of  the  late 

Captain    CHARLES    BOOTHBY,    R.E. 

Containing  Frontispiece  Portrait  of  the  Author  and 

several  Dlui-traiionsin  the  Text,  from  Pen-and-ink 

Sketches  in  ihe  Author's  Journals. 

•'Will  be  read  with  eager  interest Tte  story  of 

his  imprisonment  and  the  efforts  which  he  put  forth 
10  aiuiin  his  liberty  is  full  of  interest  .  ...The  narrative 
often  rends  like  romance,  but  the  author  had  too  high 
H  t-eLHc  oc  probity  to  i>alm  off  fiction  for  actual  {ler- 
Monal  tjxiKjrit'iice."— A'('(>(s»(aH. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  in'ioe  5^. 

MEMOIRS  of  LADY  RUSSELL  and 
LADY  HERBERT,  1623-1723. 

Compiled  from  Original  Family  Documents 

By  LADY  STEPNEY. 

"TLe  courngeous  and  noble  livets  of  Lady  Russell  and 

Lady   Herbert  are    well    deserving  the  fresh   lustre 

leathered  round  them  in  the  i)roduciion  of  this  small 

but  mtritorious  vulume." — Scotsman* 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  price  Bs. 

THE     ENCHANTED     STONE. 

By  C.  LEWIS  HIND. 

*'  Decidedly  a  reranrkablo  and  original  romance 

Very  cleverly  written,  full  of    strange  incident,  and 
thorougnly  interesting."— ^ci/a*^  Northern  Whig. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ))rice  *is. 

THE  MINISTER'S  CONVERSION. 

By   I.    HOOPER, 
Author  of  *'  His  Grace  o'  the  Gunne.*' 

**  Thus  ends  a  story  curiously  8»d,  and  in  parts  of 
considerable  beauty*.  To  some  extent  it  serves  to 
recall  the  work  both  of  Hawthorne  and  Margaret 
Deland,  if  the  two  may  be  named  together;  but  the 
lai-ge  merit  it  lias  of  woi  kmaiiship  and  human  feeling 
is  due  to  Mr,  Hooper's  own  gift  as  a  novelist." 

Dundee  Advertiser. 


A.  &  C.  BLACK,  Soho  Square,  London. 
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The  Literary  Week. 

We  draw  attention  to  the  circumstance  that  "  Tlie 
Academy  Huroau,"  particulnrs  of  which  may  bo  found  (m 
page  2(i  I  of  this  issue,  has  already  been  the  uionns  of 
encouraging  tlie  authors  of  more  than  one  work  of  talent. 
A  MS.  novel  entitled  An  Eastern  Legend  is  singled  out  this 
week  to  be  recommended  for  publication. 


The  readers  of  the  Morning  Pod  have  been  fortunate 
during  the  past  few  day^  in  having  Mr.  Kipling's  articles 
on  the  Fleet  laid  before  them  at  broakfast-timo.  Mr. 
Kipling  therein  has  returned  to  his  first  love — Journalism 
— and  lie  seems  to  have  enjoyed  her  company  wonderfully. 
The  description  of  the  Channel  Squadron's  manamvres  is  a 
rollicking  piece  of  work,  cross-headed  and  hot  from  the 
pen,  and  just  the  thing  for  the  moment.  By  tlie  way,  it 
■was  a  graceful  act  on  Mr.  Kipling's  part  to  head  the  series 
with  a  quotation  from  Mr.  Bowles's  Gun-Room  Ditty-Box 
— that  spirited  derivative  from  his  own  genius.  Mr. 
Seppings  Wright's  admirable  picture  of  naval  types  in 
the  llludrated  London  Newt  this  week  is  a  happy  accidental 
illustration  of  Mr.  Kipling's  articles. 


I 


In  "The  Ship  that  Found  TIersolf,"  one  of  the  stories 
in  Mr.  Kipling's  The  Datfn  Work,  there  is  an  odd  error 
■which,  curiously  enough,  has  esoaped  cjmment.  On  page 
73  the  Bimhula  is  described  as  a  steamer  of  2,. 500  tons, 
about  240  ft.  long  and  32  ft.  wide.  On  page  "G  we 
learn  that  "In  the  next  few  days  they  stowed  some  4,000 
tons  doad-weiglit  into  the  Diinbuhi,  and  took  hor  out  of 
Liverpool."  Nautical  query  :  How  far  out  of  Liverpool 
could  one  take  a  ship  of  240  ft.  X  32  ft.  with  4,000  tons 
dead-weight  on  board  ?  Whore  would  such  a  ship  be 
likely  to  find  herself?  Mr.  Kipling  lias  committed  an 
error  in  the  First  and  Second  Dimensions.  A  ship  of 
2,500  net  register  could,  of  course,  carry  4,000  dead- 
weight. But  such  a  ship  would  measure  420ft.  X  48  ft. 
Perhaps  then,  after  all,  Mr.  Kipling  is  not  omniscient. 


Mr.  F.  p.  B.vknaed,  a  valued  contributor  to  the  Ac.vuem  y, 
has  lieen  appointed  to  the  Head  Mastership  of  Hniversitj- 
College  School,  in  succession  to  Mr.  H.  Weston  Eve.  Mr. 
Barnard  is  the  author  of  an  important  work  on  Strongbow's 
Conquest  of  Ireland,  in  the  scries  edited  by  Prof.  York 
Powell ;  he  has  published  editions  of  two  of  Shakespeare's 
historical  plays,  and  is  now  engaged  on  a  work  for  the 
Clarendon  Press,  entitled  An  ArchaologicaJ  Companion  to 
the  History  of  England. 


The  multiplication  of  sixpenny  oclitionx  of  «tandaid 
books  still  goes  on.  Wo  are  now  to  hare  Aliee^t  Adten- 
turet  in  Wonderland  and  Through  the  Looking  (llatt  in  this 
form.  One  liundrod  thousand  copies  of  each  Itook  will  l>e 
])rintod.  A  sixpenny  Robert  Kltmere  is  also  in  preparation. 
We  believe  that  publishers  make  little  profit  out  of  thetie 
sixpenn}'  editions,  and  are  satisfied  with  the  increased 
demand  for  the  better  editions  which  nearly  always  results. 


A  KEw  generation  has  arisen  since  C'alltd  Bad  took  the 
town  by  storm,  so  that  in  its  sixpenny  form,  just  ready,  it 
may  find  readers  by  the  thousand,  as  at  first  it  did.  Cer- 
tainly no  experimentalist  in  sensational  fiction  who  has 
written  since  Mr.  Fargus  ("Hugh  Conway")  pn>duced 
this  work  has  exceeded  him  in  melodramatic  power  and 
dexterity  of  workmanship. 

To  the  sixpenny  edition  Mr.  Arrowsmith,  "  Hugh 
Conway's"  friend  and  publisher,  contributes  a  preface 
tolling  the  book's  story.  "  Hugh  Conway  "  wrote  Called 
Back  in  six  weeks  for  the  sum— suggested  by  himself — of 
£80.  That  was  in  February  and  March,  1883.  The  book 
came  out  as  "  Arrowsmith's  Christmas  Annual  "  for  that 
year  at  sixpence,  but  it  sold  only  to  the  extent  o£  3,000  in 
three  months.  But  in  January,  1884,  a  notice  in  Truth 
appeared,  and  straightway  a  demand  for  the  book  beg^. 
This  is  one  of  the  cases  where  a  review  really  was  of  use, 
for  Mr.  Arrowsmith  had  to  reprint  and  reprint  steadilj-, 
and,  as  the  copy  before  us  proves,  he  is  reprinting  still. 
The  story  used  to  be  told  that  the  Prince  of  Wales  gave 
the  popularity  of  Called  Back  its  best  impetus,  but  Mr. 
Arrowsmith  says  nothing  of  that. 


His  introduction  continues:  "Up  to  the  present  time 
there  have  been  printed  and  sold  no  fewer  than  370,000 
copies.  This  number  refers  to  Great  Britain  and  the 
Colonies  alone,  and  does  not  include  the  enormous  number 
of  editions  in  the  United  States,  where  it  is  well  known  the 
sale  was  much  greater  than  in  Great  Britain  ;  in  those  days 
there  was  no  copyright  in  the  United  States  for  an  English 
author,  and  it  may  perhaps  be  placed  on  record  that  out  of 
the  enormous  number  of  publishers  in  the  United  States 
who  issued  Called  Back  one  only  made  any  acknowledgment, 
and  it  is  to  the  credit  of  Henry  Holt  &  Co.,  of  New  York, 
that  cheques  on  account  of  royalties  came  regularly  from 
them  to  Bristol.  Ijetters  poured  in  to  the  author  from  all 
parts  of  the  world,  and  there  is  hardly  any  language  in 
which  Called  Back  has  not  been  printed."  One  thing  we 
may  add  :  Mr.  Arrowsmith  cancelled  his  original  agree- 
ment with  the  author,  and  paid  him  a  royalty  on  every 
copy  sold. 
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The  stigma  resting  on  E.  L.  Stevenson's  ^Ima  Mater,  of 
liaving  contributed  little  or  nothing  to  the  fund  for  his 
memorial,  remains — and,  so  far  as  the  Students'  Represen- 
tative Council  of  Edinburgh  University  is  concerned,  is  to 
be  allowed  to  remain.  It  was  generally  expected  that  the 
proposal  referred  to  in  last  week's  Academy,  that  the 
Council  should  appoint  a  Committee  to  collect  subscriptions 
from  the  students  on  behalf  of  the  memorial,  had  only  to  be 
made  to  be  adopted.  But  no.  The  proposal  has  now 
been  carefully  considered  and  didy  discussed  by  the 
Council,  and  has  been  rejected.  The  frugal  undergraduates 
of  Edinburgli  University  are  disinclined  to  bang  their 
saxpences  on  such  projects.  The  adjective  "mean" 
sufficiently  and  fitly  characterises  the  Council's  resolution ; 
although  one  student,  an  enthusiastic  Stevensonian,  found 
it  necessary  to  prefix  an  unprintable  adverb  when  expressing 
his  feelings  in  private.  It  may  be,  of  course,  that  the 
members  of  the  Students'  Eepresentative  Council  do  not  in 
this  matter  correctly  represent  their  constituents.  All  things 
considered,  it  is  to  be  hoped  .they  do  not.  The  Stevenson 
Memorial  Fund  is  very  far  from  being  the  success  which 
was  expected.  But  better  things  might  have  been  hoped 
of  the  students  of  Edinburgh  University. 


Apropos  of  Lewis  CarroU,  we  are  reminded  that  the 
"  Lewis  Carroll  Cot  "  at  the  Children's  Hospital  in  Great 
Ormond-street  is  now   in  active  use.     For  this  excellent 


Lewis  Carroll's  rather  bewildering  mixture  of  fun  and 
earnest,  Sylvie  and  Bruno,  has  just  been  reissued  by 
Messrs.  Macmillan  in  a  "People's  Edition."  What 
"People's  Edition"  means  we  never  quite  understood,  or 
who  they  are  supposed  to  be  that  bought  the  book  in  its 
more  expensive  form  ;  but  really  it  does  not  matter.  The 
book,  in  spite  of  its  bizarrerie,  is  a  very  delightful  one, 
and  Mr.  Furniss's  illustrations  rank  with  his  best  work. 


An  Illustration  to  "  .Sylvie  and  Brcno." 

Drawn  by  Harry  FurvAss. 

We  reproduce  the  drawing  to  the  nonsense  rhyme  : 

He  thought  he  saw  a  Banker's  Clerk 

Descending  from  the  bus  : 
He  looked  again,  and  foiiud  it  was 

A  Hippopotamus : 
"If  this  should  stay  to  dine,"  he  said, 

"There  won't  be  much  for  ui  I  " 


The  "  Lewis  Carroll  Cot." 

method  of  perpetuating  the  memory  of  the  creator  of 
"Alice"  the  St.  James's  Gazette  has  to  be  thanked.  Our 
picture  of  the  cot  is  reproduced,  by  permission,  from  the 
St.  James's  Budget. 


The  St.  James's  Gazette  cheered  the  monotony  of  the 
streets  on  Monday  by  issuing  a  contents  bill  entirely  given 
to  news  concerning  mobilisation  and  army  commissariat 
precautions,  under  the  ironical  title,  "  Preparations  for 
Peace." 


Apropos  of  fighting,  a  good  story  of  a  confused  mind  is 
told  of  an  old  Sussex  woman,  who  replied  to  a  remark 
about  the  overthrow  of  the  Khalifa  at  Omdurman  with  : 
"I  don't  mind  about  the  Khalifa,  but  I  wish  they'd  catch 
that  old  Sirdar.     He  seems  to  be  making  all  the  trouble." 


In  February  next  the  first  Eisteddfod  Caerludd  is  to  be 
held  in  the  Queen's  Hall,  and  the  programme  of  compe- 
titions is  now  ready  ;  for  the  objects  of  the  promoters  of 
the    Eisteddfod    Caerludd    are    purely   educational — "  to 
foster  any  budding  talent,  whether  in  literature  or  music, 
by  instituting  a  series  of  bond  fide  competitions,  to  which 
all  comers  will  be  made  heartily  welcome."     One  of  the ' 
tasks  set  in  the   "elocution  section"    is   the   reading   of' 
"The  Shopman,"  an   essay  in  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells's  book,. 
Certain  Personal  Matters.     For  the  best  public  rendering; 
of  this  amusing  chapter  a  prize  of  one  guinea  and  the' 
Eisteddfod  medal  is  offered.     By  the  time  ten  candidates' 
have  tried  their  best  upon  it  Mr.  Wells's  humour  will,  we 
fear,  be  in  danger  of  losing  freshness. 


The  second  part  of  the  1898-99  Thing- Mote  (Session)  oh 
the  Viking  Club  began  this  week  with  the  inaugural 
address    by  the    Jarl,    Dr.    Karl  Blind,   on   the  Earliest 
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Traveller  to  the  Hijjh  North.  Other  lectures  will  follow 
until  April,  wlien  the  Great  Al-Thing  will  be  held.  Among 
the  Vikings  the  subscription,  ten  sliillings  a  year,  is  known 
as  the  Skntt.     But  it  has  to  be  paid,  just  the  same. 


With  regard  to  the  facsimiles  of  a  portion  of  a  MS.  page 
of  (llofia  Mundi  and  of  some  verses  by  Mr.  Honloy,  which 
we  printed  last  week,  Mr.  F.  AV.  Bockett  writes : 

It  would  be  interesting  to  know  how  many  of  your 
readers  were  able  to  read,  without  unduly  strainiDg  their 
eyes,  the  handwriting  of  Mr.  Henley  and  of  the  l«te  Mr. 
Harold  Frederic  in  your  last  issue.  In  each  case  the 
writing  was  exceptionally  clear,  but  so  small  that  it  could 
bo  read  ouly  with  great  difficulty  by  eyes  of  average 
strength.  Do  writers  for  the  press  ever  realise  that  in 
writing  illegibly  or  in  the  microscopic  style  now  so  common 
they  are  unconsciously  inflicting  a  great  amount  of  sufTer- 
icg  upon  that  much-abused  craftsman  the  compositor,  and 
robbing  him  of  a  considerable  percentage  of  his  weekly 
wage  ?  Bud  writing  or  good,  the  compositor  has  to  pick 
up  his  thousand  of  types  before  he  gets  an  hour's  pay.  If 
this  fact  were  more  widely  known,  perhaps  successful 
literary  men  might  take  some  pains  to  write  clearly,  and 
thus  save  many  an  industrious  and  intelligent  workman 
from  pecuniary  loss  and  premature  blindness. 

Mr.  Bockett's  appeal  is  humane  and  well-grounded,  but 
we  doubt  if  it  is  in  the  power  of  any  journalist  or  author 
afflicted  with  a  bad  handwriting  to  amend  it  consistently. 
Habit  is  too  strong  in  this  matter.  The  plea,  to  have  real 
results,  should  be  placed  before  schoolmasters. 


A  Meredith  Birthday  Book  was,  of  course,  inevitable,  and 
it  has  come.  The  publishers  are  Messrs.  Constable,  and 
the  initials  of  the  compiler  of  this  harmless  little  work  are 
"D.  M.,"  which  stand,  we  believe,  for  the  novelist's 
daughter-in-law.  If  wo  give  the  quotations  selected  for 
the  week  beginning  to-day,  November  12,  we  shall 
illustrate  its  scope  with  sufficient  clearness : 
Nov.  12. 
True,  good,  glorious  as  the  angels  of  heaven. 

Richard  Feverel. 
By  sheer  force  of  character  he  gained  the  command  of 
our  respect. — Harry  Richmond. 

Nov.  13. 
As  noble  a  soul  as  ever  God  moulded  clay  upon. 

Richard  Feverel. 
Who  coidd  help  being  amused  by  this  man  ? 

The  Etjoist. 
Nov.  14. 

His  mad  self-deceit  would  not  leave  him. 

Richard  Feverel. 

A  woman  of  breeding,  but  with  a  man's  head,  capable  of 
inspiring  man-like  friendships  and  of  entertaining  them. 

The  Tragic  Comediani, 
Nov.  1.5, 

His  conscience  was  a  coxcomb. — Richard  Feverel. 
Set  this  one  beside  other  women,  she  comes  out  well, 
fairly  well,  well  enough.— iorrZ  Onnont. 
Nov.  IG. 
He  wished  to  take  Providence  out  of  God's  hands. 

Richard  Feverel, 
She's  one  of  the  living  women  of  the  ■world. 

J^rd  Ortnonl. 


Nov.  17. 

She  is  aupeib,  my  friend. —  Vittnria. 

Deware  the  Hilcnt  one  of  an  aNMembly  !  The  nlont  odm 
with  iiiiich  conversation  around  tlieiii,  have  thfir  hesib  at 
work,  critically  iwrforue.— />i'</n<i  of  the.  Cmuwayi, 

Nov.  18. 

By  no  means  a  bad  talker,  and  variegated  with  fatdtv. 

Tlir  KyiiiU. 

She  was  dry  rook  to  hfruAf,  heartleu  a*  many  bowimi 
drained  of  self-pity  will  become.—  Thf  Triujic  Comediant. 


Wk  reproduce  below  one  of  tlio  best  covers  belonging  to 
any  boy's  book  of  the  season  that  has  yet  roache<l  us.    The 


^TheRockofTheLion 


A  Good  Book  Covee. 

publishers  of  The  Roek  of  the  Lion  are  Messrs.  Haq>er 
Brothers.  The  scope  of  the  book  itself  was  explaine<l  in 
our  "  Notes  on  Novels  "  last  week. 


Apropos  of  attractive  covers,  we  may  draw  attention  to 
the  little  series  of  "  Arthurian  Romances  unrepre.«ented  in 
Malory  "  which  Mr.  Nutt  is  beginning.  The  first  volume, 
a  dainty  pocket  trifle,  contains  the  story  of  Sir  Oaicain 
and  the  Green  Knight,  retold  from  a  MS.  in  the  Cottonian 
collection  in  the  British  Museum  by  Jessie  L.  Weston. 
The  romance  follows  conventional  lines  fairly  closely,  and 
has  that  Kelmscotty  flavour  (to  coin  an  epithet)  which  is 
found  so  agreeable  by  many  readers.  But  wo  are  interested 
just  now  in  the  cover,  which  bears  a  ({uaint  media'val 
design  in  gay  colours,  from  the  pencil  of  the  same  artist 
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wliose  sea-figlit  we  have  reproduced.  What  that  artist  a 
name  is  we  cannot  say,  for  publishers  have  not  yet  thought 
it  worth  while  to  give  public  credit  to  the  designers  of 
covers.     He  is,  however,  a  good  workman. 


The  preface  tj  Mr.  Ilenry  Arthur  Jones's  play  "  The 
Tempter,"  which  Messrs.  Macmillan  have  published, 
resolves  itself  mainly  into  an  examination  by  Mr.  Jones 
of  the  critical  capacity  of  Mr.  Archer.  Mr.  Jones  does  not 
admire  Mr.  Archer — positively.  Negatively  he  does.  He 
writes  :  "I  know  of  no  critic  who  can  be  safely  trusted  to 
arrive  at  a  wrong  effect  with  so  much  precision  and  honest, 
painstaking  effort  as  Mr.  WiUiam  Archer."  This  is  hard  ; 
but  there  is  worse.     Thus  : 

Anyone  who  has  followed  the  career  of  Mr.  Archer's 
especial  proteges  must  have  noticed  that  they  all  come  to 
certain  failure  and  misfortune,  as  surely  as  Saiigrado's 
patients  all  died  of  the  fever.  And  a  dramatist  who  wishes 
fur  a  modest  amount  of  success  with  his  public  may  well 
be  alarmed  lest  in  some  unlucky  moment  Mr.  Archer  may 
lay  hands  on  him  and  discover  his  plays  to  be  masterpieces. 
And  if  this  be  thought  to  be  impossible  in  my  own  case,  I 
can  only  again  refer  to  the  astonishing  list  of  plays  which 
he  has  discovered  to  be  masterpieces.  I  declare  that  not 
one  of  us  is  safe  from  him.  And  any  playwright  who  is 
placed  in  this  precarious  position  may  well  consider  how 
he  may  discourage  Mr.  Archer,  and  so  escape  the  disaster 
of  his  praifee.  But  indeed  I  have  no  such  selfish  motive, 
and  my  only  thought  is  to  take  Mr.  Ai-cher  out  of  the 
mean  little  by-ways  where  he  has  groped  so  long,  and  to 
set  him  with  his  face  forward  on'the  main  highway  of  the 
drama's  advancement. 


So  much  for  Mr.  Archer,  who  knows  well  enough  how 
to  defend  himself.     Mr.  Jones  then  turns  to  the  poets  : 

And  here  [he  says]  will  be  a  fitting  place  to  acknowledge 
the  immense  debt  wliieh  our  renascent  English  drama  owes 
to  modern  English  mtn  of  letters  and  poets.  There  is 
scarcely  an  English  poet  or  man  of  letters  of  the  present 
and  piissing  generation  who  has  not  generously  given 
much  valuable  leisure  to  teach  English  playwrights  how 
7iot  to  write  a  play.  I  have  never  seen  any  public 
acknowledgment  of  this  debt,  on  the  part  of  the  drama, 
and  I  am  glad  that  it  falls  to  me  to  assure  all  these 
eminent  literary  gentlemen  and  poets  that  their  labours 
have  not  been  in  vain — at  least,  so  far  as  one  playwright  is 
conierned.  If  I  do  not  go  into  details  and  particular 
instances,  it  is  because  a  sympathetic  insight  at  oucC 
perceives  that,  in  si)itc  of  a  vast  diversity  of  style  and 
theme  and  treatment,  the  so-called  literary  plays  of  the 
last  forty  years  are  really  animated  by  one  sovereign  aim 
and  imjiulse — to  show  English  playwrights  what  to  avoid. 
And  I  claim  on  behalf  of  the  Victorian  literary  drama  that 
it  has  splendidly  accomplished  this  purpose. 
Finally,  says  Mr.  Jones  in  his  very  diverting  defence  :  "  For 
many  years  I  have  been  in  great  peace  about  the  future  of 
my  soul.  I  am  in  equal  peace  about  the  quite  minor 
question  of  my  future  place  in  the  English  drama." 


Pictorial  Bibles  are  always  popular.  Mr.  A.  G. 
Temple,  of  the  Guildhall  Art  Gallery,  has  made  for 
Messrs.  Cassell  an  adaptation  of  the  usual  plan  by 
bringing  together,  in  a  handsome  and  very  interesting 
volume   entitled   Sacred  Art,    a   number   of   pictures  by 


The  Star  in  the  East. 

From  ths  Pi^turi  bi/  the  late  Lord  Leighton, 
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modern  jjainters,  so  arranged  that  they  toll  chrono- 
logically the  Bible  story.  Mr.  Holman  Hunt's  "  Light  of 
tho  World "  serves  as  frontispioco.  Wo  reproduce  a 
painting  hy  the  late  Lord  Leighton  illustrating  tho  text, 
"  Where  is  He  that  is  born  King  of  the  Jews  ?  for  we 
have  seen  His  star  in  the  East."  The  picture  was  painted 
in  1802. 


printed  by  Copland  in  15.57.  Alike  by  thoir  intrinsic 
value  and  by  their  association  with  Mr.  Morris,  the  books 
and  MSS.  shortly  to  be  brouglit  to  tho  liuuimer  will  attract 
tho  attention  of  collectors  and  book  lovers. 


The  diverting  experimentalist  in  foolishness  for  the 
nursery  who  calls  himself  A.  Nobody  has  brought 
togother,  against  the  coming  Christmas,  Ivis  two  volumes 
NoHsenw  and  Some  More  Nonseme,  and  issued  thoni,  through 
Messrs.  Gardner,  in  (me,  under  tlie  former  title.  The 
irresponsibility  of  A.  Nobody's  attitude  may  be  gathered 
from  this  verse : 

Tliere  was  an  oyster,  so  I've  heard, 

Who  was  so  vain  he  grew  a  beard ; 

There  was  a  lobster,  so  I'm  told, 

Who  said  "  This  boiling  water's  cold  !  " 
But  it's  tarradiddles  I 
The  pictures  havo  the  same  reckless  absurdity.  They  are 
to  students  of  modern  black  and  white  pecidiurly  intorost- 
ing  as  being  the  rough  colour  work  of  a  draughtsiimn 
usually  given  to  pure  line.  We  arc  not,  we  believe, 
violating  secrecy  in  stating  that  A.  Nobody  and  Mr. 
Gordon  Browne  are  one  and  the  same  person. 

TiiK  vicissitudes  of  remainders  are  often  very  curious. 
It  is  a  common  thing  for  a  book  to  recover  its  original 
price,  or  something  near  it,  when  it  has  had  a  run  upon  it 
at  a  remainder  price.  As  a  rule  a  remainder  stock  is 
bought  up  by  one  man.  A  little  monopoly  is  expected,  and 
sometimes  a  bookseller  makes  a  really  good  thing  out  of 
remainders  which  he  has  purchased  with  combined  shrewd 
ness  and  boldness.  Excellent  business  was  done  with 
Messrs.  Macmillan's  "Victoria"  edition  of  The  Pickwick 
Papers,  with  its  admirable  topographical  drawings  by  Mr. 
liailton.  Thompson's  Biographical  Dictionary,  published 
by  Messrs.  Virtue  at  four  guineas,  was  offered  as  a  re- 
mainder to  a  bookseller  who  had  never  seen  tho  book  in 
its  virginity.  He  did  extremely  well  with  it  at  fifteen 
shillings,  and  the  price  advanced  to  thirty-one-and-six- 
pence.  Once  a  leading  literary  paper  reviewed  a  book  by 
Prof.  Thorold  Eogers  on  the  very  day  it  became  a  re- 
mainder. This  was  like  a  godfather  postponing  his  chris- 
tening-mug until  his  godchild  is  entering  the  valley  of 
the  shadow. 


Booksellers  complain  of  the  plethora  of  would-be- 
funny  "  animal  books."  This  shotild  be  a  warning  for 
next  Christmas. 


The  portion  of  tho  late  Mr.  William  ^Morris's  library 
which  is  shortly  to  be  sold  by  auction  consists  mainly  of 
early  printed  books  and  ancient  illuminated  MSS.  A  great 
deal  of  liiographical  interest  attaches  to  these  ])eautiful 
volumes,  for  they  were  collected  iiy  Mr.  Morris  to  aid  and 
inspire  him  in  his  work  as  a  decorator  and  a  printer.  There 
are  codices  of  the  Bible,  Greek  and  Latin  classics,  French 
modia'val  romances,  a  rare  .Esop  with  woodcuts,  a  first 
edition  of  Chaucer,  and  a  copy  of  Sir  Thomas  Malory's 
Storye  of  the  Most  Noble  and  Worthye  Kyiige  Arthurc,  and 
alto  of  His  Noble  and  Valiannt  Knyghtes  of  the  Itounde  Table, 


The  November  Art  Journal  prints  an  interesting  and 
eulogistic  article  on  tho  sculptor  Rodin,  from  which  we 
reproduce  a  fine  head  of  Citizen  Itochefort.  Tho  Art 
Annual  for  1898,  being  the  special  extra  number  of  tho 


Head  of  M.  Koi  iiKioRr.     Hy  Ronix. 

Art  Journal,  consists  of  an  account  of  "The  Life  and  Work 
of  Lady  Butler"  (Miss  Elizabeth  Thompson),  by  Mr. 
Wilfrid  Moynell.  This  is  a  comprehensive  and  enter- 
taining study  of  the  career  of  a  painter  of  military  subjects 
whose  pictures  are  now  all  too  rare. 

Bibliographical. 

An  occasional  confession  of  ignorance  is  good  for  the 
soul.  We,  over  here,  know  something  about  American 
writers ;  but  how  little,  apparently,  that  something  is !  Look 
at  Mr.  W.  D.  Howells's  latest  pronouncement  upon 
American  literary  critics.  "It  will,"  he  says,  "be  easily 
believed  that  there  is  no  one  among  us  now  writing 
criticism  with  the  breadth,  depth,  and  thoroughness  of 
I-iowell,  with  his  humour,  or  even  with  his  whim  ;  there  is 
no  <me  writing  it  with  (j^uite  the  liberal  intelligence  of 
Whipple."  So  far  we  can  follow  Mr.  Howolls.  Wo  have 
all  of  us  read  Lowell,  and  we  have  all  of  us  at  least  heard 
of  "Whipple" — the  E.  1'.  Whipple,  I  presume,  whose 
American  Literature,  and  Other  Papers,  whose  Outlook*  on 
Society,  Literature,  and  Politics,  and  so  forth,  have  had 
some  circulation  in  our  midst.     But  mark  how  Mr.  Howella 
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proceeds  :  "  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  heir  to  the  method 
(i  Eipley  ...  I  should  have  to  try  harder  yet  for  a 
successor  to  the  brilliancy,  the  natural  and  acquired  fitness 
of  Dennett."  "Eipley,"  assumably,  is  the  George  Eipley 
whose  memoir  by  0.  D.  Frothingham  was  read  by  some  of 
us  in  the  early  eighties;  but  who  is  "  Dennett"  ?  In  not 
knowing  him  does  one  argue  oneself  unknown  ? 

In  the  preface  to  his  "tragedy,"  "The  Tempter," 
referred  to  in  another  column,  Mr.  Henry  Arthur  Jones  is 
terribly  sarcastic  about  poor  Mr.  William  Archer.  The 
phrase  about  escaping  the  disaster  of  Mr.  Archer's 
praise  is  neatly  put,  but  not  for  the  first  time.  To  go 
no  farther  back  than  Tennyson :  we  aU  remember  the 
lamented  bard's  final  gibe  at  Christopher  North : 

When  I  learnt  from  whom  it  came, 
I  forgave  you  all  the  blame. 

Musty  Christopher : 
I  vonlijiot  forgive  the  praise, 

Fusty  Christopher. 

Everybody,  I  find,  is  reading  or  re-reading  The  Three 
Musketeers,  incited  thereto  by  the  rival  dramatisations  at 
Her  Majesty's  and  the  Globe.  That  is  about  the  only 
thing  that  the  Stage  does  for  Literature  nowadaj's — it 
sometimes  causes  a  run  upon  reprints  of  a  literary  master- 
piece. I  calculate  that  during  the  last  forty  years  or  so 
there  have  been  something  like  a  score  of  separate  English 
editions  of  the  immortal  romance,  not  counting  those 
published  within  the  present  year.  It  has  been  brought 
out  richly  and  cheaply,  illustrated  and  not  illustrated,  the 
prices  ranging  from  two  guineas  to  a  "tanner."  The 
two-guinea  edition  came  out  about  four  years  ago.  There 
was  one  at  seven  shillings  in  1893,  and  another  in  the  year 
following  (the  latter,  net).  There  were  editions  at  three- 
and-six  in  1878-9,  1896,  and  1897.  The  first  sixpenny 
edition  seems  to  have  appeared  in  1888. 

If  it  be  true  that  the  Eev.  F.  G.  Lee  is^  going  to  join 
the  ranks  of  the  reverend  "remembrancers,"  and  publish 
his  recollections,  we  may  expect,  I  suppose,  that  those 
reminiscences  will  be  largely  tinged  by  ecclesiastical 
controversy.  Dr.  Lee,  however,  has  always  had  'several 
strings  to  his  literary  bow.  He  has  been  writing  for  more 
than  a  quarter  of  a  century,  and  one  finds  in  the  list  of  his 
works  at  least  two  volumes  of  verse  {Fetronilla  and  The 
King's  Highway),  at  least  two  tales  {Botteville  Tower  and 
Reginald  Barentyne),  historical  disquisitions  such  as  The 
Church  under  Elizabeth  and  Sketches  of  the  Reformation,  and 
so  forth.  Perhaps  the  most  popular  of  his  productions 
was  Tlu)  Other  World ;  or,  Olimpses  of  the  Supernatural, 
which  he  followed  up  with  More  Glimpses  of  the  World 
Unseen  (surely  a  paradoxical  title). 

The  next  book  that  is  to  be  boiled,  or  cut,  down  for  the 
benefit  of  the  many-headed  is,  it  seems,  the  Memoir  of  the 
Reverend  Sydney  Smith,  hy  his  daughter,  Lady  Holland,  with 
a  Selection  from  his  Letters,  edited  hj  Mrs.  Austin.  This  made 
its  appearance  in  1855,  and  is  therefore  non-copyright.  A 
reprint  of  it,  I  fear,  would  not  pay  expenses ;  the  original 
is  in  two  volumes,  one  of  which  is  devoted  to  the  Letters. 
The  new  editor,  one  hopes,  will  pick  out  of  the  work  not 
only  the  wit  but  the  wisdom.  By  the  way,  a  selection  from 
Sydney  Smith's  Wit  and  Wisdom — mainly,  I  believe,  a 
selection  from  the  Memoirs  and  the  Letters — came  out  in 


1861,  and  is,  I  doubt  not,  cherished  by  many.  There  are, 
of  course,  many  anecdotes  of  Sydney  Smith  floating  about 
in  the  biographies,  autobiographies,  diaries,  and  so  forth, 
of  the  last  half-century. 

1  am  rather  interested  by  the  announcement  of  Shake- 
speare :  His  Life,  Art,  and  Characters,  by  the  Eev.  H.  N. 
Hudson.  This,  I  take  for  granted,  will  be  a  reproduction 
of  the  fourth  edition,  issued  in  two  volumes  in  1883.  The 
first  edition  dates  from  1872,  and  until  now,  I  fancy,  the 
imprint  has  always  been  American.  Hudson  cannot  be 
included  among  the  great  biographers  and  commentators 
of  Shakespeare,  and,  though  it  is  long  since  I  did  more 
than  dip  into  the  work,  I  should  imagine  that  the 
biographical  part  must  needs  be  unsatisfactory,  unless  it 
has  been  brought  down  to  date.  The  only  other  book  by 
Hudson  which  has  made  any  impression  upon  English 
readers  is  his  Studies  of  Wordsworth. 

An  illustrated  Sartor  Resartua  will  certainly  be  a  novelty. 
Apart  from  that,  the  work  has  made  a  good  many  appear- 
ances by  itself  in  volume  form  since  the  half-guinea 
edition  of  1841.  It  had  a  separate  edition  in  1870,  in 
1871,  and  in  1872.  Then  there  came  a  long  break  until 
1888,  when  it  was  issued  in  no  fewer  than  five  shapes,  at 
prices  ranging  from  seven-and-six  to  sixpence.  In  1896 
three  publishers  laid  hands  on  it,  one  of  them  employing 
Prof.  Dowden  to  write  an  "  introduction  "  to  it.  It  may 
be  said  to  have  reached  its  apotheosis  last  year,  when  four 
firms  issued  an  edition.  It  also  had  a  separate  issue 
in  America  in  1897. 

Miss  Louise  Imogen  Guiney  figured  most  recently 
before  the  English  reader  as  the  author  of  an  essay  on 
James  Clarence  Mangan,  used  by  way  of  preface  to  a 
selection  from  his  poems.  A  new  volume  from  her  own 
pen  is  now  promised.  Her  vogue  in  this  country,  such  as 
it  is,  appears  to  have  begun  about  thirteen  years  ago  with 
a  book  of  Goosequill  Papers.  She  has  also  been  repre- 
sented by  two  volumes  of  poems — The  White  Sail  and 
The  Roadside  Harp — and  various  other  publications. 

The  Daily  News  has  been  making  itself  famous  by  its 
misprints.  Attention  has  already  been  drawn  to  an  article 
on  "The  Gallant  Musketeers"  which  positively  crawled 
with  "literals,"  and  must  surely  have  gone  straight  from 
the  "galley"  to  the  "stone."  The  News  latLS  also  pub- 
lished lately  a  book-notice  in  which  it  describes  Mr. 
Mackenzie  Bell  as  the  author  of  a  volume  of  verse  called 
"  Spring's  Immorality  "  ! 

Advertisement  is  made  of  a  version  of  Pascal's  Provin- 
cial Letters,  by  T.  McCrie,  M.D.  This,  I  presume,  is  a 
reprint  of  the  translation  by  Dr.  McCrie  which  appeared 
originally  about  half  a  century  ago.  There  has  been  no 
lack  of  English  versions  of  the  Letters.  There  were  at 
least  half  a  dozen  between  1816  and  1887,  excluding 
McCrie's. 

The  news  of  a  success  spreads  fast.  Mr.  "Watts-Dunton 
has  already  received  offers  to  translate  his  Aylwin  into 
German,  Danish,  Swedish,  and  Eussian.  This,  consider- 
ing that  the  book  is  only  just  four  weeks  old,  is  pretty 

fair. 
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Caterina  Sforza. 

Catherine    Sfona.      By  Count    Pier    Desiderio    I'asolini. 
Translated  by  Paul  Sylvester.     (Heinemann.) 

TiiKEE  ages  of  Italian  despotism  may  be  reckoned  :  the 
Feudal — that  of  the  Visconti,  the  Delia  Scala,  the  Carrara 
of  Padua,  the  Este  of  Ferrara,  the  Polentani  of  Ravenna, 
an  age  in  which  the  sword  which  upheld  the  tyrant  had 
been  more  or  loss  adiuittodly  handed  over  to  him  by  the 
Lord  Paramount ;  next  the  Heroic — that  of  Captains, 
when  the  Sforza  of  Milan,  the  Malatesta  of  Eiraini,  the 
Montofeltro,  the  Baglioni  of  Perugia  (in  the  person  of 
their  grandsire  Fortebraccio),  from  being  the  hired  servants 


CaTIIEKINE  Sl'ORZA  AT  THE  AGE  OF   19   (1481). 
From  a  Painting  attributed  to  Marco  Palmegglani. 

of  states  became  by  their  own  force  the  masters  of  them, 
and  held  them  just  so  long  as  they  were  tit ;  lastly,  the 
Machiavellian,  when  Popes'  nephews  and  sleek  villains  of 
sorts  crept  into  strong  places  by  stealth  and  maintained 
themselves  there  by  poison  and  statecraft  (which  meant 
profiting  by  the  strife  of  their  neighbours),  and  by 
terrorism  carefully  exercised  through  other  hands.  After 
that  thero  came  an  ond  of  men  and  the  time  of  systems — 
the  system  of  Spain,  the  system  of  the  Jesuits.  All  classes 
dealt  in  blood,  for  in  all  classes  virhl  was  ability  and 
oneitd  what  was  said  of  you  ;  but  where  the  Feudal  tyrants 
held  up  still  a  rag  of  the  right  divine,  and  the  Heroic 
flourished  a  gonfalon  tied  to  a  spear,  the  silky  murderers 
whom  Machiavel  served  came  to  their  thrones  with  a  purse 
in  one  hand  and  a  chalice  in  the  other.  If  the  chalice 
held  the  sacramental  Blood,  it  was  the  better  mask  for 


what  else  it  held  ;  if  the  coins  bore  the  double  keys,  the 
pious  superscription  was  evidence  that  they  had  been 
stolen  and  must  be  quickly  employed  lest  the  thief  should 
be  caught  by  a  bolder  thief.  So  in  that  lovely,  unhappy 
country,  always  at  the  mercy  of  beauty,  intelligence,  and 
wit,  one  scoun<lrel  climbed  to  the  throne  over  the  corpse 
of  another. 

Caterina  Sforza  belonged  to  the  Heroic  age,  and,  in  a 
sense,  is  typical  of  the  fall  of  steel  before  poison.  The 
Borgia,  Cesare,  the  Prince  of  Machiavel,  tawny-boarded, 
vague-eyed,  white-skinned,  creeping  wretch,  noe<ling  her 
inheritance,  settled  himself  to  play  the  snake  at  Forli. 
He  licked  her  over  first,  and  bolted  her  at  leisure,  when 
she  was  pliant  enough  to  his  taste.  He  beat  her,  of  course 
after  a  defence  which  would  be'  a  marvel  of  Italian  history 
if  there  had  not  been  plenty  of  others  as  good ;  but  though 
he  beat  her,  and  though,  Borgia  all  over,  he  insulted  her 
when  he  had  her  safe  in  his  hands,  he  did  not  kill  her,  nor 
is  there  any  evidence  of  that  treatment  worse  than  deatli 
which  ho  was  not  at  all  the  man  to  have  denied  himself 
if  he  had  dared.  And  that  he  did  not  dare  is  a  fact  to  be 
set  down  to  the  heroic  lady's  astuteness  and  nerve.  There 
were  two  forces  against  her  at  Ravaldino — Cesare  with 
the  Pope's  legions,  and  D'Alegre  and  the  Bailli  of  Dijon 
with  those  of  Louis  XII.  Catherine  surrendered  to  the 
Bailli.  By  so  doing  she  became  a  prisoner  of  France — 
at  that  hour  the  only  chivalrous  nation  left  in  Europe — 
and  such  she  remained,  though  Borgia  dragged  her  in 
triumph  through  the  streets  of  Eome,  and  Alexander  shut 
her  deep  in  Sant'  Angelo.  Such  she  still  was  when,  worn 
to  a  shadow  of  what  she  had  been,  a  year  later  she  was 
led  into  the  light  by  the  same  D'Alegre,  and  suffered  to 
go  her  ways.  Her  ways  were  Florence.  She  never  got 
her  Forli  again,  in  spite  of  desperate  endeavours.  It  may 
have  been  a  little  comfort  to  her  that  when  Alexander  died 
the  dukedom  of  his  son  shrivelled  like  a  pricked  bladder ; 
but  the  woman  loved  fighting  for  its  own  sake,  and  only 
bore  grudges  when  not  to  have  done  so  would  have  been 
to  give  up  the  game.  It  is  highly  unlikely  she  resentwl 
the  injuries  she  had  received.  Alexander  tried  more  than 
once  to  poison  her.  Well  ?  Had  she  not  tried  to  poison 
him  ?  These  things  were  part  of  the  science  of  warfare  in 
Italy. 

Typical  as  she  is  of  the  death  of  her  order,  she  is 
equally  an  image  of  her  distressful  coimtry.  Consider 
what  she  was.  The  bastard  daughter  of  the  third  Sforza 
of  Milan;  married  at  fourteen  to  the  son  of  the  second 
worst  Pope  in  Platina's  book  ;  betrayed  and  ruined  by 
the  son  of  the  worst  Pope  in  history  ;  three  times  married  ; 
daughter  of  a  father  murdered  by  his  subjects ;  wife  to 
two  husbands  successively  murdered  by  theirs;  a  third 
time  wife ;  and  then  mother  of  a  son  who  fathered  all  the 
grand  dukes  of  Tuscany — Catherine  Sforza,  a  slim,  round- 
faced,  fair-haire<l  girl,  was  endowed  on  her  first  marriage 
with  a  couple  of  little  towns  and  a  strip  of  territory  in  the 
battle-field  of  Italy  (Romagna) ;  and  though  she  was  at 
perpetual  strife  with  her  overbearing  neighbours,  and 
never  safe  for  an  hour  from  revolution  within  -  doors, 
continued  to  hold  on  without  friends,  or  money,  or  great 
alliances  for  twenty  years.  To  do  this,  opart  from  her 
astonishing  courage  and  entire  freedom  from  any  kind  of 
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compassion,  she  employed  the  common  means  of  all  petty 
tyrants  :  she  plied  force  against  force,  used  Milan  for  her 
mainstay,  intrigued  with  Venice,  cultivated  the  Pope  (how 
far  one  dare  not  guess),  trafficked  a  little  with  Naples,  did 
not  neglect  the  cardinals  when  Sixtus  paid  his  debts  at 
last,  and  through  everything  was  as  much  a  friend  of 
Lorenzo  of  Florence  as  she  dared  to  be. 

But  she  played  her  cards  consummately ;  hardly  ever 
made  a  false  step.  She  was  never  guilty  of  that  "  want 
of  forethought  "  of  which  her  present  chronicler  pleasantly 
accuses  Antonio  Ordelaffi — that  of  "  omitting  to  murder  a 
certain  Castellane."  Catherine  never  "  omitted  to  murder" 
anybody ;  and,  while  she  never  forgot  she  was  a  Sforza, 
a  granddaughter  of  old  Muzio  Attendolo,  it  must  be 
confessed  she  never  belied  h^r  ancestry. 

She  was  a  liar,  but  that  only  means  that  she  had  to 
live  ;  she  was  a  great  lover,  had  three  husbands  and  we 
know  not  what  else — into  her  relations  with  her  horrible 
old  father-in-law  we  do  not  wish  to  inquire  ;  the  whole  of 
Italy  exploded  over  a  gross  joke  of  hers — too  gross  for 
these  honourable  pages  ;  when  she  defied  Cesare  Borgia 
from  the  battlements  of  llavaldino  she  was  in  complete 
armour,  and  her  gestures  and  signals  of  contempt  would 
not  have  been  decent  in  a  man ;  the  number  of  women 
and  children  she  had  hacked  to  pieces,  the  number  of 
innocent  men  she  hanged  to  revenge  the  death  of  her 
lover  Tommaso  Feo,  would  sound  incredible.  She  must 
have  waded  in  blood.  Fvmina  quasi  virago  cnldelissima  e  di 
gran  animo,  wrote  the  Venetian  legate  of  her  to  his  lords. 
And  yet  one  looks  at  Palmeggiano's  portrait  of  her  at 
Forli — a  chubby,  prim-lipped,  virginal  creature,  with  a 
slim  neck  and  love-curls  over  her  ears — and  looking,  is 
confronted  with  the  old  problem  of  the  Renaissance,  as 
old  as  the  day  of  Webster  the  dramatist :  these  "  white 
devils  of  Italy,"  this  Caterina,  this  Lucrezia  Borgia,  this 
Isotte,  this  Vittoria  Accorombona,  this  lovely,  horrible 
Beatrice  Cenci ! 

It  is  a  puzzle  too  old  and  too  long  for  the  end  of  a 
review.  Caterina  must  be  acquitted  of  vice ;  she  did  no 
evil  for  evil's  sake.  If  she  was  luxurious  it  was  because 
she  loved ;  if  she  murdered  it  was  that  she  might  not  be 
murdered  herself ;  if  she  had  not  Ued  how  would  she  have 
endured,  telling  truth  in  a  whirlwind  of  lies  ?  She  loved 
her  children,  she  fought  for  her  hand,  she  was  never 
afraid,  and  never  lost  heart.  There  have  been  many 
worse  women  in  the  world,  and  many  more  miserable  with 
far  less  reason. 

The  less  said  about  Mr.  Sylvester's  "  arrangement"  of  a 
masterly  piece  of  history  the  better.  Ho  is  no  translator. 
If  he  knows  Italian,  he  has  little  English.  "  Dome  "  is 
not  the  translation  of  Duomo  ;  we  do  not  talk  about  "  sub- 
terraneans" when  we  mean  vaults,  and  the  "  Principle  of 
the  Gospel "  does  not  mean  the  opening  words  of  it.  To 
announce  Catherine  as  "  the  most  holy  niece  of  the  sovereign 
Pontiff"  is  to  serve  her  with  a  vile  phrase.  To  talk  about 
a  "  thrill  of  abysmal  horror"  is  to  raise  (piite  another  sort 
of  thrill.  "She  said"  is  notour  way  of  expressing  that 
she  finished  speaking.  Platina  was  not  called  Platinus,  and 
Burchard,  the  diarist,  did  not  spell  his  name  Burckliardt. 
The  translation,  as  a  whole,  is  cropped  and  wooden.  There 
are  some  good  pictures,  an  index,  and  some  few  notes. 


The  Making  of  a  Saint. 

St.  Thomas  of  Canterhurij :    Sis   Death  and  Miracles.     By 
Edwin  A.  Abbott,  M.A.,  D.D.     (Black.) 

This  is  a  study  in  the  "  History  of  Evidence"  which,  it 
will  bo  remembered,  Squire  Wendover  commended  to  that 
enthusiastic  yoimg  priest,  liobert  Elsmere.  In  the  course 
of  preparing  a  critical  commentary  on  the  Four  Gospels, 
Dr.  Abbott  was  driven  to  seek  for  some  parallel  body 
of  documents  which  might  throw  light  on  the  conditions 
under  which  the  Gospels  may  be  considered  to  have 
been  composed,  and  might  help  to  furnish  canons  for  their 
scientific   criticism.      He   found   what  he   wanted  in   the 


The  Death  of  St.  Thomas  of  Caxtekbtirt. 

From  a  Norman  Preach  Psalter  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

numerous  narratives  of  the  life,  martyrdom,  and  miracles 
of  Thomas  Becket  already  brought  together  in  one  of  the 
most  valuable  publications  in  the  "Rolls"  Series.  The 
parallel  is  a  very  close  and  a  very  striking  one.  Dr. 
Abbott  states  it  thus  : 

As  there  are  four  Gospels,  .so  were  there  four  Biographies 
of  St.  Thomas,  recognised  in  very  early  times  as  especially 
authoritative.  Tatian,  in  the  second  century,  made  a  har- 
mony of  the  four  Gospels,  called  Diatessaron :  Elias  of 
Evesham  made  a  harmony  of  the  four  BiogrAjihies,  and 
called  it  Quadrlhujiis.  lu  Lleudiug  the  four,  the  Diates- 
saron sometimes  alters,  sometimes  inserts,  sometimes  cou- 
fuses  one  with  the  other  :  so  does  the  Quadrilogus.  Again, 
Tatian's  Diatessaron  was  so  freely  remoulded  in  later  times 
that  the  text  of  the  Latin,  the  Arabic,  and  the  Armenian 
versions  hardly  ever  agree  together  against  the  revised 
text  of   the  orthodox  Gospels.     80,  too,  the  Quadrilogus 
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was  recast ;  uud  the  latest  voriiiou,  iuiiludiug  exiruutH  from 
Grim  and  Fitz^tephoQ,  and  addiug  legcudary  matter,  was 
the  first  to  be  given  to  the  world  iu  jiriut,  and  slill  holds 
the  usurped  title  of  The  Firtt  Qaadrilnjns.  The  fourth  of 
our  Gospels  was  written  long  after  the  three :  so  wm  the 
fourth  of  the  authoritative  Lives.  The  fourth  Gospel  pro- 
fesses to  be  written  by  one  who  kuew  Jesus  as  a  friend : 
the  fourth  Hiography  was  actually  written  by  St.  Thomas's 
intimate  friend  and  instructor  iu  Scripture.  That  (iospt;! 
makes  no  mention  of  demoniacs  and  recounts  few  miracles  • 
that  Biography  expressly  claims  that  it  is  written  in  order 
to  bring  out  the  Man,  and  implies  that  its  object  is  that 
the  Man  should  emerge  from  the  miracles  under  which  he 
was  iu  danger  of  being  smothered. 

Dr.  Abbott  has  therefore  thought  it  worth  while  to  issue, 
ns  a  precursor  to  his  greater  work,  a  very  careful  analysis 
of  tlie  historic  value  and  credibility  of  the  more  important 
documents  belonging  to  the  Thomas  Becket  cycle.  The 
result  is  a  couple  of  volumes  singularly  interesting,  not  only 
for  their  naive  human  matter  and  for  their  important  critical 
implications,  but  also  for  the  admirably  scholarly  and  sym- 
pathetic treatment  which  he  has  g^ven  them.  The  work 
falls  into  two  parts.  In  the  first,  Dr.  Abbott  compares, 
incident  by  incident,  the  various  narratives  of  the  martyr- 
dom given  by  St.  Thomas's  biographers,  checking  and 
correcting  one  by  another,  with  the  object  not  merely  of 
ascertaining  the  facts,  but  also  of  determining  the  relative 
value,  as  a  witness,  of  each  of  the  biographers,  and  of 
■establishing  the  causes  on  which  that  value  depends. 
With  his  conclusions  under  the  first  of  these  heads  we 
cannot  concern  ourselves  at  length.  One  point,  however,  of 
some  interest  emerges,  and  we  refer  to  it  because  it  illustrates 
the  reproduction  which  we  are  able  to  give  of  Dr.  Abbott's 
frontispiece.  Tradition,  as  represented,  for  instance,  by  the 
modern  versions  of  the  stqry  in  Stanley's  Memorials  of 
Canterbury  and  Tennyson's  Becket,  attributes  the  first 
murderous  blow  to  Tracy ;  and  the  especial  punishment 
which  he  is  supposed  to  have  incurred  gave  rise  to  the 
well-known  distich  : 

The  Tracys,  the  Tracys, 
Have  the  wind  in  their  faces. 

Dr.  Abbott,  however,  makes  it  quite  clear,  from  the 
evidence  of  the  most  competent  eye-witnesses,  that  the 
first  wound  was  really  given  by  Fitzurse,  and  that  the 
statement  that  his  blow  only  struck  off  the  martyr's  cap 
is  derived  from  the  narratives  of  those  who  were  also  eye- 
witnesses, but  were  so  placed  in  the  church  that  they 
could  not  see  precisely  what  happened.  A  very  pretty 
little  bit  of  investigation  !  In  a  concluding  chapter  to  the 
first  part  of  the  treatise  Dr.  Abbott  draws  some  general 
inferences,  which  apply  more  or  less  to  all  inquiries  of  the 
kind.  The  most  important  is,  that  no  rough-and-ready 
canon  can  be  established  for  determining  the  value  of  an 
early  account  as  compared  with  a  late  one.  Sometimes  a 
later  writer  interpolates  or  garbles  facts ;  but  sometimes 
also  he  corrects  them.  The  real  criterion  lies  in  the 
personalities  and  circumstances  of  the  narrators,  their 
opportunities  for  obtaining  accurate  information,  their 
desire  and  their  capacity  for  setting  down  precisely  what 
they  hear  or  observe,  and  not  confusing  it  with  what 
they  infer.  The  most  dangerous  sources  of  corrupted 
facts  in  later  accounts  are,  firstly,  the  tendency  to  give 


literal  interpretation  to  metaphorical  ezpreMioiu,  and, 
secondly,  the  Fallacy  of  the  FitneHs  of  Things,  the  desire 
that  a  great  tragedy  should  be  accomplished  under  tragic 
conditions,  that  a  saint  should  bohavo  throughout,  in  the 
Biuallngt  details,  up  to  saintly  ideals.  Of  the  importance 
to  bo  attached  mulatii  mutandii  to  an  eye-witness,  he  give* 
an  excellent  instance.  The  best  of  Becket's  biographers 
is  probably  Edward  Grim.  But  even  Grim  is  liable  to 
error  when  he  is  describing  Romething  which  he  did  not 
see.  This  is  (irim's  account  of  an  alleged  miraculous 
incident  in  Becket's  earlier  life  : 

One  day,  while  Thomas  was  hawking  with  bis  rich 
friend,  a  falcon,  following  a  wild  duck  and  just  catching 
it  as  it  dived,  was  itself  drawn  under  water.  For  pity  of 
the  perishing  falcon,  the  youth  dismounted,  and  leapt  into 
the  stream.  But  he  was  in  danger  of  drowning,  and  his 
friends  could  give  him  no  help.  Presently  he  drifted 
down  towards  a  mill-wheel.  Just  as  he  drew  close  to  ibe 
outrush  of  the  mill-stream,  the  wheel  stood,  and  did  not 
move  over  till  he  was  drawn  out,  alive,  but  terribly 
bruised.  But  his  bruises  were  healed  by  the  healing  hand 
of  the  Saviour,  who  protected  him  when  despaired  of  in 
the  waters. 

And  this  is  what,  according  to  an  eye-witness,  really 
happened : 

One  day,  the  two  went  out  hawking  and  came  to  a  rapid 
stream  crossed  by  nothing  but  a  footbridge.  The  knight, 
despising  the  danger,  went  over  first.  Thomas,  safe  and 
hooded,  inasmuch  as  he  anticipated  no  danger,  followed  iu 
bis  steps.  The  horse's  foot  slipped,  and  the  youth,  with  the 
horse  as  well,  fell  into  the  stream.  Torn  from  his  horse,  he 
was  hurried  down  to  the  mill-wheel,  when  suddenly  the 
miller  turned  oS  the  water.  The  knight  and  his  retinue 
followed  the  boy  with  cries  along  the  riverside.  Hearing 
their  voices  the  miller  came  out,  and  dragged  Thomas  out 
half  dead. 

The  second  part  of  the  book  deals  with  the  miracles 
wrought  upon  believers  in  the  martyr,  which  began  imme- 
diately upon  his  death.  Of  these  there  are  two  collections, 
both  made  by  monks  of  the  Canterbury  house.  Dr. 
Abbott  carefully  compares  the  methods  of,  and  the 
standard  of  evidence  required  by  these  two  chroniclers,  and 
where  they  g^ve  the  same  miracle,  prints  the  accounts  in 
parallel  columns.  He  is  firmly  convinced  as  to  the  genuine- 
ness— though,  of  course,  not  the  supernatural  character — 
of  at  least  the  earlier  miracles.  According  to  him  St. 
Thomas,  in  his  opposition  to  Henry,  played  a  popular  part. 
Rightly  or  wrongly,  he  was  widely  regarded  as  a  champion 
of  the  poor  and  oppressed.  And  his  death  caused  a  great 
wave  of  emotional  excitement,  in  the  swell  of  which  many- 
real  cures,  especially  of  nervous  diseases,  took  place. 
Afterwards,  when  the  cult  of  St.  Thomas  became  fashion- 
able even  among  the  wealthier  classes,  the  miracles 
recorded  degenerate.  More  of  them  become  trivial,  more 
of  them  become  on  a  priori  grounds  improbable,  more  of 
them  are  accepted  on  evidence  unworthy  of  credit.  His 
general  view  is  that,  barring  imposture,  miracles  wrought 
on  human  nature  are  substantially  to  be  recognised,  and 
miracles  wrought  on  non-human  nature  are  to  be  explninel 
as  the  result  of  linguistic  error,  or  of  too  literal  an  inter- 
pretation of  metaphor,  or  of  both. 

As  to  the  historical  position  of  Thomas  Becket,  and  the 
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possibility  of  such  a  wave  of  popular  emotion  as  Dr. 
Abbott  postulates,  the  secular  historians  must,  of  course, 
have  their  say.  From  the  scientific  point  of  view  Dr. 
Abbott's  fascinating  volumes  might  well  have  been  sup- 
plemented by  a  more  detailed  analysis  of  the  miracles 
wrought  on  human  nature,  with  the  object  of  ascertaining 
in  what  proportion  of  cases  the  cure  alleged  is  such  as 
strong  emotion  acting  on  the  nervous  system  could  be 
conceived  as  producing.  Paralysis,  well ;  eye  disease, 
well,  if  the  structure  remains,  and  the  optic  nerve  alone  is 
affected.  But  the  revivification  of  the  dead  ?  But  the 
sudden  disappearance  of  a  skin  disease  ?  But  the  resto- 
ration of  a  mutilated  organ  or  limb  ? 


Life  as  It  Should  Be. 

Memoirs  of  Admiral  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  Astleij  Cooper  Key. 
By  Yice-Admiral  P.  H.  Colomb.     (Methuen.) 

This  is  the  recorl  of  a  career  that  never  halted.  It 
shows  what  life  can  be  to  a  man  who  receives  some- 
thing from  his  parents,  and  makes  no  mistakes  of  his  own  ; 
ill  which  respect  it  has  the  force  and  neatness  of  a  parable. 
"We  shall  present  Key's  story  in  outline  as  a  picture  of  life 
as  it  should  be. 

Midshipman  Key  entered  the  Navy  in  the  last  years  of 
WiUiam  the  Fourth.  Steam  was  then  being  tried,  and  the 
boy  had  the  wit  to  see  that  this  power — still  the  scorn  of 
every  mess — was  to  be  supreme.  He  wrote  home  from 
Monte  Video :  "  After  much  consideration  and  mature 
deliberation,  I  have  come  to  the  determination  that  the 
only  way  to  get  on  in  the  service  by  one's  own  exertions, 
in  these  times  of  peace,  is  to  join  a  steamer  and  to  foUow 
it  up."  The  three  "  ations  "  are  terrible  to  quote,  but  this 
was  Key's  resolution.  He  boldly  quitted  the  Curacoa,  a 
sailing  war-ship  on  which  he  was  comfortable  and  popular, 
for  the  Gorgon,  a  paddle-steamer,  to  which  he  was  a  total 
stranger. 

On  the  paddle-ship  Key  wrote  :  "  Everj-  day  shows  me 
that  I  am  what  people  would  generally  call  very  fortunate 
wherever  I  go.  That  is  to  say,  I  am  peculiarly  favoured 
by  Providence  under  all  circumstances."  Just  then  the 
Gorgon  was  driven  ashore  by  a  storm  of  wind.  The  effects 
on  Key  were  two :  he  was  saved  from  going  to  the 
unhealthy  Gold  Coast  station,  to  which  the  Gorgon  had  been 
ordered  ;  and  the  task  of  mo^^ng  the  ship  gave  liim  such 
opportunities  of  showing  his  parts  that  he  was  mentioned 
in  despatches.  Key's  letters  at  this  time  show  him  eager, 
diligent,  and  happy.  He  read  Tredgold  on  the  Steam 
Engine  all  through  his  middle  watches,  and  learned  politics 
from  the  daughter  of  the  Moiite  Videan  prime  minister. 
"I  have  not  a  wish  ungratified,"  he  writes  in  a  welter  of 
good  luck^and  commendations. 

Next,  on^the  Bulldog,  Key  scoured  the  Mediterranean 
for  three' happy  years.  Vice- Admiral  Colomb  first  met 
Key  at  this  time,  and  he  remembers  "how  we  midship- 
men recognised  him  as  something  above  the  ordinary 
commanders  of  ships,  and  the  Bulldog  as  something 
different^ from  the  ordinary  steam  sloops.  We  understood 
-  her  to   I  e  in  what  was  called  '  beautiful  order,'  and  there 


was  a  look  of  grace  about  her  which  is  in  some  way  now 
mixed  up  in  my  mind  with  the  look  of  grace  which  it  was 
Key's  fortune  to  carry  about  in  himself."  "With  a  kind  of 
heartache  one  sees  the  sunshine  of  the  forties  gleaming 
on  Kej^  and  his  ship  as  he  races  from  Lisbon  to  London, 
from  Messina  to  Naples,  from  Palmas  Bay  to  Palermo,  his 
anchor  chains  ringing  bravely  in  every  harbour.  Those 
were  merry  times  ;  the  Mediterranean  shores  crackled  with 
insurrections,  and  the  Italian  States  were  in  ferment.  For 
Key  it  was  a  round  of  swift  voyages,  clearings  of  decks, 
despatches,  visits  to  glorious  towns  and  art  galleries, 
dances  at  Malta,  rescues  at  Messina.  "  Pray  for  me,"  he 
writes  ;  "I  fear  my  head  is  turned  at  times  by  j)rosperity." 
He  was  sent  to  Civita  Vecchia  to  offer  protection  to  the 
distracted  and  fugitive  Pio  Nono.  "What  a  mission  for  a 
young  man  of  twenty-seven !  The  Bulldog'' s  commission 
coming  to  an  end.  Key  settled  down  to  a  course  of  study 
at  Portsmouth.     But  his  star  went  on  shining,  shining. 

Just  when  Captain  Key  was  feeling  ready  for  sea  again, 
the  hook  of  a  top-block  fell  on  the  head  of  Captain  Patey 
of  the  Amphion,  and  Key,  "  being  on  the  spot,"  was 
appointed  to  act  "  in  temporary  command."  Meanwhile, 
war  with  Eussia  threatened.  Poor  Patey  tried  to  get 
well,  but  failed,  and  on  March  9,  185.3,  the  Amphion 
screw  frigate,  under  Key,  had  its  place  in  the  large  steam 
fleet  which  assembled  at  Spithead  to  take  farewell  of  the 
Queen  before  proceeding  to  the  Baltic.  The  operations 
of  the  combined  fleets  were  ponderous,  and  disappointing 
to  the  public ;  but  Key  found  his  opportunities.  Once, 
in  Kiel  Bay,  when  the  fleet  weighed  anchor  after  a  rough 
night,  Sir  Charles  Napier  signalled,  ^^  Amphion  very 
slack."  Key  had  two  anchors  to  weigh,  the  other  ships 
only  one  ;  and  he  writes :  "I  know  we  are  not  slack,  and 
shall  explain  it  to  Sir  C.  N.  when  I  see  him  ;  but  mean- 
while the  signal  weighs  on  me.  But  it  has  done  me 
good.  I  feel  it  has.  I  know  we  are  the  smartest  ship  in 
the  fleet,  and  I  will  make  him  own  it."  Napier  owned  it 
when  Key  presently  scared  the  town  of  Libavi  out  of  its 
municipal  senses.  At  Memel,  Key  found  that  his  mast 
was  rotten ;  lie  bought  a  tree,  took  the  old  mast  out,  and 
stepped  the  new  one,  in  the  open  roadstead,  earning  the 
astonished  thanks  of  the  Admiralty.  Never  did  his  career 
drag,  unless  love  made  it  seem  to  drag — for  he  was  keen 
to  marry. 

A  little  later  we  find  Key  captain  of  the  Devon- 
port  Steam  Ordinarj',  with  "  the  pretty  little  house  of 
Carhele,  near  Torpoint,  immediatelj'  opposite  the  dock- 
yard," and  a  gig  to  take  him  across  the  water  to  Keyham 
every  beautiful  spring  morning.  Next,  as  captain  of  the 
Excellent  he  is  "  moderator  in  a  tremendous  experimental 
revolution  "  in  naval  artillery.  Then  in  a  gale  of  promo- 
tion Hear- Admiral  Key  becomes  Director-General  of  Naval 
Ordnance,  and,  again,  Eear- Admiral  Superintendent  of 
Portsmouth  Dockyard.  Key's  difficulties  and  failures  did 
but  switch  him  on  to  surer  lines  to  success.  He  was 
deprived  of  one  post  after  another  by  Mr.  Childers.  He 
was  sent  to  Malta  only  to  be  recalled  by  telegraph  to 
Greenwich  and  £2,000  a  year.  As  well  try  to  stop  a  train 
of  gunpowder,  that  had  been  fired,  from  exploding  as  bar 
Key's  way  to  the  Admiralty.  He  arrived  there,  as  First 
Sea    Lord,  in   1879,  and  was  concerned  in  planning  the- 
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bombardment  of  Alexandria  in  1882.  Nor  did  I'rovidence 
mar  the  span  and  sj-mmetry  of  a  life  in  which  leisure  had 
ever  found  somo  jilnce.  There  was  a  little  rest,  a  little 
folding  of  tlio  liands  to  sleep  ;  and  down  at  Maidenhead 
they  know  how  Admiral  the  Ri(j^ht  Honourable  Sir  Astley 
Cooper  Key  played  the  country  gentleman,  and  how, 
when  he  had  fought  for  the  ashes  of  his  fathers,  be  gave 
of  his  wisdom  and  his  substance  to  the  Church. 


k 


A    French    Critic. 


Manual  0/  the  History  of  French  Literature.  By  Ferdinand 
Brunetiere.  Translated  by  Ealph  Derechef.  (Fisher 
Unwin.     12s.) 

The  notable  critics  may  be  divided  into  two  orders.  Firstly, 
the  great  original  critics,  represented  in  ]']nglaiid  by  such 
men  as  Coleridge,  Lamb,  Matthew  Arnold,  and  others 
more  recent,  on  whom  Time  has  yet  to  set  his  seal. 
Secondly,  the  painstaking  and  derivative  critics,  who  build 
on  the  achievements  of  the  former  class.  On  the  men  of 
the  first-mentioned  order  criticism  depends  for  its  progress : 
to  them  fall  tlie  great  discoveries,  they  bring  to  the  fore 
neglected  reputations,  lighten  on  the  illuminative  critical 
principles  which  are  gi-adually  adopted  by  lesser  men. 
But  they  seldom  codify  their  results.  Their  mission  is 
ex2)loration  ;  and  occupied  in  revealing  the  terrac  ineogniiae 
of  criticism,  they  will  not  face  the  drudgery  of  drawing 
complete  charts  of  critical  geography.  This  falls  to  the 
men  of  the  second  class ;  lesser,  but  still  valuable — nay, 
invaluable.  They  have  no  special  insight,  they  profit  by 
the  labours  of  the  first  class,  and  are  liable  to  go  astray 
where  they  cannot  lean  upon  such  assistance  in  their  judg- 
ments. But  they  are  gifted  with  patience,  sobriety,  clear- 
ness, and  method.  Without  them  we  should  have  no  great 
histories  of  literature,  but  only  isolated  essays  on  literary 
history,  critical  principle,  or  individual  authors.  The  first 
class  are  the  beacons  in  the  seas  of  criticism,  by  whose 
light  others  sail.  The  second  class  systematise  the  conclu- 
sions of  the  great  original  critics,  and  (so  to  speak)  chart 
out  tlie  seas  for  literary  sailors.  They  compile  full 
geographies  of  the  regions  which  the  critical  discoverers 
have  explored.  As  the  Thomists  codified  and  systematised 
the  philosophy  of  Aquinas,  the  Cartesians  that  of  Descartes, 
80  they  codify  the  results  of  tlie  critical  geniuses.  Aris- 
totle of  old,  Hegel  to  a  lesser  degree  in  recent  times,  may 
be  exceptions ;  but,  as  a  rule,  the  critic  of  genius,  and 
especially  the  modem  critic  of  genius,  will  not  systematise 
his  results.  Hence  the  second  order  of  critics  is  a  neces- 
sity. Men  of  this  order  may  be  said  to  have  second-hand 
minds.  But  the  second-hand  mind,  within  its  own  province, 
is  a  needful  complement  to  the  first-hand  mind. 

Of  this  second  critical  order  M.  Brunetiere  is  an 
excellent  type.  He  has  its  limitations.  His  independent 
judgments  on  authors  we  should  regard  with  caution.  He 
has  the  professorial  mind  :  its  shrinking  from  bold  novelty, 
its  timorous  clinging  to  the  accustomed,  its  routine  fondness 
fat  the  slightly  obvious.  We  could  imagine  his  half- 
frightened   and   disliking   recoil   from   the   daring   meta- 


phorical style  of  Shakespeare,  were  he  not  coerced  by 
weight  of  authority,  as  one  sees  it  in  M.  Toine.  But  he 
has  only  French  authors  to  treat,  and  his  virtues  are 
therefore  more  prominent  than  his  defects.  He  hsa 
eminently  the  best  virtues  of  the  professorial  mind.  He 
skirks  no  labour,  is  minutely  careful,  rests  his  judgment 
on  the  best  precedents,  and  possesses  the  instinct  of  orderly 
clearness.  That  is  a  French  virtue,  and  is  esi>ecially  the 
virtue  of  M.  Brunetiere.  With  all  his  minute  care,  he 
observes  exact  subordination  and  proportion ;  he  has  his 
intricate  material  well  in  hand.  This  quality  makes  his 
book  even  original,  though  we  have  refused  to  class  him 
with  the  great  original  critics.  It  is  original,  were  it 
merely  for  its  sing^ularlj  scientific  scheme,  carried  out  with 
perfect  method  and  perspective  to  the  uttermost  detail. 
Perspective,  that  is  the  g^eat  excellence  of  this  work. 
With  all  his  minuteneps,  he  knows  what  to  omit,  and  omits 
boldly,  securing  at  once  lucidity,  and  that  quality  seldom 
wedded  to  lucidity — precise  perspicuity. 

Students'  manuals  are  divided  between  two  aims.  The 
one  is  to  present  a  sequent  review  of  literary  history  ;  the 
other  to  give  the  student  a  full  synopsis  of  the  leading 
facts  and  authorities.  Hitherto  one  has  had  to  be  taken, 
the  other  left.  To  combine  the  two  has  meant  lumbering 
confusion.  By  his  admirable  scheme,  M.  Brunetiire  has 
combined  the  two  without  any  confusion.  He  extends 
the  principle  of  the  footnote.  Along  the  top  of  each 
page  runs  a  scientific  and  excellent  review  of  French 
literary  history,  presenting  with  extreme  lucidity  its  evolu- 
tion and  connexions.  The  rest  of  the  page  is  occupied 
by  notes,  detached  from  the  text  and  having  their  own 
sequence,  yet  serving  as  a  commentary  on  the  text ;  which 
give,  in  small  print  and  a  compressed  form,  the  leading 
facts  and  authorities  regarding  the  Ufe  and  works  of  each 
author  mentioned  in  the  text.  These  notes  include  even 
brief  criticism,  and  enable  the  student  to  consult  all  the 
sources  necessary  for  a  proper  study  of  the  author  under 
notice.  They  contain  also  such  collateral  matter  as  bears 
on  literarj'  periods.  The  style  adopted  is  much  that 
which  a  student  might  use  for  marginal  notes  on  his 
lectures.  This  feature  alone  renders  the  book  superior 
to  any  manual  of  the  kind  which  we  have  in  English ; 
and  we  hope  to  see  the  method  followed  by  our  own 
writers. 

M.  Brunetiere  has  adopted  the  evolutionary  method  in 
studying  literature,  and  (as  he  says)  pays  chief  attention 
to  the  influence  of  icorks  on  works,  rather  than  to  that  of 
environment,  though  the  latter  is  not  excluded.  The 
results  are  largelj-  excellent,  though  not  free  from  some 
debatable  consequences.  He  rightly  insists  on  periods 
of  transition,  and  omits  one  or  two  eminent  writers  whom 
he  considers  to  have  been  uninfluential  in  literary  history 
— Mme.  do  Sevigne  and  Saint-Simon.  This  will  c«ute 
(^cuBsion ;  but,  as  he  saj-s,  a  method  must  be  carrie<l  to 
its  consequences.  As  a  student's  manual,  we  do  not 
hesitate  to  pronoimce  it  the  very  best  which  has  yet  been 
translated  into  English,  and,  on  the  whole,  the  best 
existing  in  French.  It  is  an  example  of  systematised 
critical  history  for  which  wc  thank  the  author,  and  which 
should  take  rank  as  a  work  of  permanent  value,  worthy 
of  his  scholarly  reputation. 
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Mr.  Henley  to   Order. 
London    Typen.     By  "William  Nicholson.     With   Quator- 

zains  by  W.  E.  Henley.  (Heinemann.  03.) 
Only  once  in  this  book  is  the  artist  at  his  best  and  the 
poet  really  vital,  and,  curiously,  it  is  at  the  same  moment : 
Mr.  Nicholson  in  his  figuration  of  a  Beefeater  and  Mr. 
Henley  in  the  accompanying  lines.  Mr.  Nicholson's 
picture  has  that  grave,  strong  dignity  of  which  he  has  the 
secret.  The  Yeoman  of  the  Guard  stands  square  as  the 
grey  tower  behind  him,  noble  and  tried  and  true.  The 
work,  though  it  is  but  a  few  inches  square,  would  not  look 
mean  if  it  were  hung  in  the  Velasquez  room  of  the 
National  Gallery,  such  is  its  nobility  and  sincerity 
and  austere  force.  Mr.  Henley's  quatorzain,  though  not 
80  fine  as  the  picture,  has  dignity,  and  distinction,  and 
a  thrill  of  life  which  we  miss  in  the  remainder  of  his 
verses  here.     This  is  it : 

His  beat  lies  knee-high  through  a  dust  of  story— 

A  dust  of  terror  and  torture,  grief  and  crime ; 

Ghosts  that  are  England's  wonder,  shame,  and  glory, 

Throng  when  he  walks,  an  antic  of  old  time ; 

A  sense  of  long  immedicable  tears 

Were  ever  with  him,  could  his  ears  but  heed  ; 

The  stern  Hicjaceta  of  our  bloodiest  years 

Are  for  his  reading,  had  he  eyes  to  read  ; 

But  here,  where  Ceookback  raged  and  Cranmer  trimmed, 

And  More  and  Strafford  faced  the  axe's  proving, 

He  shows  that  Crown  the  desperate  Colonel  nimmed, 

Or  simply  keeps  the  Country  Cousin  moving. 

And  stays  such  Cockney  pencillers  as  would  shame 
The  wall  where  some  dead  Queen  hath  traced  her  name. 

The  explanation  of  the  circumstance  that  only  in  this  type 
are  Mr.  Nicholson  and  Mr.  Henley  really  worthy  of  them- 
selves is  simple:  therein  is  the  only  subject  worthy  of 
them.  The  Beefeater  is  symbolic  of  so  much  that  is  grand 
and  lamentable,  so  much  that  appeals  to  poet  and  painter. 

By  the  rest  of  the  book  we  are  never  moved :  we  are 
only  interested.  Mr.  Nicholson's  presentments  are  striking 
and  remarkably  dexterous,  but  they  do  no  more  than 
titiUate.  Mr.  Henley's  verses  are  virile  and  deft,  but  they 
are  little  more  than  good  evidence  that  he  has  observed 
well  and  is  a  master  craftsman.  This  is  an  excellent 
character-sketch,  for  example,  of  a  coster  girl  : 

'Liza's  old  man^s  perhaps  a  little  shady, 
'Liza's  old  woman's  prone  to  hooze  and  cringe ; 
But  'Liza  deems  herself  a  perfect  lady, 
And  proves  it  in  her  feathers  and  her  fringe, 
For  'Liza  has  a  hloJce  her  heart  to  cheer. 
With  pearlies  and  a  barrer  and  a  jack. 
So  all  the  vegetables  of  the  year 
Are  duly  represented  on  her  back. 
Her  boots  are  sacrifices  t,o  her  hats, 
Which  knock  you  over — like  a  load  of  bricks  ! 
Her  summer  velvets  dazzle  Wanstead  Flats, 
And  cost,  at  times,  a  good  eigbteen-and-six. 
Withal,  outside  the  gay  and  giddy  whirl, 
'Liza's  a  stupid,  straight,  hard-working  girl. 

And  this,  of  a  barmaid,  says  practically  everything,  short 
of  the  dark  side  of  her  life,  which  was  not  exactly  nee  led 
under  the  circumstances : 

Though,  if  you  ask  her  name,  she  says  Elise, 
Being  plain  Elizabeth  :  e'en  let  it  piss, 


And  own  that,  if  her  aspirates  take  their  ease, 
She  ever  makes  a  point,  in  washing  glass, 
Handling  the  engine,  turning  taps  for  tots, 
And  countering  change,  and  scorning  what  men  say, 
*    Of  posing  as  a  dove  among  the  pots, 
Is'or  often  gives  her  dignity  away. 
Her  head's  a  work  of  art,  and,  if  her  eyes 
Be  tired  and  ignorant,  she  has  a  waist ; 
Cheaply  the  mode  she  shadows ;  or  she  tries 
From  penny  novels  to  amend  her  taste ; 

And,  having  mopped  the  zinc  for  certain  years. 
And  faced  the  gas,  she  fades  and  disappears. 
But  one  cannot  help  feeling  that  Mr.  Henley  has  been 
to  some  extent  wasted  over  this  work.  To  call  upon  him 
to  sum  up  the  external  characteristics  of  the  sandwich- 
man  is  rather  like  harnessing  a  war  horse  to  the  shafts. 
This  is  how  Mr.  Henley  has  wreaked  himself  on  the 
task : 

And  in  the  gutter,  squelching  a  rotten  boot, 
Draped  in  a  wrap  that,  modish  ten  year  syne, 
Partners,  obscene  with  sweat  and  grease  and  soot, 
A  horrible  hat,  that  once  was  just  as  fine ; 
The  drunkard's  mouth  a- wash  for  something  drinkable, 
The  drunkard's  eye  alert  for  casual  toppers, 
The  drunkard's  neck  stooped  to  a  lot  scarce  thinkable, 
A  living,  crawling  blazonry  of  Hot  Coppers, 
He  trails  his  mildevsrs— with  a  Kingdom-Come 
Compact  of  suusage-und-mash  and  two-c'-riun! 
The  machinery  is  too  tremendous.      A  lesser  man  could 
have  done  it  in  a  way  much  more  to  the  point. 


Phases  of  My  Life. 


By  Francis  Pigou,  D.D. 


It  has  been  wisely  laid  down  that  every  village  clergy- 
man ought  to  write  the  history  of  his  own  parish.  We 
think  it  no  less  reasonable  that  every  Dean  should  be 
expected  to  publish  a  volume  of  good  stories.  Such  a 
book  as  this  of  Dean  Pigou's  shows  what  happy  results 
might  follow.  It  is  a  Niagara  of  anecdote,  a  rushing  and 
a  radiant  tide  of  Deanery  humour.  And  Dean  Pigou  is 
so  whole-hearted !  He  teUs  us  how  people  wrestle  with 
his  name :  call  him  Pigue,  Pigout,  Pigoe,  Puegou,  Pico, 
the  Eev.  Mr.  Puggie,  Pickles,  and— after  forty  years  in 
the  vineyard — the  Eev.  Mr.  Pagan.  After  this  we  know 
what  to  expect :  we  have  caught  our  Dean,  and  have  only 
to  enjoy  him. 

And  Dean  Pigou  is  enjoyable.  He  had  a  Scotch 
gardener,  and  whenever  guests  were  expected  it  rained. 
Once  during  an  "At  Home  "  it  rained,  and  "  I  remarked 
to  my  gardener,  '  Our  usual  fate,  Ogg.'  '  Well,  Mr. 
Yicar,  we've  long  wanted  rain,  and  if  you  had  asked  a 
few  more  folk  we  should  have  had  aboondant  showers.' " 
The  Dean  knows  parish  clerks.  Said  one  of  these 
officers  to  another :  "Do  you  have  matins  in  your 
church  ?  "  "  No,  we  prefer  linoleum."  Another  clerk 
gave  out  in  church:  "Let  us  sing  to  the  praise  and  glory 
of  God  a  hymen  of  my  own  composure."  A  counterpart 
to  the  lady  who  loved  "  Mesopotamia"  was  the  lady  who 
asked  our  Dean  to  read  at  her  bedside  "  that  beautiful 
lesson  .  .  .  there  was  summat  about  greaves  in  it."  The 
Dean  read  her  1  Samuel  xvii.  "  She  listened  with  arms  out- 
btretched,  and  made  no  comment  until  I  came  tj  the  verse, 
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'  He  liad  greaves  of  brass  upon  his  legs.'  At  this  she 
raised  hor  linnds  in  ecstasy,  and  said  :  '  Ah,  them  greaves : 
them  beautiful  greaves : '"  There  is  a  deal  of  sub- 
pliilosophy  in  tliis  story.  The  Dean  tells  u»— and  it  is  an 
illuminating  statement— that  many  clergymen  cannot  trust 
tliemselves  to  repeat  the  most  familiar  prayers  of  the 
liturgy  from  meniory,  and  he  tells  how  Archdeacon 
Sinclair  was  much  jjut  out  because  he  (Dean  Pigou)  sat 
directly  boliind  him  at  a  public  meeting.  Our  author  was 
puzzled,  but  understood  all  when  the  Archdeacon  removed 
his  hat  and  knelt  to  pray.  In  the  crown  of  his  hat  was 
printed  in  large  typo,  "Prevent  us,  0  Lord,"  &c.  Another 
good  story  is  that  of  the  newly  appointed  Vicar  who  asked 
the  parish  clerk  whether  people  ever  used  the  church 
during  week-days  for  private  prayer  and  meditation  :  "  / 
ketched  two  or  three  of  'em  at  it  the  other  day,"  was  the 
answer. 

A  story  of  the  forbidding  of  banns:  A  poor  woman 
had  been  carefully  instructed  by  the  Dean,  then  a  Vicar, 
how  to  forbid  the  banns  of  her  son  at  St.  Clement  Danes 
Church  ;  she  was  to  rise  and  say  quietly,  "  I  forbid  them." 
..."  Several  loving  couples  were  in  the  church  looking 
forward  to  their  marriage  next  day.     The  Curate  began, 

'  1  publish  the  Banns  of  Marriage '      "Without  waiting 

to  hear  who  they  were,  she  sprang  to  her  feet,  waved  the 
gingham  over  lier  head  frantically,  and  exclaimed:  '/ 
fori  ids  them  all— all— all !'  The  consternation  which  followed 
is  better  imagined  than  described.  The  Vestry  was  filled 
with  Edwins  and  Angelinas  to  know  'who  this  old  fool 
was.'  In  the  general  tumult  I  called  a  hansom  and  made 
good  my  escape."  We  have  never  handled  a  volume  of 
reminiscences  so  crammed  with  good  stories  as  this.  We 
have  quoted  at  random,  and  as  our  eye  alights  on  the 
line:  "What  stories  and  anecdotes  I  could  tell  about 
Bishops!"  we  close  the  book  in  a  laughing  despair. 
(Edward  Arnold.     I63.) 


ToM  Tug  and  Othees. 


By  Mbs.  Dew-Smith. 


A  year  or  so  ago  there  appeared  a  very  charming  book, 
half  practical,  half  whimsical,  about  gardening.  It  was 
called  Confidences  of  an  Amateur  Gardener,  was  reprinted 
from  the  Autolycus  columns  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  and 
was  the  work  of  Mrs.  Dew-Smith.  This  lady  now  offers 
u  book  about  domestic  animals,  written  in  the  same 
pleasant,  humorous  strain,  and  reprinted  from  the  same 
journal.  The  volume  gives  the  point  of  view  of  a  woman 
of  culture  who  is  an  amused  observer  of  natural 
phenomena.  Nothing  that  dog  or  cat  or  hen  or  ancient 
gardener  can  do  is  lost  upon  her.  She  has  eyes  for  every 
Bfarden  and  farm-yard  oddity,  and  a  very  liberal  well  of 

mffection  and  sympathy  too.     Here  is  a  specimen  of  the 

night  fare  provided  in  'Tom  Tug  : 

The  baby  donkey,  with  a  couple  of  shy  young  heifers,  is 
busy  grazing  iu  the  paddock,  which  is  separated  from  the 
field,  iu  which  the  colts  tear  round  and  round,  by  the 
fence.  The  heifers  look  shyly  at  us,  and  "back"  away. 
But  the  baby  donkey  knows  no  fear.  As  we  apiiroach  he 
looks  up,  lud,  gi\-ing  his  head  a  toss,  comes  up  to  indulge 
in  the  usual  impertinences  and  receive  the  usual  caresses. 
As  I  look  at  hiuj,  I  wonder  if  there  exists  anywhere  else  a 
more  fiiscinatiug  person  than  this  baby  donkey,  with  his 
Whitechiipel  fringe  hanging  heavily  over  his  forehead,  his 


heavily-fringed  brown  eyes  with  depths  of  liquid  blue,  bU 
soft  grey  nose,  bis  elegant  little  legs,  and  tiny  bf>ofii,  with 
which   he  can   give  such  imjietuous,  viuiuus  little  kick*. 
He  is  packed  full  of  bewitching  naughtiness,  which  sparkle* 
in   his  eyes  and  expresses   itself  in  delightful  impulaw 
gestures.    His  manner  is  a  charming   mixture   of    im- 
pertinence   and    coaxing,    intenpersed    with   oocadonal 
nonchalant  tosses  of  the  Iiead. 
The  book  throughout  is  thus  gossipy  and  cheerj-,  and  we 
recommend  it  heartily  for  purposes  of  agreeable  pa«tiine. 
There  are  clever  illustrations.     (Seeley.     68.) 


A  Highland  SuBALTEUif.       By  W.  GoRDOK-AutxAirDEB, 
A  remarkable  thing  about  this  book,  the  full  title  of 
which  is  Recolleetimm  of  a  Highland  Subaltern,  is  the  manner 
of  its  inception.   Mr.  Gordon-Alexander  had  as  rich  a  store 
of  memories  of  the  Mutiny  as  any  man :  his  regiment  was 
the  93rd  under  Colin  Campbell.     But  they  remained  with 
himself  until  last  year.     A  correspondent  of  the  Stantiard 
had  expressed  an  opinion  tliat,   even  at  this  late  date, 
someone  must  surely  be  alive  who  could  settle  the  vexed 
question    as    to  who  was   the  fint  of  all  to   enter  the 
breach    of    the    Sikandarbagh    on  November   16,    1857, 
at    the     relief    of    Lucknow    by    Sir    Colin    Campbell. 
About  two  months  later  Mr.   Gordon-Alexander  sent   a 
reply  to  this  inquiry  to  the  Standard,  prefacing  it  with 
these  remarks :   "  Having  kept  a  diary  during  the  whole 
of  the   Indian  Mutiny  campaigns  of   my  regiment,  and 
having  been  one  of  the  four  leading  officers  to  enter  the 
breach   at  the  Sikandarbogh  on  November  IG,   1857,   I 
think  I  am  in  a  position  to  give  a  full  and  satisfactory- 
answer  to  your  correspondent  '  Inquirer.'  "     This  refer- 
ence to  his  diary  brought  Mr.  Gordon-Alexander  several 
letters,  suggesting  that  his  records  should  be  published.    At 
that  time  Mr.  Gordon- Alexander  does  not  appear  to  have 
read  the  standard  histories   and  biographies  which  deal 
with  the  Mutiny.     But  once  his  interest  in  the  literature  of 
those  terrible  days  was  aroused,  he  turned  to  Kaye  and 
Malleson's  History  of  the  Indian  Mutiny,  and  was  surprised 
to  find  "  how  my  old  friend  Malleson's  accounts  of  the 
storming    of    the    Sikandarbagh    and    Shah    Najaf    on 
November    16,    1857 ;   of    the   storming  of  the  Begam 
Kothi  on  March  11,  1858;  and  of  the  miserable  business 
of  the  repulse  of  General  Walpole  at  Runja  on  April  15, 
1858,  bristled  with  inaccuracies."     Moreover,  Mr.  Gordon- 
Alexander  found — and  it  is  a  curious  reflection  in  these 
days  when  campaigns  become  books  within  a  month  of 
their  completion — that  there  are  very  few  records  of  the 
Mutiny  in  print  which  claim  to  have  been  written  down  by 
eye-witnesses  within  a  short  time  of  the  occurrence  of  the 
events.     Hence  our  author  began  to  think  more  highly  of 
the  diary  which  had  lain  so  long  in  his  desk.     He  now 
gives  it  to  the  world  as  an  accurate  diary  of  events  kept  at 
the  time.     When   this  is  said,  we  have  said  all  that  is 
necessary.     Mr.  Gordon-Alexander's  corrections  of  Malle- 
son  and  other  authorities  are  interesting,    to  some  they 
will  be  deeply  interesting.     But  it  would  be  rash  to  say 
that  they  are  very  important,  or  likely  to  arrest  the  general 
public.     They  give  a  certain  spice  to  one  more  stirring 
narrative  of   personal   experience  of  the  Mutiny.      The 
book  is  written  in  a  style  of  soldierly  plainness,  and  it  is 
admirably  produced.     (Edward  Arnold.     16s.) 
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M18S  Mary  E.  Wilkixs. 


Some  of  Oce  Neighbours.  By  Mary  E.  Wilkixs. 

In  this  little  book  Miss  Wilkim,  abandoning  fiction  for  the 
■while,  c  mtributes  something  t  )t)iat  storeof  agreeable  gossip 
of  which  Miss  Mitf  ird's  Our  Village  laid  the  foundations. 
The  plan  is  very  simple  and  very  attractive  ;  and  it  is 
better  to  serve  up  one's  neighbours  in  this  way  than,  as 
young  novelists  are  apt  to  do,  one's  uncles  and  aunts. 
Miss  Wilkins  has  every  qualification  for  making  a  charming 
book :  the  eccentric,   or  self-willed  or  blighted  [old  maid 

and  old  man  are  her 
'      '^  "•  '    '  "  particular    game,  and 

as  such  folk  are  the 
salt  of  village  his- 
tories, this  little  book 
is  as  salty  as  the  sea. 
Miss  Wilkins's  neigh- 
bours are  Timothy 
Samson ;  the  Wise 
Man,  and  Little  Mar- 
gery Snell;  the  Vil- 
lage Runaway ;  Cyrus 
Emmett :  the  Unlucky 
Man,  and  Phebe  Ann 
Little:  the  Neat 
Woman  ;  Amanda 
Todd:  the  Friend  of 
Cats,  and  Lydia  Whee- 
lock :  the  Good  Woman.  She  describes  also  a  Quilting 
Bee,  and  an  Apple-Paring  Bee,  and  a  Christmas  Sing ; 
so  that  by  the  time  the  book  is  done  we  know  Miss 
Wilkins's  village  as  well  as  we  know  Miss  Mitford's. 
There  are  memories  of  Cranford,  too,  in  this  tiny  volume, 
and  of  Thrums. 

This  is  what  happened  at  the  Quilting  Bee,  which  is 
the  same  thing  precisely  as  a  Spelling  Bee,  except  that 
instead  of  meeting  to  spell  the  company  meet  to  make 
quilts ;  and  after  the  real  work  is  over  recreation  is  per- 
mitted : 

First  they  played  games  :  Copenhagen  and  post-office, 
roll  the  cover,  and  the  rest.  Young  aad  old  played  except 
Brama  Lincolu  and  her  beau ;  they  sat  on  the  sofa  and 
were  suspected  of  holding  each  other's  hands  under  cover 
of  her  pink  flounces.  Many  thought  it  very  silly  in  them, 
but  when  Lurinda  Soell  told  Mrs.  Weelock  of  it  next  day  she 
said  that  she  thought  there  were  many  worse  things  to  be 
ashamed  of  than  love. 

Lurinda  Snell  played  the  games  with  great  enjoyment ; 
she  is  very  small  and  wiry,  and  could  jump  for  the  rolling 
cover  like  a  cricket.  Lurinda,  in  spite  of  her  bitterness 
over  her  lonely  estate,  and  her  evident  leaning  toward  Mr. 
Lucius  Downey,  is  really  very  maidenly  in  some  respects. 
She  always  caught  the  cover  before  it  stopped  rolliug,  and 
withdrew  her  hands  before  they  were  slapped  in  Copen- 
hagen, whereas  Loltie  Green  almost  invariably  failed  to  do 
so,  and  was,  in  consequence,'  kissed  so  many  times  by  Mr. 
Downey  that  nearly  everybody  was  smiling  and  tittering 
about  it. 

However,  Lurinda  Snell  was  exceedingly  ti'lgety  when 
post-office  was  played,  and  Lucius  Downey  had  so  many 
letters  for  Lottie  Green,  and  finally  she  succeeded  in 
putting  a  stop  to  the  game.  The  post-office  was  in  the 
front  entry,  and  of  course  the  parlour  door  was  closed 
during  the  delivery  of  the  letters,  and  Lurinda  objected  to 


that.     She  said  the  room  was  so  warm  with  the  entry  door 

shut  that  she  began  to  feel  a  buzzing  in  her  head,  which 

was   always   dangerous  in  her  family.     Her  grandfather 

had  been   overheated,  been  seized  with   a  buzzing  in  his 

head,   and  immediately   dropped   dead,   and   so  had   her 

father.     When    she  said  tbat  people  looked  anxiously  at 

*  Lurinda ;    her  face  was  flushed,  and  the  post-office  was 

given  up  and  the  entry  door  opened. 

It  is,  you  see,  quite  small  beer,  but  very  pretty  and  human, 

and    as     Miss    Wilkins    chronicles    it,   it   is    necessarily 

charming.     We  reproduce  the  frontispiece-portrait  of  the 

author.    (Dent.     2s.  6d.  net.) 


Charmides.      ,  By  Gascoigne  Mackie. 

Old  Oxford  men  who  have  tender  memories  of  under- 
graduate life  should  be  pleased  with  Charmides,  a  little 
collection  of  poems  by  Mr.  Gascoigne  Mackie  which  Mr. 
Blackwell,  of  Oxford,  has  just  published  in  a  limited 
edition.  Charmides  belongs  to  the  genus  of  Thyrm  and 
Lycidas.  Charmides  was  the  poet's  friend,  and  here  the 
poet  offers  him  the  meed  of  a  melodious  tear.  It  is  a  sad 
little  book,  now  and  then  so  intimate  that  the  stranger, 
reading,  hesitates  to  continue.  The  technique  is  good, 
but  the  beauty  is  the  beauty  rather  of  penetrating  melan- 
choly —  the  sense  of  loss  —  than  of  any  exquisite,  fine 
collocation  of  words.     Here  is  one  of  the  poems  : 

Do  you  remember  once  past  Osney  town 
Along  the  dusty  road  of  bridges,  we 
Turned  up  to  Wytham  woods  ? — 

That  happy  dny 
The  air  was  full  of  butterflies.     They  seemed 
Like  flying  flowers :  some  hovered  in  the  grass, 
Brown  as  the  earth,  and  humbly  beautiful: 
And  twain  in  mazy  rings  from  briar  to  briar 
Went  eddying  down  the  edges  of  the  copse  : 
Others  aloft,  around  the  saffron-leaf'd 
Oak-sapling,  flitted  ;  and  one  alighting,  trembling 
Upon  the  apex  of  a  lilac  thistle. 
Opened  and  clasped  her  scintillating  wings — 
Ah  I     Shepherd  of  the  blue  Sicilian  hills. 
These  pastoral  slopes,  no  less  than  thine,  and  these 
Melodious  woodlands  and  mercurial  brooks 
Are  lovelier  for  the  Spirit  that  hath  fled. 

"  Do  you  remember  ?  " — which  can  be  one  of  the  saddest 
of  phrases — is  the  theme  of  the  book.  (Oxford  :  Blackwell. 
Is.  6d.) 

Postscript. 

Me.  G.  a.  Aitkex,  having  completed  his  edition  of  The 
Spectator,  has  now  turned  his  attention  to  The  Taller,  which 
he  is  editing  in  four  volumes  for  Messrs.  Duckworth.  The 
first  two  volumes  lie  before  us.  They  are  stately  and  very 
presentable,  with  a  generous  page  and  an  excellent 
portrait  of  Steele,  in  the  first,  and  Addison,  in  the  second. 
Mr.  Aitken's  notes  are  clear  and  scholarly.  The  edition 
promises  to  be  the  most  handsome  extant. 

In  the  new  collection  of  papers  by  "A  Son  of  the 
Marshes,"  which  is  entitled  Drift  from  Longshore 
(Hutchinson),  Mrs.  J.  A.  Owen,  the  naturalist's  skilful  and 
agreeable  editor,  supplies  some  topograjihical  details  for 
the  benefit  of  readers  who  wish  to  know  more  of  the 
country  described.    The  paternal  "  marshes,"  it  seems,  are 
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in  Kent,  and  Milton-next-Sittingboume  is  their  centre. 
This  book  is  not,  liowever,  entirely  gfiven  to  tliat  district, 
for  in  one  of  the  papers  certain  parts  of  Sussex  are 
■described,  witli  all  the  author's  raciness,  and  the  legend  of 
the  ])ovir8  Dyke,  near  Brighton,  is  retold.  Therein  the 
Devil  figures  as  "  Brimstone." 

One  by  one  the  contributors  to  Punch  unmask  themselves. 
Anotlicr  identity  is  disclosed  by  the  Papers  from  Punch 
(Elkin  Mathews),  the  little  book  of  harmless  but  some- 
what exiguous  pleasantries  which  lies  before  us.  The 
author  is  Mr.  Dewey  Browne,  and  his  genre  is  the  genre  of 
Mr.  AshT)y  Sterry.  The  pupil,  however,  is  behind  the 
master.  Sometimes  Mr.  Browne  writes  in  proso  and  some- 
times in  verse.  His  humour,  we  must  confess,  is  of  an 
earlier  decade. 

In  The  New  Home  (Constable),  by  Mrs.  C.  S.  Peel,  we 
have  another  practical  work  addressed  to  the  young  couple. 
Herein  Mrs.  Peol  offers  advice  on  furnishing,  "treating  of 
the  arrangement,  decoration,  and  furnishing  of  a  house  of 
medium  size,  to  be  maintained  by  a  moderate  income." 
Mrs.  Peel  believes  in  china  on  the  walls  and  pots  of  ferns 
•on  fragile  tripods.  She  also  provides  suggested  decorations 
for  night-nursery,  day-nursery,  and  schoolroom,  which 
•seems  to  indicate  some  elasticity  in  the  use  of  the  word 
"moderate"  as  applied  to  income.  But  there  never  was 
a  book  of  this  kind  yet  published  that  was  not  of  some 
use,  positive  or  negative,  and  hence  we  recommend  it  to 
'the  betrothed  very  heartily. 

Mrs.  Langloli  Pfirker  has  followed  her  collection  of 
^lustralian  Legendary  Talen  with  a  sequel,  More  Auntralian 
Legendary  Tales  (Nutt),  which  also  has  an  introduction  by 
Mr.  Lang.  These  stories,  which  have  been  drawn  from 
various  tribes  of  Blacks,  are  interesting  to  the  folklorist 
rather  than  to  the  ordinary  reader.  To  the  folklorist  they 
are,  however,  exceedingly  interesting.  Mrs.  Langloh 
Parker  tells  in  his  preface  this  story:  "A  young  Bootha 
brought  in  the  lamp  one  evening ;  seeing  some  big  grey 
moths  fluttering  round  it  she  said  :  '  No  good,  Comebee- 
geeboon  damghealdah,  no  tomahawks  here ;  you'll  get 
burnt  for  nothing.'  Then  I  learnt  that  the  spirits  send 
these  grey  moths  as  soon  as  it  is  dark  to  the  lamps  to  steal 
tomahawks  for  them."  Mrs.  Langloh  Parker  is  careful, 
she  tells  us,  to  keep  natives  about  her  that  she  may  pick 
up  odd  information  from  them.     That  is  the  right  spirit. 

Mr.  Frank  R.  Stockton  is  always  interesting,  whether 
he  writes  for  young  or  old.  His  new  book  for  boys  is 
•called  Buccaneers  and  Pirates  of  Our  Coasts  (Macmillan) — 
our  coasts  being  American  coasts — and  is  fact  skilfully 
embroidered.  "  When  I  was  a  boy  I  strongly  desired," 
says  Mr.  Stockton,  "to  be  a  pirate,  and  the  reason  for  this 
was  the  absolute  independence  of  that  sort  of  life.  .  .  • 
In  fact,  I  had  a  great  desire  to  become  what  might  be 
■called  a  marine  Robin  Hood.  I  would  take  from  the  rich 
and  give  to  the  poor;  I  would  run  my  long,  low,  black 
•craft  by  the  side  of  the  merchantman,  and  when  I  had 
loaded  my  vessel  with  the  rich  stuffs  and  golden  ingots 
which  composed  her  cargo,  I  would  sail  away  to  some  poor 
village,  and  make  its  inhabitants  prosperous  and  happy 
ior  the  rest  of  their  lives  by  a  judicious  distribution  of  my 
hooty."  Mr.  Stockton,  however,  does  not  recommend  the 
life  to  his  readers,  and  his  pages  are  indeed  a  wofiil 


exhibition  of  the  other  aide  of  piracy.  His  survey  uf  the 
ragers  of  tlie  main  ends  witli  C'aptaia  Kidd.  Another 
similar  book,  also  American,  is  In  Pirate  Wateri  (Blaokie), 
by  Kirk  Munroe.  This  is  a  tale  of  the  American  Nary, 
and  it  is  a  very  welter  of  adventure  and  encounters. 

Another  book  for  boys,  with  a  decorative  cover  figuring 
forth  a  group  of  cricketers,  is  Two  Scapegraces  (Constable), 
by  Mr.  Walter  Rhoades.  The  tale  has  npirit  and  move- 
ment, but  the  author  should  chasten  his  style,  wliich  has 
journalistic  tendencies.  "  If  ever  a  boy  could  have  bitten 
off  his  own  head  Colin  was  that  individual,"  is  typical. 
Why  "  individual  "  ?  For  girls  comes  another  story  by 
the  industrious  and  always  entertaining  Mrs.  L.  T.  Heade, 
I'he  Rebellion  of  Lil  Carringlon  (Cassell). 

Two  books  by  the  best  living  delineator  of  negro  life — 
Mr.  E.  W.  Kemble — lie  before  us.  One  is  Comical  Coon* 
(Kegan  Paul),  a  work  of  superlative  draughtsmanship  and 
genuine  drollery,  wherein  little  niggers  disport  themselves 
with  the  abandon  common  to  (Jhristmas  books.  (A  child 
in  a  Christmas  book,  to  adapt  a  remark  of  Mr.  Hewlett's, 
may  do  anything.)  Mr.  Kemble's  other  work  is  A  Com 
Alphabet  (Lane),  another  collection  of  fuU-flavoured  and 
spirited  negro  fun. 

B  is  fo'  bumble  bee. 

Cute  little  thing ; 
But  when  yer  nit  on  one, 

Doan  sit  on  his  sting. 

This  is  the  manner.  Mr.  Kemble  is  satisfying :  there  is 
no  more  to  be  said.     He  never  disappoints. 

A  new  nursery  book  of  English  make  is  Roundabout 
Rhymes  (Blackie),  by  Mrs.  Percy  Dearmer.  Pictures  and 
verse  are  both  Mrs.  Dearmer's,  and  by  children  of  tender 
years  they  should  be  found  agreeable.  The  ordinary 
routine  of  child-life  is  displayed  and  described  —  its 
businesses  and  its  pleasures,  washing  and  eating,  learning 
and  playing.  The  pictures  are  to  us  unnecessarily  harsh 
in  colour,  but  probably  the  nursery  likes  that.  Another 
pleasant  book  for  quite  little  children  is  BartotCs  Leading- 
Strings  (Gardner  &  Co.),  a  medley  of  prose,  verse,  and 
pictures.  The  author  and  artist  of  Baby  Lays,  Ada  Stow 
and  Edith  Ctdvert,  have  now  produced  More  Baby  Lays 
(Elkin  Mathews).     The  verses  have  a  good  deal  of  fancy. 

We  have  received  also  the  annual  volume  of  Good  Word* 
(Isbister),  with  a  serial,  "The  Battle  of  the  Strong,"  by 
Mr.  Gilbert  Parker ;  The  Sunday  Magazine  (Isbister),  with 
a  series  of  articles  on  "  Great  Books  "  (by  Dean  Farrar), 
and  a  serial  story,  "  The  Laurel  Walk  "  (by  Mrs.  Jiloles- 
worth) ;  and  Sunday  (Gardner  &  Co.),  an  excellent  maga- 
zine for  the  young. 


The  Ancient  Critic. 
[With  Acknowledgments  to  Mr.  Laurence  Binyon."! 

He  watches  the  newcomers  pass  and  throng. 
His  eyes  half-shut  against  the  noontide  sun ; 

The  lean,  the  sleek,  the  futile,  and  the  strong 
Before  him  run. 

Eager  for  praise  and  recognition,  they 

Bring  him  their  dreams  in  gilt,  and  blue,  and  red. 

And  stufTd  with  purple  patches ;  but  all  day 
He  shakes  his  head. 
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Fiction. 

Gloria  Mundi.     By  Harold  Trederic. 
(Heinemann.     6s.) 

Those  Trho  have  lamented  in  the  death  of  Mr.  Frederic 
the  loss  of  a  great  novelist  cannot  he  convicted  of  exag- 
geration. Yet  it  is  not  from  Gloria  Mundi  that  we  would 
pronounce  his  eidogy.  Admirable  the  work  is  in  manj' 
a  passage  of  humour  and  tenderness  ;  triumphant  in  many 
a  stroke  of  technique.  Though  the  man  who  wrote  it 
could  hit  from  the  shoulder  at  everything  conceited  or 
Pharisaical,  he  preserved  the  impersonality  of  the  artist 
in  a  theme  bristling  with  current  ideas.  But  the  subject 
of  Gloria  Mundi  is — may  we  hazard  the  word?  —  too 
Besantine  to  show  Mr.  Frederic  at  his  best.  Christian, 
a  young,  rather  self-absorbed  idealist,  whose  father  has 
been  convicted  by  public  opinion  of  one  of  those  purple 
sins  which  no  perspective  can  devulgarise,  becomes  the 
heir  to  a  dukedom.  He  is  therefore  exposed  to  the  world. 
Envy  and  adulation  are  his  lot ;  he  becomes  weary  of  the 
noise,  the  endless  formalities  of  fashionable  life ;  he  is 
provoked  into  futile  outbursts  by  the  commerce  of  vice ; 
he  yearns  for  a  real  friend.  Finally,  and  in  one  woman — 
a  tj-pewriter — he  finds  both  friend  and  lover.  Whether 
it  be  because  he  is,  from  first  to  last,  in  an  abnormal  and 
slightly  dazed  state,  or  because  the  glory  of  the  world 
l)asses  by  somewhat  tamely  and  without  exerting  its 
(subtlest  wiles,  the  fact  remains  that  the  significance  of  the 
story  is  impaired  by  a  lack  of  realisation.  It  opens  very 
well.  Christian  incurs  the  displeasure  of  the  typewriter, 
while  they  are  still  unacquainted  with  each  other,  by 
entering  the  compartment  she  occupies  in  the  train  running 
from  Paris  to  Dieppe.  The  growth  of  love  from  initiatory 
misunderstanding  or  dislike  is  the  most  interesting  subject 
in  romance ;  and  of  all  scenes  that  can  be  chosen,  the 
interior  of  a  railway  compartment  is  the  easiest  to  visualise 
with  fidelity  to  the  author's  vision.  That  the  heroine  of 
the  contretemps  in  the  train  should  turn  out  to  be  a  con- 
nexion of  Christian's  ducal  family  is  a  coincidence  which 
need  not  distress  the  reader  who  is  prepared  to  accept 
the  extraordinary  types  of  character  which  the  story 
contains.  Of  his  moribund  duke  Mr.  Frederic  makes  a 
most  effective  picture.  Surrounded  by  dogs,  he  sits 
with  a  countenance  "as  devoid  of  significance  as  if  it 
had  been  a  coffin,"  and  such  language  as  this  on  his 
lips  :  "  A  good  welting  cut  across  the  face  with  a 
whip  is  what  'd  teach  swine  like  Griffiths  their  place — 
and  then  let  'em  summons  you  and  be  damned."  A 
brutal  actuality  also  belongs  to  several  of  his  kin,  and  yet 
the  author  is  evidently  not  unconscious  of  that  glamour 
surrounding  an  unbroken  succession,  that  charm  of  aloof- 
ness, that  faith  in  the  value  of  mere  being  and  that  "  will 
to  power,"  which  constitute  the  genius  of  aristocracy. 
When  we  sj)oke  of  a  Besantine  element  in  the  novel  we 
referred  not  only  to  the  well-intentioned,  but  straitening 
effort  towards  a  fresh  outlook  on  the  surface  of  life,  to  the 
detriment  of  the  internal  life  of  the  story,  which  mark  tales 
of  transplantation,  but  also  to  a  certain  Lord  Julius  and 
his  son  Emanuel  who  act  as  godfathers  to  the  dukedom, 
on  a  gigantic  scale.  Emanuel  has  a  system  in  operation 
where  there  is  no  place  for  women,  and  we  are  bound 


to  say  he  breaks  down  in  it.  It  was  not  socialism. 
"  Nothing  vexes  me  more,"  he  says,  "than  to  have  my 
work  imthinkingly  coupled  with  that  monstrous  im- 
posture." To  relieve  whatever  may  be  improbable  in  the 
story  there  is  a  continuous  strain  of  actuality.  Christian 
reads  the  Westminster  Gazette,  and  goes  to  the  Empire. 
At  Cannes  he  takes  off  his  hat  to  Mr.  Gladstone  ;  there  is 
reference  to  the  Jubilee.  One  of  the  lords  in  the  story 
regrets  "that  Home  Pule  business "  :  "  it  sent  us  all  over 
to  the  Tory  side,  where  there  were  already  more  people 
waiting  for  things  than  there  were  things  to  go  round." 
Christian's  cousin  Edward  laments  the  "  Stomary  thing, 
no  mar'er  where  I  start  from,  whenever  I  get  t'  the  Circus 
I  get  the  hiccups."  And  yet  with  all  this  actuality  there 
is  nothing  impertinent,  nothing  ill-tempered,  no  attempt  to 
exploit  poor  erring  creatures  from  the  highest  to  the 
lowest  as  better  or  worse  than  they  are,  or  to  utter  final 
judgments  on  ideas.  We  have  no  space  to  touch  a  charm- 
ing love  interest  of  the  book,  a  love  interest  that  again 
reminds  us  of  Sir  Walter  Besant.  We  prefer  to  dwell  for 
a  moment  on  Jllumination,  for  in  this  work  the  true 
genius  and  individuality  of  Mr.  Frederic  are  to  be  found. 
There  we  follow  the  obscene  soul-life  of  a  victim  to 
desperate  incongruity  between  desire  and  obligation.  Its 
study  of  the  Methodist  freethinker  includes  figures  that 
illustrate  all  the  pathos  and  oddity  of  religious  life. 
It  is  at  once  tender  and  mordant ;  it  expresses  the  tragedy 
of  change  amid  rigid  circumstances,  the  tragedy  of  every 
humbug  and  cad  that  was  once  a  living  soul.  We  are 
irritated  by  those  who  place  Gloria  Mundi  higher  than  this 
work,  because  it  is  the  later.  It  is  subject  that  makes 
a  book;  and  in  "The  Damnation  of  Theron  Ware,"  as 
Illumination  is  justly  entitled  in  the  United  States,  there 
is  a  fundamental  truthfulness  beside  which  Gloria  Mundi 
is  but  a  charming  figment  of  the  fancy. 


A   Writer  of  Booh.        By  George  Paston. 
(Chapman  &  Hall.     6s.) 

This  is  a  witty  book.  All  "  George  Paston's"  work  has 
been  clever,  but  A  Writer  of  Books  is  a  distinct  advance 
upon  her  previous  books.  Like  most  of  its  jiredecessors, 
it  is  what  people  call  a  sex-novel.  The  vogue  of  the  sex- 
novel  has  certainly  passed.  "  George  Paston,"  however, 
takes  no  count  of  vogue.  She  is  pre- occupied  by  the 
general  injustice  of  man's  attitude  towards  woman,  and  so 
she  writes  about  that  injustice.  That  she  is  somewhat 
prejudiced  is  indubitable,  but  she  is  not  to  be  confused  with 
ilie  ruck  of  sex-novelists ;  for  she  has  humour,  and  she  is 
quite  free  from  hysteria.  She  is  intellectual  rather  than 
emotional,  and  her  intellect  is  keen  and  ingenious.  Her 
sense  of  the  ludicrous  is  highly  cultivated,  especially  when 
she  happens  to  be  dealing  with  men.  There  are  five  men 
in  this  story,  and  four  of  them  are  not  only  villains,  but 
asses  to  boot.  The  fifth,  an  historian,  is  very  charming. 
The  women  suffer  in  various  ways.  The  eponymous 
heroine  marries  a  sensual  Philistine  (why  do  these 
clever  delicate-souled  girls  always  marry  so  absurdly — in 
fiction '?) ;  another  is  driven  by  her  husband's  cruelty  to 
the  lunatic  asylum  ;  a  third  is  engaged  to  a  consumptive 
with   the   least  possible   chance  of  life:    a  fourth  is  the 
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natur.ll  (Inuglitcr  of  a  deserted  mother  and  "  an  officer  and 
ii  gentleman  "  ;  a  fifth  dies  under  an  operation.  Host  of 
thoiii,  however,  are  rather  brilliant,  and  when  they  begin 
to  tnlk,  the  lords  of  creation  have  a  bad  time.  Said  the 
lieroine  to  an  "  illogical  old  man,"  who  told  her  she  was 
bom  to  be  taken  cnre  of,  and  should  leave  the  hardships  of 
life  to  the  men  and  "the  unsoxod  members  of  the  shrieking 
sisterhood  "  : 

"  I  scorn  to  have  hoard  something  like  that  before  .  .  . 
The  young  and  presentable  women  are  to  exist  beautifully, 
whftbcr  they  have  anything  to  exist  on  or  no,  while  the 
plain  and  elderly  may  struggle  or  starve  as  they  please.  I 
wonder  why  it  is  that  when  men  attempt  to  argue  or 
theoiiso  on  any  question  relatirg  to  women,  they  almost 
invariably  throw  aside  every  atom  of  their  much-boasted 
reason  and  logic.  The  fact  that  I  am  obliged  to  earn  my 
own  living  is  answer  enough  to  the  human  butterfly  theory. 
I  never  heard  that  men  were  willing  to  provide  even  the 
prettiest  women  with  all  the  prizes  of  life  without  expecting 
anything  in  return.  But  perhaps  you  think  it  less  un- 
fcminine  for  a  girl  to  sell  herself  than  to  work  for  a  liveli- 
hood ;- " 

"  One  doesn't  attempt  to  reason  with  a  pretty  woman," 
he  replied. 

And   he   was   wise,  for   Cosima   Chudleigh   would   have 
withered  him  up  in  two  minutes. 


The  Minister's  Conversion.     By  I.  Hooi)er. 
'  (A.  &  C.  Black.) 

We  have  here  another  addition  to  the  increasing  family  of 
emotional  novels  of  the  West  Country.  Its  author,  whom 
we  suppose  a  woman,  has  an  unusual  and  notablj'  un- 
feminine  command  of  sturdy  English,  a  compactness  of 
diction  similarly  rare  in  women  writers,  and  a  steady  hand 
on  her  characters.  This  book  is  unequal,  sometimes  rising 
to  great  strength  and  sometimes  falling  to  conventionality 
80'  trite  as  to  be  tiresome ;  but,  taken  as  a  whole,  T/w 
Minister's  Conversion  is  one  of  the  most  promising  pieces  of 
emotional  fiction  that  we  have  read  for  some  time. 
.  The  story  runs  on  familiar  lines.  Margaret,  the  daughter 
Ol  a  Devonshire  Dissenter,  a  winsome  girl  the  least  bit  in- 
clined to  waywardness,  and  not  yet  within  miles  of  Godli- 
ness, is  loved  by  Kris,  a  handsome  semi-gipsy  lad  and  her 
father's  ward.  She  does  not  exactly  love  him  in  return, 
but  together  they  take  ono  step  too  many.  Kris  after- 
wards leaves  the  village,  a  new  minister,  Mark  Increase, 
settles  there,  a  man  of  iron  will  and  the  sternest  sense  of 
duty,  and  him  Margaret  marries,  believing  that  Kris  had 
first  told  the  whole  storj'.  It  was  not,  however,  so  ;  and 
one  night  Increase,  by  accident,  discovered  the  truth.  His 
iHge  and  scorn  were  terrible,  and  in  a  scene  of  intense 
poignancy  he  cast  off  his  wife,  and  bade  hor  prepare  for 
the  public  admonition  which  the  tenets  of  their  sect 
loraanded.  That  is  the  core  of  the  book,  and  the  whole 
'  haptor  in  which  the  husband  and  wife  confront  each 
other  is  masterly  in  its  jjassionnto  force.  It  should  either 
tie  quoted  whole,  or  left  alone  ;  yet  here  is  a  passage  : 

*'  That  is   all  there  can  be  now.     You,  your  way— I, 

mine.     And  why  this  is  so  must  be  known." 
She  rooked  herself  to  and  fro. 
"I  am  sorry  for  you  in  this,"  said  Increase,  though  his 

cold  eyes  and  firm  lips  expressed  no  pity.    "  But  it  is  due 


lean  to  mjfself  than  to  the  sacrod  calling  I  follow  that  the 
fac*s  of  my  leparation  from  ycu  >bould  be  known." 

He  was  startled  by  the  effect  be  produced.  She  apraog 
up,  a  strong,  angry  creature,  meeting  him  will  to  will, 
pride  to  pride,  wrath  to  wrath. 

"You  have  no  tight,"  she  cried,  "to  taunt  me  •«  yon 
have  done !  I  have  tinned,  but  I  have  never  tricked  yoa. 
If  I  had  known  what  I  know  now,  I  would  have  died 
looner  than  have  been  your  wife.    And  you  know  that." 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  You  lie  !  "  she  cried  passionately  ;  "  you  do  know  it. 
Your  sacred  calling's  less  to  you  than  your  own  pride. 
Your  religion's  a  worship  of  jour  own  strength,  of  your 
own  harsh,  bitter,  cruel  soul,  preach  faith  aa  you  will '. 
Your  faith'll  fail  you  one  day,  Maik.  For  yon  worship 
your  strength  and  righteousnets  and  lelf-conceit,  and  call 
them  God." 

He  turned  from  her,  white  with  wrath,  and  fitted  the 
key  into  the  lock. 

Her  deiiance  weakened.  She  »\  rang  after  him  and  held 
him  back. 

How  the  minister  ar.d  his  wife  separated,  and  how  hi» 
conversion  came  about,  the  reader  must  discover  personally. 
The  author,  we  wish  to  point  out,  is  not  capable  only  of 
scenes  of  high  tension.  She  has  an  agreeable  and  robust 
humour,  and  a  very  pretty  sense  of  style.  This  i» 
charmingly  done : 

Margaret  darted  roimd  the  house,  through  a  gate  into  a 
little  walled-in  gardtu,  where  an  old  sheep-dog  lay 
sunning  his  rheumatic  limbs,  and  where  great  straggling 
bushes  of  cabbage  roses  and  southemwocd  scented  the 
warm  air.  She  seized  a  long  bean-pole,  and  rattled  it 
smartly  on  the  sill  of  an  open  window.  Her  action  was 
followed  by  the  appearance  of  Kris's  head — Kris  in  his 
shirt-sleeves,  his  curly  black  hair  in  confusion. 

"  You're  caught  I  father's  back.  You  ought  to  be  iu 
the  library." 

"You're  an  angel,  Peg!'  It's  all  right  —  I'll  dodge 
him." 

Margaret  tripped  off,  singing.  She  pulled  a  crimson 
rose  from  a  bush,  and  stuck  it  in  the  coils  of  her  hair,  just 
above  her  pink  ear. 

Coming  to  fault-finding,  the  conventional  portions  of 
the  story  certainly  weaken  it.  Any  means  of  bringing 
Increase  and  Margaret  together  would,  for  example,  have 
been  preferable  to  a  mad  bull ;  and  the  thunderstorm 
which  hastened  the  climax  has  lightened  and  rumbled  in 
the  pages  of  fiction  too  often.  Again,  Margaret's  father  ia 
a  canting  hypocrite  such  as  any  beginner  in  satire  would 
produce,  a  mere  figure  of  tradition  of  whom  people  were 
weary  before  Dickens  ceased  writing.  Mies  (?)  I.  Hooper 
has  it  in  her  to  observe  from  the  life,  and  set  down  the 
results  firmly  and  winningly.  Her  next  book  ought  to. 
be  a  singularly  good  one. 


Mist. 

Mist  on  the  sea ;  like  a  great  bird's  pendulous  wing. 
Broken  and  hushed  ;  it  trails  on  the  face  of  the  main, 
Down  comes  the  sun,  a  red  shot  from  a  merciful  sliog 
Burning  its  heart  with  swift  death  as  an  end  to  the  pain. 
From  "  Some  Versa  "  hy  Helen  Hay, 
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Notes  on  Novels. 

[These  notes  on  the  tceek's  output  of  fiction  are  not  necessarily 
final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  will  follow.'] 


Stories  ix  Light  astd  Shadow.  By  Beet  Hakie. 

The  latest  of  Mr.  Harte's  periodical  collections  of  his  maga- 
zine stories.  Seven  stories  in  all:  "Unser  Karl"  (a  German 
oddity} ;  "  Uncle  Jim  and  Uncle  Billy  "  (the  old  brand) ;  "See 
Yup "  (another  heathen  Chinee) ;  "  The  Desborough  Con- 
nections" (a  society  story);  "  Salomy  Janes's  Kiss"  (the  old 
brand) ;  "  The  Man  and  the  Mountain  "  (a  Californian  sketch) ; 
"The  Passing  of  Enriquez  "  (a  sequel  to  "The  Devotion  of 
Enriquez").     (Pearson.     6s.) 

The  Repentaxce  of  a  Private  Secretary. 

By  Stephen  Gwynx. 
The  first  essay  in  fiction,  we  believe,  of  a  rising  and  versatile 
literary  man.  The  Private  Secretary  was  Gerald  Xorth,  and 
he  repented  having  made  love  to  his  employer's  wife  instead 
of  picking  bilberries.  The  motto  is:  "Qui  vit  sans  folie  n'est 
pas  si  sage  qu'il  croit."  This  is  a  very  modem  story,  and  it  is 
dedicated  "  To  the  Wisdom  of  My  Lady  Indiscretion."  (Lane. 
..3s.  6d.) 
The  Mawkix  of  the  Flow.    By  Lord  Ernest  Hamilton. 

The  mawkin's  name  was  Marjorie,  and  she  was  Scotch,  and 
this  is  the  pathetic  story  of  her.  Some  very  Scotch  dialogue 
has  to  be  wrestled  with  before  the  end  is  won,  and  the  end  is 
tears.  "  It  stands  me  awfu'  hard  to  be  begunkit  this  gate  by 
a  mer«  slip  of  a  lassie,"  says  one.  What  is  a  whaupnebbit  ? 
We  suppose  Mr.  Neil  Munro  knows.     (Unwin.     6s.) 

A  Desperate  Voyage.  By  E.  F.  Knight. 

A  story  of  adventure  and  scoundrelism  ou  the  high  seas,  by 
the  author  of  I'lie  Cruise  of  the  Falcon.  It  opens  in  Carey- 
street,  Chancery-lane,  and  passes  to  Eotterdam  and  the 
Atlantic.  Carew,  the  central  figure,  is  a  criminal  of  persistent 
turpitude,  and  the  incidents  are  desperate  and  gory.  (Milne. 
2s.  6d.) 
Nanno.  By  Eosa  Mulholland. 

A  moving,  pathetic  story  of  Irish  peasant  life.  Nanno  is  an 
unfortunate  girl,  who,  left  with  a  boy-child,  fights  her  way 
single-handed  back  to  peace  of  mind  again.  The  story  is  the 
story  of  her  struggle.  There  is  something  of  the  quality  of 
Millet's  pictures  therein,  and  the  spirit  is  rustic  Irish  through 
and  through.     (Richards.     83.  6d.) 

Between  the  Devil  and 

the  Deep  Sea.  By  8.  M.  During. 

Some  130,000  words,  occupied  in  setting  forth  a  society 
melodrama.  Incidentally  Lady  Mary  induces  Sybil  to  make 
over  to  her  (Lady  Mary)  her  (Sybil's)  baby,  that  Colonel 
Searle,  her  (Lady  Mary's)  husband,  may  think  it  their  own. 
In  the  end  we  leave  Lady  Mary  setting  her  cap  at  the  young 
vicar.  A  tremendous  story  of  "  hig-lif's  "  naughty  little 
ways.     (Innes.     6s.) 

The  Shape  of  Fear.  By  Elia  W.  Peattie. 

The  new  Elia  is  American,  and  his  particular  gift  is  to  tell 
<!omic  or  whimsical  ghost-stories.  A  few  titles  will  indicate 
his  method  :  "  Their  Dear  Little  Ghost  "  ;  "A  Spectral 
■Collie";  "An  Astral  Onion";  "A  G^^ammatical  Ghost"; 
"  Story  of  an  Obstinate  Corpse."     (Macmillan.     33.) 

Angel.  By  Mrs.  Ensell. 

A  Cornish  romance  of  the  end  of  the  last  century.     Love  and 

Topography.      Angel's   face    "might  have  been  described  ai 


without  a  fault ;  her  skin,  pure,  pale  and  transparent  «... 
her  eyes  soft  and  lustrous.  ...  So  transparent  was  her  tkin 
that  the  shadows  seemed  to  fall  upon  it  almost  like  a  reflec- 
tion" .  .  .  and  so  forth.     (Digby  &  Long.     3s.  6d.) 

The  Hypocrite.  ^Anonymous.) 

A  rather  vulgar  and  mordant  study  of  certain  modem  legal 
and  journalistic  types.  The  story  begins  in  an  undergraduate's 
rooms  at  Oxford  and  passes  to  Fleet-street.  "  My  dear  sir, 
complexion  of  both  kinds  is  influenced  by  cosmetics,  not  by 
character,"  says  someone.  "  I  perceive  you  are  a  cynic,"  says 
another.  Most  of  the  people  are  drunkards.  The  nomencla- 
ture is  remarkable  :  Yardly  Gobion,  Mordaunt  Sturtevant, 
Condamine,  Eliza  Facinorious,  Saunderson  Tom,  Bravery 
Reginald  Scott.     (Greening.     23.  6d.) 

The  Rainbow  Feather.  By  Fergus  Humb. 

A  country  town  and  gossipping  folk.  The  last  chapter  is 
called  "  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well,"  so  that  Mr.  Hume  does 
not  take  the  murder  of  the  heroine  too  much  to  heart.  (Digby, 
Long  &  Cj.     63.) 

A  Haunted  Town.  By  Ethel  F.  Heddle. 

A  long-haired  London  poet  threatens  to  marry  Camilla 
Seton,  but  he  and  others  have  to  give  way  to  a  Scottish  doctor. 
Mr.  Seton's,  Q.C. ,  extremely  casual  acquaintance  with  his  own 
family  is  rather  humorously  sketched  :  "Papa ? "  says  Camilla. 
"  Oh,  yes;  we  are  to  meet  him  to-night  at  the  Bradburys.  It 
is  so  good  of  people  to  give  us  the  chance  of  seeing  him  now 
and  then,  isn't  iff"     (Wells,  Gardner.     6s.) 

Uncle  Jack  from  America. 

By  E.  G.  Soans  and  Edith  C.  Kenyon. 
A  quiet,  conventional  story,  printed  from  American  plates. 
Uncle  Jack  behaves  as  bachelor  uncles  usually  do,  and  various 
people  are  made  happy.     (Simpkin.     63.) 

The  Hospital  Secret.  By  J.\mes  Compton. 

Joseph  Hargood  was  reported  dead,  and  the  Times  said : 
"  Joseph  Hargood  was  unto  the  very  last  a  diligent  student  in 
all  matters  connected  with  philosophical  research  "  ;  which 
does  not  read  like  a  Times  obituary  notice.  However,  Hargood 
was  not  reaUy  dead,  though  he  allowed  people  to  think  so. 
An  ordinary  novel.  (John  Long.  68.) 
A  Social  Upheaval.  By  Isidore  G.  Ascher. 

In  this  story  the  author  surveys  some  aspects  of  Socialism. 
The  hero  is  a  dreamer,  "  girt  with  enthusiasm  to  ameliorate  the 
condition  of  men";  and  we  read  that  "the  impossibility  of 
his  agents  and  instruments  to  accomplish  the  end  in  view  is 
shown  in  the  collapse  of  his  misdirected  Utopian  effort." 
(Greening  &  Co.  6s.) 
Nigel  Ferrard.  By  G.  M.  Robins.. 

A  novel  of  the  usual  estranged-and-reconciled-lovers  type.- 
There  is  a  parson  who  says  that  "  the  man  who  cannot  makei 
himself  the  absolute  ruler  of  a  small  village  in  as  many  days 
as  there  are  adult  inhabitants  is  drawing  the  revenues  of  the 
Church  under  false  pretences."  (Hurst  &  Blackett.  6s.) 
Sent  to  Co^•ENTRY.  By  Esm^  Stxart. 

When,  in  a  novel,  a  pretty  girl  makes  renunciation  for  the 
sake  of  her  parents,  and  exclaims,  at  her  window:  "Herel 
am  for  good  and  all ;  but  I  am  very,  very  thankful  for  thi.' 
beauty ;  you  dear  hills  of  heather,  and  the  little  combe  hiding 
in  between  you,  you  are,  you  must  be,  my  friends  and  com- 
panions now,"  we  know  that  she  is  in  luck.  It  was  so  witl 
Byrd  Leeworthy.     (John  Long.     68.) 

When  the  Mopoke  Calls.  By  W.  S.  Walker 

A  series  of  episodes  in  the  author's  experience  in  wild  am 
uusettled  regions  of  Australia.     (John  Long.) 
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Views 

"Old  Dumas." 

He  obtained  permission  to  hunt  in  the  State  forest  of 
Ferte-Vidame,  and  one  winter's  morning,  with  four  friends, 
Jeft  Paris  in  an  immense  four-wheeled  equipage  which  he 
had  somehow  apquired.  The  journey  occupied  fifteen 
hours,  and  the  party  instead  of  arriving  at  sunset  arrived 
at  midnight  in  front  of  the  village  inn.  The  inhabitants 
of  the  inn  slept  like  the  dead,  but  Dumas  wakened  them 
-and  soothed  the  landlord  and  set  uji  a  camp  in  the  prin- 
'Cipal  guest  chamber.  At  dawn  thej'  were  afoot.  Before 
■dark  they  had  bagged  nine  head  of  deer  and  three  hares. 
•Of  those  twelve  animals  seven  had  fallen  to  the  gun  of 
.Alexandre,  who  relates  that  with  a  single  shot  he  killed 
two  roebuck  and  wounded  a  third.  On  the  evening  of  the 
third  day  they  re-entered  Paris,  the  deer  and  the  hares 
being  suspended  from  the  roof  of  the  carriage  so  that  all 
might  see.  Directing  his  course  to  the.  fishmonger's, 
Dumas  exchanged  three  of  the  deer  for  a  thirty-pound 
flalmon  and  a  fifty-pound  sturgeon,  and  a  fourth  for  a 
.galantine ;  two  more  were  ordered  to  be  roasted  whole, 
and  the  last  was  divided  among  liis  companions  of  the 
■chase.     The  three  hares  went  into  a  huge  pasty. 

And  all  this  because  Dumas  had  decided  to  give  a 
-costume  ball  to  literary  and  artistic  Paris.  A  ball  in- 
volved a  supper,  and  it  was  in  the  provision  of  this  supper 
that  Dumas  so  characteristically  showed  the  instincts 
which  had  already  brought  him  fame  as  a  playwright, 
and  which  were  soon  to  establish  him  as  the  greatest 
romancer  in  literature.  It  is  conceivable  that  other  young 
men  of  thirty  might  have  had  the  audacity  to  give  a  ball 
t'l  an  army  of  celebrities;  might  have  requested  the  ten 
■lomost  painters  of  the  period  to  decorate  walls  and 
tilings  with  frescoes;  might  have  strolled  out  casually 
■11  order  two  orchestras,  three  hundred  bottles  of  bordeaux, 
throe  lumdred  bottles  of  T)urgundy,  and  five  hundred 
bottles  of  champagne  ;  might  even  have  set  themselves 
to  surpass  in  brilliancy  a  certain  royal  entertainment  at 
the  Tuileries.  But  it  is  not  conceivable  that  anyone  save 
Hamas,  the  unique,  the  incomparable,  should  have  begun 
tlie  preparations  for  a  ball  by  travelling  twenty  leagues  in 
winter  to  win  the  supper  from  a  strictly  preserved  forest. 


He  wrote  history  well  because  he  made  it  well.  He 
was  not  a  scholar ;  and  though  ho  read  enormously,  there 
was  little  method  in  his  reading.  In<lcod,  his  ignorance 
of  history  at  the  beginning  was  one  of  the  many  coloaaal 
things  about  hini.  After  Buloz  had  difcovered  him,  after 
his  Seinei  Ilisioriqtiet  sur  U  Regne  d*  Charles  VI,  had 
helped  the  newly  established  Retut  det  Deux  Mondti  to 
its  first  success,  we  find  him  buying  the  Abb('<  Oauthier'a 
Jlitloirt  de  France,  ix  manual  of  knowledge  in  the  form  of 
question  and  answer — sort  of  Gallic  MagnalPt  Quttlioni, 
with  mnemonic  rhymes  attached.  The  author  of  Olympt 
de  Clhet  picked  up  his  learning  thus : 

Philippe  d'Orleans,  iiik  de  son  palsia, 

Succede  it  Charle«-Dix,  par  la  choix  de«  Fracvais. 

Armed  with  this  agreeable  volume,  he  decided  to  write 
a  series  of  romances  which  should  cover  the  entire  history 
of  France.  "My  first  inspiration,"  he  says,  "is  always 
for  the  impossible.  Only,  as  I  get  obstinate  about  it, 
partly  from  pride  and  partly  from  the  love  of  art,  I  arrive 
at  the  impossible.  How  ?  I  will  try  to  telltj-ou,  but  I  do 
not  quite  understand  it  myself."  Ah !  not  even  Dumaa 
could  tell  us  how  Dumas  arrived  at  the  impossible. 
Fortunately,  in  this  instance,  he  was  helped  along  the  road 
by  his  friend  Delanoue,  who,  happening  to  catch  him  with 
Gauthier  in  his  hand,  introduced  the  poor  fellow  to  the 
works  of  Aug^stin  Thierry  and  Chateaubriand.  He  read 
them  ("I  am  wrong — I  devoured  them  ")  and  was  staggered 
at  tlie  new  prospects  which  they  unveiled.  For  a  week  he 
hesitated.  Then  his  courage  returned,  and  he  began  his 
tremendous  task. 

In  such  wise  was  historical  romance  undertaken  in  the 
thirties.  In  the  nineties  one  commences  by  collecting 
a  library  of  works  on  the  period,  and  visiting  the  sites 
for  local  colour ;  and  one  usually  ends  by  producing  what 
Dumas  called  la  littirature  ennuyeuse,  as  distinguished  from 
la  liUerature  facile.  "We  have  invented — Hugo,  Balzac, 
Soulie,  de  Musset  and  I — we  have  invented  la  litteraturefaciU, 
and  somehow  we  have  contrived  to  make  a  reputation  with 
that  literature,  facile  as  it  was."  How  did  they  so  succeed  ? 
How  comes  it  that  Dumas,  with  his  ignorance,  his  haste, 
his  incredible  carelessness,  is  more  powerful  to-day  than 
ever  aforetime,  enriching  the  theatrical  folk  with  gold  and 
their  nightly  audiences  with  a  joy  more  precious  than 
gold  ?  How  do  you  explain  the  scene  of  wild  enthusiasm 
at  Her  Majesty's  Theatre  the  other  evening,  when  Mr. 
Tree  set  D'Artagnan  and  his  nag  upon  the  boards  ?  Not 
by  the  acting,  for  excellent  acting  has  proved  futile 
again  and  again ;  not  by  pedantic  accuracy  to  fact,  for 
Dumas  scorned  that;  not  by  what  is  commonly  called 
"style,"  for  in  Dumas  this  also  is  to  seek;  not  by  the 
self-conscious  "  feeling  for  art,"  for  that  was  invented  two 
decades  after  the  "  Mousquetaires."  In  none  of  these 
things  lay  the  miracle,  but  simply  in  the  original  force  of 
the  man. 

That  was  an  age  of  original  force,  which,  when  all  has 
been  said,  is  the  one  indispensable  factor  in  all  art.  The 
blood  of  the  Eevolution  seethed  in  the  veins  of  Dumas 
and  his  compeers.  Something  had  to  happen.  After 
analysis,  synthesis ;  after  destruction,  creation.  And  they 
created,  not  only  with  their  pens  but  with  their  lives.  We 
are  accustomed  to  say  they  had  a  sense  of  the  picturesque ; 
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but  what  we  mean  is  tliat  thej'  did  not  merely  exist,  thoy 
lived,  lived  fully  ;  when  one  lives  fully  one  is  of  necessity 
picturesque.     They  produced  with  the  fecundity  of  gods, 
turning  out  masterpieces  as  easily  as  a  man  in  a  brickfield 
turns  out  bricks.     It  became  a  habit.     Dumas  said,   by 
way  of  ending  a  quarrel  as  to  the  paternity  of  a  certain 
book  :   "In  twenty-five  years  I  have  written  eight  hundred 
volumes  and  forty  plays.    One  more  or  less— what  is  that  to 
me  ?  "     And  he  was  far  from  solitary.    Thoophile  Gautier, 
a  busy  journalist,  did  Mademoiselle  de  Matipin  in  the  spare 
moments  of  six  weeks,  at  the  rate  of  five  thousand  words 
a  day.     Had  he  lived  in  '98  we  should  have  looked  solemn 
and  charged  him  with  overwriting  himself.     It  is  the  end 
of  the  century,  and  things  have  changed.      The  divine  fire 
has  died  down.     (Perhaps  it  has  burst  forth  in  another 
place  :    we  have  the  phonograph,  they  had  the   Tour  de 
Nesle :  who  shall  say  ?)     "We  are  left  shivering.     Yes,  we 
have  lost  that  primal  heat.     "We  may  as  well  confess  it : 
the  new  is  not  equal  to  the  old.      I  have  a  passionate 
admiration  for  the  men  who  succeeded  Dumas,  for  Flau- 
bert, for  the  des  Goncourt,  for  young  de  Maupassant ;  I 
feel  intimate  with  them  ;  I  love  them  better  than  I  love 
Dumas,  because  they  are  of  my  time ;  I  sympathise  with 
their  aspirations  and  with  their  griefs ;  I  appreciate  their 
noble  sincerity,  their  fine  originality.      But  none  the  less 
clearly  I  perceive  that  they  are  of  a  pigmy  tribe.     They 
have  not  bent  the  ancient  bows.     Diunas  was  read  before 
they  had  been  heard  of,  and  he  will  be  read  after  they  are 
forgotten. 

And  now  to  turn  for  a  moment,  by  way  of  conclusion, 
to  the  matter  •  of  historical  and  quasi-historical  fiction. 
Dumas,  originally  inspired,  as  he  readily  admits,  by  Sir 
"Walter  Scott,  has  exhausted  the  possibilities  of  the  con- 
vention which  Scott  evolved.  That  convention  seems  still 
to  satisfy  us.  Our  authors  still  use  it,  with  considerable 
advantage  to  their  own  fame  and  fortune  ;  but  they  have 
carried  it  no  further.  Nor  will  they  do  so.  As  a  vehicle 
for  new,  living  art  it  is  outworn,  and  should  be  cast  aside. 
Until  a  new  convention  is  devised,  the  art  of  historical 
fiction  may  be  regarded  as  dead.  Flaubert  knew  this  well. 
He  made  heroic  attempts  to  find  the  desired  new  conven- 
tion. Did  he  succeed  ?  I  think  not.  But  another  may 
succeed.  Surely  one  can  imagine  a  convention  that  shall 
utilise  the  technical  discoveries  of  recent  artists,  and, 
leaving  Dumas  behind,  shall  pass  forward  into  those  fields 
of  psychology  and  naturalism,  which  after  so  many  efforts 
have  been  conquered  by  the  modern  novel. 

E.  A.  Bennett. 


Words,  Words,  Words. 

The  Oxford  Dictionary  continues  steadily  to  add  to  our 
knowledge  of  the  history  of  English  words.  As  Dr. 
Murray  and  Mr.  Bradley  have  hitherto  paid  a  good  deal 
of  attention  to  neologisms  in  the  London  papers,  they  have 
certainly  their  work  cut  out  for  them  if  they  mean  to  make 
a  note  of  all  the  coinages  in  current  journalism.  Mean- 
time, it  is  interesting  to  discover  that  many  words  and 
phrases  are  not  so  new  as  one  had  thought.  Thus,  Swift, 
in  1708,  writes  of  a  heavy  book,  in  a  sense  that  even  a 
bookworm   can   appreciate.      Disraeli   uses  heavy  in   its 


theatrical  sense  in  Vivian  Grey.  Dickens  uses  it  too. 
The  use  of  "heavy  swell"  dates  at  least  from  1830. 
"  Heavy,"  as  short  for  the  slang  "heavy  wet,"  is  found 
in  Alton  Locke.  Havoc,  which  is  derived  from  the  French, 
i^  as  old  as  the  fourth  century.  To  cry  havoc  meant 
originally  to  give  the  army  the  order  to  "  havoc !  "  as 
the  signal  for  seizure  of  spoil.  You  find  the  same 
phrase  in  old  French  800  years  ago.  Hazard  is 
another  French  word.  The  Oxford  Dictionary  gives 
Littre's  derivation  from  Hasart,  or  Asart,  in  Palestine,  the 
name  of  the  castle  where  the  game  was  invented  during 
the  siege.  The  correctness  of  the  reading  "long  heath" 
in  a  well-known  passage  of  "The  Tempest,"  Act  I.,  1.  70  : 
"  Now  would  I  give  a  thousand  furlongs  of  sea  .  ..."  is 
proved  by  a  quotation  from  an  earlier  herbalist  (Lyte  : 
1578).  Some  editors  had  emended  "  long  heath"  to  "  ling, 
health." 

The  parliamentary  "  hear,  hear!"  is  an  abbreviated  form 
of  the  ironical  "hear  him,  hear  him!"  By  1768  the  phrase- 
was  simply  "  hear  !  "  "  That  very  word  '  hear,'  "  said  a 
member  of  the  House  of  Commons  in  that  year,  "  I  dread 
of  all  others."  Mr.  Disraeli  turned  the  present  phrase  into 
an  expressive  substantive  when  he  said  in  the  Commons  in 
1868:  "If  the  hear-hearers  have  their  way,  .  .  ."  One 
wonders  that  the  word  has  not  caught  on.  Mr.  Euskin,  in 
a  letter  written  to  Maurice  in  1851,  is  quoted  as  using  the- 
adjective  "bearable."  "Haze,"  which  one  was  used  chiefly 
to  associate  with  the  brutal  bullying  of  "  freslimen  "  at  Yale, 
was  declared  by  Taifs  Magazine  inl841tobea"  capital  word 
that."  Dana  employs  the  verb  in  the  nautical  sense  of,  to- 
punish  by  disagreeable  work.  It  is  satisfactory  to  know 
that  the  death  of  a  student  at  Yale  a  few  years  ago  as  a 
consequence  of  "hazing"  has  led  to  the  "death  and 
burial"  of  what  the  Daily  News  called  a  "stupid  and 
brutal  "  custom.  Hedgehoggy  is  used  by  Mr.  Euskin  in 
Mhics  of  the  Bust,  and  by  Motlej',  in  the  sense  of  difficult 
to  get  on  with.     "  Capital  word  that." 

"Heart  of  grace"  is  an  interesting  phrase.     It  is  not 
known  before  1530,  and  its  origin  and  early  form  are  un- 
certain.     There  is  no  corresponding  cceur  de  grdce.     The 
Oxford  Dictionary  surmises  that  "take  herte  a  grosse,"  or 
"  hart  of  grease,"  was  originally  a   punning  or  sportive- 
expansion  of  "  take  herte,"  after  the  earlier  herte  of  gresse, 
hart   of   grease,  fat  hart,  and  that  when  the  expression 
became  proverbial  an  attempt  was  made  to  put  sense  into- 
it  by  substituting  grass  and  grace.     Of  course,  we  are  told, 
"heart  of  grace"  might  be  the  original,  and  all  the  other 
forms  popular  corruptions  of  it,  but  it  is  not  easy  to  explain 
grace  in  such  a  connexion.      "  Heart-breaker,"  long  ago, 
meant  a  love-lock,  and  is  used  by  Butler  in  contemj)t  of 
what   an   American    preacher   might   call     the     "dude" 
Samson's  long  hair.     "  Heart  of  hearts,"  it  appears,  is 
better,  heart  of  heart — "heart  of  very  heart"  in  Troiliis  and 
Cressida — or  heart's   heart.      To    "turn   up  one's  heels" 
occurs  in  Bunyan,  and  Dekker,  as  early  as  1604,  says  :  "I 
would  not  for  a  duckat  she  had  kickt  up  her  heeles."     To 
take  to  one's  heels  was,  first,  to  (be)take  himself  to  his 
heels,  to  take  one's  heels.     Foote,  in  1760,  has  "to  kick 
one's  heels,"  and  Marryat  uses  it  in  Feter  Simple.     "  Laid 
by  the  heels  "  is  found  in  Scot's  Discoverie  of  Witchcraft,  in 
1 584.     Did  Mme.  D'Arblay  appeal  to  readers  to  recommenc' 
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books  when  she  was  "  tied  by  the  heel,"  as  she  writes  in 
her  diary  in  1781?  "  Down-at-heel(8)  "  appears  as  an 
adverb  in  the  Gentleman's  Imtiuctor,  but  not  as  an  ad- 
jective until  1880,  when  the  World  wrote  about  "down-at- 
heel  sentences."  Later,  tho Pall  Mall  Gazetfehas  "  down-at- 
heel  dilettantism."  George  Eliot,  in  a  letter,  says  she  finished 
a  piece  of  work  in  six  weeks,  in  spite  of  "headaching" 
interrujjtion,  and  she  invents  "headachiness" — a  headachy 
word.  Headach(e)y  itself  is  used  by  Lamb  in  a  letter  to 
■Coleridge,  and  by  Miss  Kingsley  in  her  IFesl  Africa. 
Thus  a  good  deal  of  entertainment,  as  well  as  of  in- 
struction, may  be  got  by  those  who,  like  Dr.  Johnson,  like 
to  read  a  dictionary,  and,  above  all,  the  Dictionary. 


Academy     Portraits. 

Mr.   Thomas    Hardy. 
*' Ancient  outdoor  crafts   and   occupations,"   writes   Mr. 
Stevenson,    "  whether  Mr.  Hardy  wields  the  shepherd's 
crook  or  Count  Tolstoi  swings  the  scythe,  lift  romance  into 
a  near  neighbourhood  with  epic."     It  is  certainly  so  that 
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Thomas  Hardy. 
Front  the  Etehina  by  William  Strang. 

we  love  to  think  of  Mr.  Hardy  :  not  as  the  arraigner  of 
tlie  universe,  greatly  angered  and  distressed  by  its  essential 
Haws,  but  as  the  patient,  poetical  artist,  who  portrays  the 
workings  of  life  under  certain  conditions  of  nature,  society, 
tradition,  dear  and  familiar  to  his  heart's  experience. 
Modem  though  he  be,  and  even  of  an  "  advanced " 
laodeniity,  his  writings  have  a  primitive  savour,  a  tang  of 
imti(iuity,  an  eartliy  charm,  an  affinity,  a  comradesliip  with 
nature.  Of  some  among  his  finest  characters  we  say  that 
we  "  see  men  as  trees  walking."     Thej'  are  literal  sons  of 


the  soil,  children  of  the  K  irth  Mother.     They  are  effective 
with  tho  mysterious  effectiveness  of  nature,  and  the  youngeat 
of  them  is  ancient.     The  Mr.  Hardy  of  our  preference  is  c 
writer  of  impassioned  and  beautiful  solemnity.    The  Mr. 
Hardy  of  our  occasional  dislike  is  a  writer  of  <]uerulotu 
(luestioning  and  unrest.     At  times  he  suggests  a  man  who 
should  love  to  read  Pascal  with  a  sad  dissatiHfaction  and 
Schopenhauer  with  a  sick  content ;  at  times  he  writes  with 
a  rapture  of  lovely  stoicism,  a  lyrical  strength  and  ecstasy, 
in  his  presentation  of  human  life.     He  is  not  to  b«  taken, 
as  many  take  him,  for  a  mere  painter  of  country  life  ;  nor 
again,  as  many  take  him,  for   a  propagandist  of   social 
theories  and  ethical  speculations.      He  is  of  more   rich, 
profound,  and  universal  a  genius  ;  in  other  words,  a  great 
writer. 

But  he  is  among  the  least  sentimental  of  writers :  he 
can  bffend  and  vex  us  in  many  ways,  but  not  in  that 
abhorrent  wa}' ;  and  his  tragedies  and  comedies  and  farces 
are  invariably  virile,  strenuous,  full  of  nerve  and  ^ngour. 
Facile  popularity  does  not  follow  such  a  writer;  highly 
intelligent  misunderstanding  often  does.  ISo  it  is  that 
Mr.  Hardy  is  somewhat  of  an  isolated  artist ;  he  demands 
to  bo  read  with  faith,  with  a  certain  tacit  acceptance  at 
the  first.  He  is  not  versatile,  fluent,  a  man  of  quick 
changes  and  surprises.  He  abides,  in  art,  in  the  "splendid 
isolation  "  of  his  native  Wessox :  that  comer  of  the  earth 
rid«t  illi  prater  omnes,  and  it  is  not  equally  near,  dear,  and 
intelligible  to  all.  His  books  have  a  certain  strangeseas 
to  many  minds,  an  aloofness  and  peculiarity,  so  that  they 
are  suspected  of  caricature,  of  wilful  eccentricity:  they 
may  be  true  to  life,  but  it  is  to  an  unfamiliar  aspect  and 
sort  of  life.  The  portrayal  of  Portland  in  liis  latest  book 
is  a  signal  instance  of  this :  he  g^ves  to  the  island,  or, 
rather,  discerns  in  it,  a  "  humour  "  of  its  very  own,  in 
Ben  Jonson's  sense  of  the  term ;  it  is  too  fantastical,  say 
some  readers.  Mr.  Hardy  has  a  decided  preference  for 
Abana  and  Pharpar  above  the  general  Jordan  of  the 
average  novelist.  This  passionately  loving  knowledge  of 
certain  scenes,  ways,  and  people,  tliis  exclusive  intimacy, 
a  delight  in  their  results  to  some,  are  an  hindrance  to 
others ;  such  loyalty  and  fidelity  make  large  demands. 
And  Mr.  Hardy's  local  patriotism  is  not  provincial,  no 
mere  matter  of  dialect  and  externality.  The  passions  in 
his  writings  are  "of  the  centre,"  though  displayed  witli 
those  shades  of  difference,  those  inevitable  nuanett,  which 
separate  not  only  race  from  race,  but  shire  from  shire.  Any 
failure  to  feel  at  home  in  his  environment  implies  inability 
to  feel  the  power  of  his  art  at  all.  He  is  not  a  difficult,  an 
obscure  writer :  he  is  certainly  exacting. 

In  confident  defiance  of  those  judges,  who  find  in  Tet* 
and  Jude  his  masterpieces,  by  reason  of  their  dealings 
with  social  ethics  in  a  "fearless"  and  latter-day  manner, 
we  would  assign  the  place  of  honour  to  The  Return  of  tMe 
Native,  and,  with  no  long  interval,  to  The  Woodiand«r$  and 
The  Mayor  of  Catterhridge.  Life's  "  large  ironies  "  are  in 
these,  its  heights  and  depths  of  sorrow,  joy,  love,  hate ; 
the  great  elemental  things  of  humanity,  which  are  dateless 
and  from  everlasting,  presented  with  a  noble  largeness  of 
handling,  and  set  to  superb  accompaniments  of  inanimate 
nature.  Or  rather,  in  these  books,  Mr.  Hardy  almost 
forces  our  belief  in  Spinoza's   doctrine:    onmia,    quamrii 
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diversis  gradibm,  animata  sunt.  There  is  here  no  easy- 
pantheism,  nor  Mr.  Euskin's  "pathetic  fallacy"  :  nothing 
but  imagination  glorifying  experience  with  an  august 
simj)licity  of  expression  ;  the  woods,  the  winds,  the  stars 
I)lay  their  inevitable  parts,  but  without  the  forced 
unreality  of  personification.  Tragic  in  the  extreme,  of  an 
iron  sternness,  these  romances  have  a  splendour  of  beauty 
in  their  stories  of  endurance  and  profoundest  sorrow : 
stories  of  men  and  women  who,  "  being  wrought,"  were, 
like  Othello,  "perplexed  in  the  extreme,"  and  bore,  as  it 
were,  the  whole  burden  of  the  world's  grief  upon  them. 
Rich,  shrewd,  racy  humour  encompasses  them  as  with  a 
grim,  wise  flow  of  commentary :  pastoral  Wessex  has  its 
say  about  souls  who  are  suffering  the  soitows  of  Orestes 
or  Antigone,  patriarchal  woes  and  trials  coeval  with  the 
race  of  man.  In  these  works  Mr.  Hardy  writes  an  English 
of  strength  and  purity,  with  an  almost  Latin  clearness  and 
weight  of  words,  avoiding  for  the  most  f)art  the  temptation 
to  be  too  curious  a  phraseologist,  which  has  sometimes 
proved  too  much  for  him. 

Next,  for  dignity  of  theme  might  come  A  Pair  of  Blue 
Eyes  and  Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd:  and  Under  the  Green- 
wood Tree,  that  lovable  and  laughing  book,  gives  us  an 
English  Arcady  with  just  a  spice  of  malice.  That  spice  of 
pleasant  malice  becomes  somewhat  unpleasant  in  certain 
other  stories ;  even  in  the  audacious  tragic-comedy  of  Two 
on  a  Totoer  there  shows  itself  a  sort  of  elvish  enjoyment 
of  the  "  little  ironies  "  in  which  life  abounds.  A  curious 
concern  for  the  fantastic,  the  grotesque,  the  quaint,  marks 
Mr.  Hardy  strongly :  were  he  a  medifeval  builder,  his 
cathedrals  would  display  the  richest  gargoyles  in 
Christendom.  Some  of  his  short  stories  are  eminently 
successful  in  a  kind  of  humorous  horror  or  odd  melancholy  : 
he  is  sometimes  a  Janus,  with  the  face  of  Democritus  on 
this  side,  of  Heraclitus  on  that.  Had  he  not  been  an 
original  writer  he  might  have  been  an  admirable  teller  of 
countryside  legends  and  the  traditional  gossip  of  centuries. 
But  his  greater  work,  his  handling  of  high  things,  throws 
these  exercises  into  the  shade  :  the  creator  of  Marty  South 
and  Winterborne,  of  Yeobright  and  his  mother,  and 
Eustacia,  of  Henchard,  moves  with  an  absolute  security 
upon  the  higher  plane,  where  passions  clash  and  emotions 
meet,  and  spirits  are  finely  or  fiercely  touched. 

There  is  little  subtlety,  as  the  word  is  understood : 
it  were  difiicult  to  name  a  novelist  less  like  Mr. 
Henry  James  than  is  Mr.  Hardy.  Nor  is  there  any 
such  deliberate  intellectuality  as  is  the  strength  and  the 
fatal  weakness  of  George  Eliot.  Yet  Mr.  Hardy  excels  in 
presenting  complexities  of  character  and  situation,  as  also 
in  disclosing  a  jihilosophy  of  life.  But  they  are  com- 
plexities, it  is  a  philosophy,  presented  or  indicated  iinder 
certain  conditions  and  limitations,  most  definite,  yet  not 
narrowing  :  he  writes  out  of  knowledge  and  contemplation 
centred  upon  the  scenes  and  figures  of  his  predilection,  not 
upon  individna  vaga.  Human  nature  and  the  rest  of 
nature  are  his  themes,  but  conditioned,  as  philosophers 
say,  by  certain  specialities  and  proprieties.  A  man's  or 
woman's  love  or  jealousy  is  everywhere  the  same  in 
essence ;  but  whereas,  in  many  books,  we  could,  mutatis 
mutandis,  transfer  the  scene  from  London  to  Paris  without 
essential  injury,  no  such  translation  is  possible  in  the  case 


of  Mr.  Hardy.  Clyiu  Yeobright's  passions  and  emotion 
might  as  well  exist  at  Hampstead  as  upon  Egdon ;  but 
Egdon  is  not  Hampstead,  and  Egdon  itself  is,  so  to  speak, 
one  of  the  essential  characters  in  the  tragic  play.  Marty 
South's  dumb  love  might  be  that  of  a  Lancashire  factory 
girl ;  but  what  of  the  Hintock  woods  with  their  voices '? 
And  the  least  happy  of  Mr.  Hardy's  creatures  are  those 
who  are  least  racy  of  a  distinctive  soil,  and  ha^e,  in  various 
degrees,  the  unmarking  mark  of  cosmopolitanism.  Many- 
writers  are  engaged  in  showing  us  the  idiosyncracies  of 
their  parish  pumps,  and  the  last  refinements  of  their 
district  jargons  ;  but  Mr.  Hardy,  skilled  as  he  is  by  heart 
in  all  the  ways  of  Wessex,  though  he  is,  indeed,  as  Mr. 
Kipling  sings,  "  Lord  of  the  Wessex  coasts  and  all  the  lands 
thereby,"  eschews  triviality  in  detail,  and  goes  straight 
to  the  heart  of  his  matter,  transfusing  into  it  but  the  spirit, 
influence,  effect  of  life  lived  in  distinguishing  circumstances. 
His  work  cares  not  for  futilities  of  parochialism,  but  for 
"high  actions  and  high  passions"  warring  in  "a  little 
room,"  but  with  no  littleness.  His  best  books  are 
solemnizing,  and  the  end  is  a  sense  of  imperious  resigna- 
tion to  the  mysteries  that  beset  us.  Tess  and  Jude  leave 
us  quarrelling  either  with  the  universe  or  with  Mr. 
Hardy.  The  earlier  great  books,  though  in  them  Mr.. 
Hardy  is  at  no  pains  to  conciliate  conventions  of 
thought,  leave  us,  as  art  ought  to  leave  us,  tranquil 
as  at  the  close  of  Greek  tragedy.  When  "  the  act 
and  agony  of  tears"  are  overpast,  we  feel  with  Pascal 
that  mau  is  great,  because  of  all  tilings  in  nature  he  alone 
knows  his  misery,  and  can  feel  a  solemn  triumph  in  the- 
knowledge.  Mr.  Hardy's  art  at  its  loftiest  has  the  severe 
beauty  of  a  starry  night,  the  sole  thing  coupled  by  Kant,, 
for  sublimity  of  solemnity,  with  "  the  moral  law." 

Lionel  Johnson. 


L'  Envoi. 

When  Earth's  last  picture  is  painted  and  the  tubes  ar» 

twisted  and  dried, 
When  the  oldest  colours  have  faded,   and  the  youngest 

critic  has  died, 
We  shall  rest,  and,  faith,  we  shall  need  it — lie  down  for 

an  SBon  or  two, 
TUl  the  Master  of  All   Good  Workmen   shall   put  us  to 

work  anew  ! 

And  those  that  were  good  shall  be  happy  ;  they  shall  sit 

in  a  goldeu  chair ; 
They  shall  splash  at  a  ten-league  canvas  with  brushes  of 

comets'  hair  ; 
They  shall   find  real   saints  to   draw  from — Magdalene, 

Peter,  and  Paul ; 
They  shall  work   for  an  age  at   a  sitting  and  never  be 

tired  at  all  ! 

And  only  the  Master  shall  praise  us,  and  only  the  Master 

shall  blame  ; 
And  no  one  shall  work  for  money,  and  no  one  shall  woik 

for  fame, 
But  each  for  the  joy  of  the  working,  and  each,  in  hia 

separate  star, 
Shall  draw  the  Thing  as  he  sees  It  for  the  God  of  Things 

as  They  Are  ! 

From  Jiiidyard  Kipling's  "  Seven  Seas." 
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PlEBBE  LOTI. 
rom  a  Photo  by  Domae  el  Cit.,  Ports, 


Paris  Letter. 

(Irom  our  French  Correspondent .) 
tf.PiBRR£  LoTi  has  become  an  actuality  by  reason  of  his  play 
now  being  acted  at  Antoine's  Theatre,  "  Judith  Eenaudin." 
It  is  a  pretty,  picturesque,  but  by  no  means  strong,  drama 
of  the  Huguenot  days.  M.  Loti  is,  we  know,  a  Huguenot, 
and  it  is  but  natural'  he  should  go  to  the  Edict  of  Nantes 
for  his  plot.  But  the  story  is  of  the  thinnest,  and  the 
heroine — the  Huguenot  girl,  Judith — only  crosses  the  stage 
from  time  to  time  a  silent  shade,  whose  sole  expression  of 
love  is  the  offer  of  a  Bible  to  the  Catholic  hero.  This  gift 
liHides  his  conversion,  and  he  throws  up  his  position  as 
L>ne  of  His  Majesty's  Dragoons,  and  follows  Judith  to 
Holland.  Simultaneously,  M.  Reno  Doumic,  the  critic  of 
the  Itevue  des  Deux  Jfondes,  publishes  an  essay  on  Loti  in 
bis  new  volume  of  Etudes  sur  la  Litterature  Frant^aise. 
Writing  of  the  old  art  of  Loti,  before  the  appearance  of 
nis  inasterineae  liamttntcho,  M.  Doumic  says  :  "It  was  Loti 
'liiuself  who  was  always  in  view.  He  recounted  his 
1  ventures,  his  emotions,  his  deceptions;  he  knew  nothing 
tjoyond  the  romance  of  his  own  soul.  To  my  thinking,  as 
Apposed  to  general  opinion,  what  was  least  interesting  in 
these  books  was  precisely  the  author."  This  is  the  con- 
viction I  also  expressed  in  the  Academy  more  than  a  year 
jvgo  in  writing  about  tliat  lovely  impersonal  book  of  Loti's 
flamuntcho.  M.  Doumic  wisely  defines  Loti's  earlier 
itheism  as 

a  collegian's  impertinence,  his  co(iuetry  is  to  contradict 
commou-seusc,  and  his  ambition  is  to  be  held  as  au 
impossible  fellow  who  has  never  done  anything  yet  that 


L 


was  not  extraordinary.     Snaied  by  these  attitudes  and 

duped  by  his  own  role,  he  discovers  in  himself  marvels  of 

complexity  :    Protestant  turned  sceptic,  good  little  child 

turned  rake,  these  contrasts  appear  to  him  unheard  of. 

He  is  conWnced  that  he  is  an  exceptional  creature,  and 

admires  himself  as  the  sole  copy  of  his  species. 

Nothing  could  be  more  concise  or  more  accurate  than  this 

definition    of    Loti's    various   personal  comedies  in   life. 

"  Wherever  he  goes,"  continues  his  sage  and  sober  critic, 

his  first  care  is  to  array  himself  in  the  costume  of  the 
cotmtry.  His  second  is  to  follow  the  custom  that  prevails 
in  diverse  latitudes  on  the  ({uestion  of  free  union.  He 
invites  us  to  his  various  "  marriages."  He  describes  with 
an  inexhaustible  complaisance  all  the  kinds  of  love  that 
make  up  a  multi-coloured  experience  :  Turkish  lovo. 
Japanese  love,  Saharan  love,  Polynesian  love.  Xothing 
could  be  more  displeasing  or  nothing  more  monotonous. 
Nothing  is  changed  in  each  but  the  frame  and  the  bride's 
colour. 

Griffes  Roset,  by  Henri  Eabusson,  a  meJiotre  novelist 
on  the  staff  of  the  Revue  d«»  Deux  Monde* — one  wonders 
why,  and  remembers  with  regret  the  g^reat  old  review 
during  the  famous  editorship  of  Father  Buloz,  when 
Georgo  Sand,  Musset,  Merimee,  and  all  the  familiar 
French  stars  combined  to  build  up  its  vanished  reputation 
— treads  a  new  measure  in  Parisian  depravity.  The 
heroine,  a  woman  of  the  world,  commits  adidtery,  it  is 
true,  but  in  a  minor  way,  and  merely  to  save  her  reputa- 
tion as  a  Parisian  hostess.  Not  to  commit  adultery  would 
have  been  altogether  too  much  out  of  the  swing.  But 
wh^t  she  does  much  more  in  earnest  is  to  lend  money  at 
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•exorbitant  interest,  and  with  social  grace,  betvrcen  two 
waltzes  or  over  a  cup  of  tea,  ruin  everybody  that 
approaches  her.  In  exquisite  raiment,  in  lovely  salons, 
with  a  titled  husband — oh,  that  sad,  sad  Faubourg !  where 
will  its  admirers  end  in  their  unconscious  efforts  to  degrade 
it? — with  elaborate  ease  and  charm  she  acts  the  part  of 
usurer. 

"Why,  one  asks  oneself  in  wonderment,  is  modern  fiction 
so  monotonously  depraved,  so  drearily  cynical,  so  stupidly 
false  to  life  ?  Virtue  abounds ;  temptation,  on  all  sides  of 
us,  is  being  hourly  resisted ;  sinners  are  constantly  per- 
forming beautiful  actions,  and  saints  just  as  constantly 
astounding  their  admirers  with  little  perversities,  which  in 
no  wise  diminish  the  brilliance  of  their  sainthood,  but  only 
prove  them  to  be,  after  aU,  delightfully  human.  Fortunes, 
like  battles,  are  being  often  honestly  won  and  honestly  lost ; 
men  like  Picquart  are  still  ready  to  hold  a  career — a  life, 
if  needs  be — well  lost  for  conscience  sake  ;  students  are 
studying  the  stars,  or  winking  wearily  at  the  first  rays  of 
dawn ;  men  in  lifeboats  are  out  on  the  blustering  waves  to 
"the  rescue  of  their  drowning  fellows ;  youths  are  pas- 
sionately bolstering  the  weaknesses  of  a  decayed  and 
imperfect  universe  ;  maids  still  dream  of  forsaking  com- 
fortable homes  to  go  and  civilise  the  dear  savages  of 
remote  latitudes,  or  brighten  the  isolation  of  unfortunate 
lepers.  All  things  good  as  well  as  all  things  evil  exist  and 
progress  under  this  blighted  sun.  If  sin  triumphs  to-day, 
virtue  may  triumph  to-morrow.  Falsehood  is  not  more 
powerful  than  truth,  and  nothing,  in  the  long  run,  is  so 
varied,  so  original,  as  life  itself.  Yet  here  we  have  a 
little  shabby-minded  band  of  writers,  who,  cannot  get 
beyond  adultery  and  slang  and  excellent  tailoring.  Every- 
thing about  these  dreary  and  monotonous  puppets  is 
calculated  to  disgust  the  honest  mind.  One  grows  to 
believe  that  the  well-dressed  man  and  luxurious  woman 
of  Society  are  necessarily  vessels  of  cheap  infamy.  Why 
should  the  novelist's  puppets  be  ever  of  the  same  mould? 
If  they  are  supposed  to  be  human,  they  should  resemble 
humanity,  and  be  individual  and  diverse.  But  no  matter 
who  writes — Lavedan,  Gyp,  Prevost,  Hervieu,  Rabusson, 
&c. — it  is  always  and  ever  the  same  fatal  round  of 
adventures  and  personages. 

MM.  d'Eichthal  and  Theodore  Eeinach  have  brought 
■out  a  sumptuous  edition  of  their  translation  of  Bacchylides. 
The  Poiimes  Choisis  in  verse  make  a  lovely  volume,  with 
exquisite  illustrations.  The  verses  are  accompanied  by 
admirable  notes.  Here,  as  an  example,  is  one  of  the 
verses  of  the  third  Ode  of  '\ipu>vL  ^vpaKoaiioi : 

"  Un  cri ;  puis  tout  se  tait ;  leur  coeur  muet  palpite ; 
Deux  fois  longue  est  la  mort  que  Ton  voit  approcher ; 
Mais  a  peine  le  feu  se  dechaine  et  crepite, 
Leur  assemble  un  nuage,  et  I'eau  qu'il  precipite 
Eteint  la  flamme  du  biicher." 

The  book  is  published  by  Ernest  Leroux,  rue  Bonaparte, 
and  may  be  recommended  warmly  to  all  those  who  enjoy 
beautiful  and  erudite^volumes. 

Mr.  George  Gissing  has  found  in  the  sub-editor  of  the 
Revue  Bleiie,  M.  Georges  Art,  a  perfect  translator.  Le 
Jiangon  d'JEve  is  a  very  dreary  novel  in  the  light  French 
tongue,  but  it  is  an  impeccable  translation. 

H.  L. 


Things  Seen. 

Trust. 

i' And  underneath  are  the  everlasting  arms." 

When  I  hear  those  words  spoken,  when  I  think  of  them 
even,  I  see  a  little  boy — a  tired  little  boy — sitting  in 
church,  and  thinking:  "I'm  so  sleepy;  but  I  must  keep 
awake.  Father  would  be  cross."  Then  the  lights  in  the 
aisle  spout  flame,  the  figures  in  the  painted  window  dance, 
his  head  nods,  his  eyes  close.  A  minute  later  they  open 
with  a  start  to  find  his  father's  eyes  fixed  upon  him — that 
stern  father,  in  whose  strenuous  life  there  was  no  place  for 
a  little  boy,  a  clumsy  little  boy,  who  knocked  against 
people  in  the  streets,  and  sometimes  fell  down  when  there 
was  nothing  at  all  to  make  him  fall.  "  Even  if  I  close  my 
eyes  for  one  minute  father  would  1)6  angry,"  thought 
the  little  boy.  The  preacher  droned  on.  The  little  boy's 
chin  sunk  upon  his  jacket.  When  he  awoke  his 
father's  eyes,  angrily  the  little  boy  thought,  were  again 
fixed  upon  him.  His  father  moved,  the  little  boy 
trembled.  Then,  wonder  of  wonders  !  he  was  lifted  from 
his  place,  his  father's  arms  were  underneath  him,  around 
him.  Thus,  without  fear — indeed,  with  an  exquisite  joy 
and  in  g^eat  confidence — the  little  boy  fell  asleei)  in  those 
kind  arms. 

So,  I  believe,  it  will  be  with  us  who  are  older  when  our 
time  comes. 


Spain. 

The  ship  onbe  brought  a  famous  criminal  from  Barcelona, 
in  the  care  of  a  detective.  While  stalking  his  man,  the 
detective  had  looked  into  the  jail.  There  was  an  English- 
man there,  he  told  the  chief  engineer  afterwards,  a  sailor. 
"  '  Hullo,  Jack,'  I  said,  '  what  are  you  here  for  ? '  '  Why,' 
he  said,  '  they  give  me  three  years  for  Idacking  a  police- 
man's eye.'  '  No  ?  '  I  said.  '  Straight ! '  says  he.  '  I'd 
had  a  drop  too  much  one  night,  and  the  swine  interfered, 
and  I  landed  him  a  black  eye.  Nothing  more,  swelp  me, 
and  they  give  me  three  years  for  it.'  '  Well,  Jack,'  I 
said,  '  I'll  see  if  a  sovereign  is  any  good  [for  I  know  what 
money  can  do  out  there],  and  if  it  is,  I'U  stand  it.'  I  tried, 
but  it  wasn't  no  use.  He  was  too  good  a  man  for  them,  I 
think.  I  went  back  the  next  day  to  tell  him,  and  found 
him  with  a  whip  in  his  hand  in  charge  of  a  gang  of  Spanish 
prisoners.  He  was  lashing  away  all  he  knew.  '  All  right, 
he  said  when  I  told  him,  '  then  I'll  have  to  stay  it  out,  I 
suppose.'  And  he  went  on  lamming  into  his  men 
reckon  I'll  get  quit  with  this  country  by  degrees,'  he  said." 


I 


Unpremeditated. 

The  quick  clatter  of  hoofs  culminated  in  a  crash.  Then 
silence.  As  I  groped  my  way  up  the  road,  I  noticed 
that  the  lamp-post  at  the  corner  was  giving  no  light, 
lifted  my  face  to  sniff  the  obvious  odour  of  gas  ;  my  shiil 
encountered  an  obstacle — a  wheel  lying  over  the  kerbl 
At  a  little  distance  I  could  dimly  discern  a  formless  obje© 
in  the  roadway,  towards  which  I  advanced  tremulously] 
Someone  with  a  stable  lantern  ran  out  of  the  neighbouring 
mews. 
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"Where's  the  man?"  he  cried,  turning  his  lantern 
upon  the  formless  heap. 

Wo  l.urrowed  hurriedly,  bringing  up  cushions,  twisted 
and  broken  wreckage,  a  bit  of  the  street  lamp,  a  noaebag — 
but  nothing  that  had  lived. 

The  ostler  stood  up  and  threw  his  lantern  light  round ; 
it  fell  upm  a  horse  a  dozen  paces  away ;  beside  him  a 
wheel. 

"  Clean  job,"  said  the  ostler,  securing  the  horse,  who 
was  as  quiet  as  a  lamb,  but  dripping  with  sweat. 

Ju8t  then  another  hansom  clattered  up  the  road,  and 
pulled  up  by  the  stable  lantern. 

"Ah!"  said  the  driver,  looking  critieally  at  the  ruin, 
"  didn't  think  'e'd  git  as  fur.  Come  all  the  way  from 
Pimlico,  'e  did.     Got  tired  of  the  rank,  I  reckon." 

"  Where's  the  man  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Bunch  o'  Grapes,"  said  the  driver.  " 'E'U  'ave  a 
'appy  day  to-morrer."  He  sniffed.  "  (Jaa  bill,  too,"  he 
added. 

"  I'll  look  after  the  'awse,"  said  the  ostler.  "  Gimme 
'is  number." 

I  left  as  a  steady  tramp  denoted  an  approaching  police- 
man. Turning  presently,  I  saw  by  the  light  of  the  stable 
lantern  a  stout  figure  climbing  the  lamp-post  by  the  aid 
«.f  another's  shoulders.     And  the  road  had  peace. 


Sfiort    Story. 

The  Beggar. 
By  Marcel  Prevost. 

It  is  quite  a  little  story,  slight  and  thin ;  so  thin  even,  so 
alight,  that  I  fear,  in  fixing  it  on  paper  with  written  words, 
to  rob  it  of  its  frail  grace,  its  light  savour.     Why,  then, 
when  it  was  related  to  us  one  evening,  in  all  the  com- 
]^cated    and   decorated   luxury  of    modem  talk,  by  the 
charming  woman  who  was  the  heroine  of  the  episode — 
vliy  did  it  make  such  a  tenacious  impression  upon  us  all, 
ihat  it  has  become,  in  one  little  comer  of  Parisian  life,  one 
of  those  classic  tales,  patrimony  of  each  group  of  society, 
to  which  allusion  is  always  understood  and  welcomed? 
Perhaps  because  it  was  a  clear  gap  in  the  chatter  of 
lafidelity,  in  the  hackneyed  gossip  of  politics  and  literature. 
Perhaps  because,  as  an  attitude,  a  gesture  at  times  may 
■office  to  reveal  to  us  a  whole  feminine  body  beneath  its 
clothing — at  times  also  it  needs  but  a  few  sincere  words 
loftered  by  a  woman  to  disrobe  her  soid  completely. 
H    We  had  been  talking  of  mysterious  solicitations,  to-day 
rUssed  and  named  by  science,  from  which  so  few  of  us  are 
•mpt,  which  invincibly  compel  some  to  add  up  the  flowers 
1  wall-paper,  the  volumes  of  a  library,  everything  that 
I'lflitional,   under  their  eyes ;   others   to   impose   upon 
Miselves  the  task,  walking  along  the  side-path  of  a 
■  ot,  to  reach  such  a  gas-jet  before  the  cab  rolling  up 
!nd  them  is  abreast  of  them,  or   a  public  clock  has 
'  k  its  last  note ;    and  others  again,  each  night  before 
lig  to  bed,  to  practise  strange  habits,  in  disposing  of 
'•ctfi,  visiting  cupboards  and  coffers.     We  diactused  all 
light  diseases  of  our  contemporary  brains,  crumbs  of 
nomania  and  madness  transmitted  by  inheritance  after 
nheritance,  and  finally  dispersed  throughout  the  whole  of 


our  wom  humanity.  And  we  oil  confewM>d  our  weakaeMea, 
the  abaurditiea  of  our  manias,  reaaaured  by  the  fimftwaion 
of  the  others,  delighted  to  find  them  like  ouneivea,  wofae 
even  than  ourselves. 

A  young  woman  had  said  nothing :  she  listened  to  na,  a 
Umch  of  Burpriae  on  her  peaceful,  pretty  viaage,  which  waa 
framed  by  even  black  coils. 

Somebody  asked  her :  "  And  jou,  madam,  are  you  quite 
free  of  our  mo<lem  manias  ?  Have  you  not  a  single  little 
nervous  habit  to  confess  ?  " 

She  appeare<l  to  search  her  memory  in  all  sincerity.  She 
made  a  sign  with  her  head :  "  No,  no."  We  felt  that  she 
spoke  the  truth,  so  much  did  all  that  we  saw  and  knew  of 
her,  her  restful  bearing,  her  renown  as  unbloniiHhed  wife, 
lift  her  above  the  fasltionable  dolls  who  had  just  been 
confessing  the  unsettled  state  of  their  systems. 

Doubtless  her  modesty  feared  the  boast  of  so  complete 
an  indemnity,  when  everyone  around  her  had  acknow- 
leilged  all  sorts  of  little  troubles.     She  corrected  herself  : 

"Good  heavens  !  I  can't  say  that  I  habitually  add  up 
the  cab  numbers,  or  that  I  make  an  inventory  of  all  my 
presses  before  going  to  be<l.  Still,  the  other  day  I 
experienced  something  that  sufficiently  resembles  what  you 
have  been  describing,  if  I  have  understood  you'  quite 
— a  kind  of  interior  impulsion,  a  force  which  compels  you 
to  accomplish  an  indifferent  act  on  the  sjmt,  aa  if  it  were  a 
matter  of  life  or  death." 

We  insisted  on  hearing  the  story,  and  she  told  it  most 
graciously,  with  the  air  of  begging  pardon  for  the  claim 
on  the  attention  of  others  by  so  slight  an  adventure. 

'*  In  two  Words,  this  is  what  happened  to  nie.  Five  or 
six  days  ago  I  had  gone  out  with  my  little  girl,  Suwm— 
you  know  her,  she  is  eight — I  was  taking  her  to  her  clasa, 
for  thia  big  girl  already  followa  clasaea.  As  it  was  very 
fine,  we  had  decided  on  going  on  foot,  by  the  Champa 
Elysees  and  the  boulevards,  from  my  house  to  the  Roe 
Lafitte.  And  so  we  were  walking  along  quite  gay, 
chattering  together,  when,  at  the  top  of  the  Ilond-Point,  a 
lame  man,  rather  young,  limped  up  to  us  holding  out  hia 
hand  without  saying  anything.  I  carried  my  parasol  in 
my  right  hand ;  with  my  left  hand  I  held  up  my  akirt ;  I 
confess  I  had  not  the  patience  to  stop  and  hunt  for  my 
purse.     I  went  on,  and  gave  nothing  to  the  begg^. 

Su7X>n  and  I  continued  to  walk  along  the  Champs 
Elysecs.  The  little  one  had  suddenly  ceased  to  talk ; 
and  I  also,  without  quite  knowing  why,  no  longer  felt 
any  wish  to  talk.  We  were  at  the  Place  de  la  Concorde, 
and  yet  we  had  neither  of  us  opened  our  lips  since  we  had 
passed  the  beggar.  And  little  by  little  I  felt  atir  and 
increase  a  kind  of  inward  disquietude,  an  uneasiness,  the 
feeling  of  having  accomplished  an  irreparable  action,  of 
being  threatened,  for  that  very  reason,  with  vague  peril 
in  the  future !  In  general,  I  strive  to  see  clearly  within 
myself,  aa  far  as  possible.  And  thus,  all  in  walking,  I 
b^^  to  examine  my  conscience  : 

'  Let  na  see,'  I  said  to  myself ;  '  have  I  sinned  very 
grievously  against  Charity  in  giving  nothing  to  that 
beggar  ?  I  never  pretend  to  regard  it  aa  my  duty  to  gfive 
to  every  beggar  I  meet.  I  will  be  more  generous  with 
(he  next,  that  is  all.' 
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But  all  my  arguments  did  not  succeed  in  convincing 
me,  and  my  inward  discontent  increased — became  a  sort 
of  anguish :  so  that  ten  times  I  felt  a  wish  to  turn  back 
to  the  spot  where  we  had  met  that  man.  Will  you  believe 
it  ?  It  was  a  false  sentiment  of  human  respect  that 
withheld  me  from  doing  so  in  the  presence  of  my  little 
daughter.  We  are  really  worth  nothing  the  moment  we 
act  in  view  of  the  judgment  of  others. 

We  had  nearly  come  to  the  end  of  our  walk,  and  we 
were  going  to  turn  the  corner  of  the  Eue  Lafitte,  when 
Suzon  pulled  gently  at  my  dress  to  stop  me. 

'  Mamma ! '  she  cried. 

'  What  do  you  want,  darling  ? ' 

She  fixed  her  great  blue  eyes  on  me,  and  said  gravely  : 

'  Mamma,  why  did  you  give  nothing  to  that  poor  man 
in  the  Champs  Elysees  ? ' 

Like  me,  she  had  thought  of  nothing  else  since  our 
meeting  with  that  man ;  her  heart  was  o^jpressed  like 
mine ;  only,  better  than  her  mother,  or  more  sincere, 
she  confessed  quite  simply  her  imeasiness. 

I  did  not  hesitate  an  instant.  '  You  are  right,  dearest,' 
I  said  to  her. 

We  had  walked  more  quickly  than  usual,  under  the 
obsession  of  our  fixed  idea :  twenty  minutes  or  so  stiU 
remained  before  the  class  hour.  I  called  a  cab,  jumped 
into  it  with  Suzon,  and  the  driver  went  up  the  Champs 
Elysees  at  a  quick  pace,  under  promise  of  a  generous  tip. 

Suzon  and  I  held  each  other's  hand,  and  I  beg  you  to 
believe  that  we  were  far  from  reassured.  If  the  beggar 
should  have  gone  away  ?  Suppose  we  could  not  find 
him  again?  Arrived  at  the  Eond-Point,  we  jumped 
to  the  ground ;  we  examined  the  avenue,  there  was  no 
beggar.  I  questioned  one  of  the  chair  hirers  :  she  remem- 
bered having  seen  him ;  he  was  not,  she  said,  one  of  the 
habitual  beggars  of  the  Rond-Point ;  she  did  not  know 
what  side  he  had  taken.  We  were  pressed  for  time  ;  we 
were  going  away,  quite  distressed,  when  all  at  once  Suzon 
perceived  the  man  sitting  on  his  heels  behind  a  tree  : 
he  was  sleeping  in  the  shade,  with  his  hat  between  his 
knees. 

Suzon  went  up  to  him  on  the  tip  of  her  toes,  and  slipped 
a  piece  of  gold  into  the  empty  hat ;  and  then  we  went 
back  to  the  Eue  Lafitte.  It  was  absurd,  I  know  quite 
well,  but  we  embraced  one  another,  as  if  we  had  just 
escaped  from  a  g^eat  danger." 

The  young  woman  stopped  in  full  silence,  blushing  rose 
aU  over  to  have  spoken  at  such  length  about  herself. 
As  for  us,  we  had  listened  to  her  religiously.  We  seemed 
to  have  breathed  a  very  pure  air,  and  to  have  drunk 
a  very  cool  water  at  the  source  itself. 


H.  L.  writes : 

M.  Marcel  Prevost,  the  author  of  the  above  story,  is 
well  known  to  English  readers.  He  was  born  in  Paris 
in  1862,  and  was  educated  in  different  seminaries  of 
the  Jesuits— at  Orleans,  at  Bordeaux,  and  Paris.  In  his 
novel  Le  Scorpion  he  paints  the  life  of  the  seminary  in 
anything  but  pleasing  colours.  He  entered  the  Ecole 
Polytechnique  in  1882,  and  left  it  a  fair  mathematician, 
to  become  a  civil  engineer  in  the  State  tobacco  factories. 


which  position  offered  him  considerable  leisure  for  writing. 
His  first  literary  success  was  Confemons  (Pun  Amant,  which 
appeared  in  1890,  and  this  success  induced  him  to  throw 
up  his  Government  appointment  and  devote  himself  entirely 
tQ  letters. 

His  work  is  clever,  brilliant  often,  but — but .    His 

most  remarkable  novel  is  Le  Jardin  Secret,  and  he  has  written 
one  short  story,  Nimha,  worthy  of  Merimoe.  Among  his 
slight  works  I  have  chosen  for  translation  the  prettiest  and 
most  delicate,  if  the  slightest. 


•'  Mary  had  a  Little  Lamb  "— (iii.  and  iv.). 
Experiments  in  Parody. 
TuE  reader  of  this  series  is  asked  to  suppose  tliat  the 
fragments  which  follow  resulted  from  setting  before  the 
two  authors  represented  the  simple  statement,  "Mary  had 
a  little  lamb,"  with  the  request  that  they  would  take  the 
line  of  least  resistance  in  dealing  with  it. 

Mr.  Bernard  Shaw  took  a  material  view  of  the  passage. 
AVithout  a  moment's  hesitation  he  swallowed  a  turnip 
tabloid  and  began : 

Bayeeuth  and  the  Fabian  Lesson. 
It  was,  I  hold,  manifestly  iniquitous  of  Mary.  My  own 
case  offers  probably  the  best  example  of  the  advantages 
that  Mary  might  have  known  had  she  abstained  from  her 
hideous  and  hateful  carnivorous  habits.  There  are  certain 
questions  on  which  I  am,  like  most  Socialists,  an  extreme 
Individualist.  I  believe  that  only  upon  a  vegetarian 
regimen  can  good  work  be  done.  Had  I,  like  Mary,  taken 
lamb,  even  a  "little  "  lamb  (although  nothing  but  a  cowardly, 
essentially  rotten  system  of  society  could  descend  to  this 
paltry  attempt  at  palliation),  I  could  never  have  risen  to 
the  eminent  place  I  now  occupy.  Vegetarianism  is  the 
foundation  of  the  finest  intellectual  triumphs.  I  wrote 
Mrs.  Warren's  Profession  on  lentil  soup,  You  Never  Can  Tell 
on  beans,  and  Candida  on  potatoes;  for,  although  as  an 
Irishman  I  can  pretend  to  patriotism  neither  for  the  country 
I  have  abandoned  nor  the  country  that  has  ruined  it,  I 
retain  the  national  love  for  the  potato.  To  resume,  the 
Quintessence  of  Ibsenism  was  written  on  cabbage,  and  The 
Perfect  Wagnerite  (due  in  the  course  of  a  week  or  so,  and 
the  most  masterly  exposition  of  Wagner  that  will  ever 
appear)  on  savoury  pie.  And  these  are  great  works.  Has 
Mary,  I  ask,  done  anything  of  the  kind  ?  I  will  wager 
that  she  has  not.  And  why  has  she  not  ?  Because  her 
intellect  is  dulled,  her  sight  dimmed  and  rendered 
abnormal,  her  sympathy  blunted,  her  logical  faculty 
bemused,  by  this  infernal  lamb.  I  [but  here  the  quotation 
must  be  broken  off]. 

Mr.  Henry  James  complied  thus : 

A  Statement. 

At  this  season  her  friends  were  aware  that  she  was,  in  s 
sense,  not  alone.  Eumours  of  a  companion,  a  follower 
assiduous  enough  to  be  almost  a  familiar- — a  companioij 
of  continual  and  pressing  attentions  —  began,  by  hal| 
tones  and  faint  whispers,  to  circulate.  Her  own  con 
sciousness  of  this  shadow,  this  ghost,  this  perpetua 
presence,  as  of  a  translated — almost,  as  one  might  say 
a    four-footed  —  chaperone,   was    not    evident.       No    on 
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could  havo  said  in  words  that  she  did  or  did  not  perceive 
it  ;  or  at  most  they  would  call  it  awfully  rummy  of 
Mary  to  display  apathy  so  profound.  A  peculiarity 
of  the  odd  fellowship  was  that,  out  of  doors,  on  tliat 
long  Littlohampton  sea  front,  she  invariably,  and  as  by 
natural  riglit,  took  precedence.  No  one  liad  evor  known  a 
disturbance,  an  inversion  of  this  order.  Conscious  herself 
of  this  inexorable  routine,  she  was  guilty  of  efforts,  futile 
enough  and  tremulously  made,  to  persuade  by  innocent 
chicanery,  by  playful  device,  this  sedulous  retainer  either  to 
meet  her  squarely — for  once,  if  only  for  a  flash,  to  confront 
her,  face,  as  it  were,  to  face — or  trot  on,  in  a  sense, 
ahead.  But  frustration  attended  every  attempt — she  was 
reduced  to  merely  picturing  that  miraculous  meeting, 
towards  which  a  hundred  impossibilities  would  havo  to 
conspire. 


The  Contributors'  Playground. 

Antithetical  Poetry. 

The  other  day  I  lighted  upon  some  stanzas  by  Mr. 
Lionel  Johnson,  addressed  "To  a  Belgian  P'riend," 
graceful  and  kindly  and,  like  all  this  writer's  work, 
highly  finished.  And  reading  them  I  was  reminded 
of  another  English  poem— the  only  other  one  with  which 
I  am  acquainted — addressed  to  a  Belgian :  a  poem  so 
different  from  Mr.  Johnson's  as  to  suggest  the  variance 
Ijetween  black  and  white.  There  may,  indeed,  be  many 
effusions  with  Belgians,  admirable  or  the  contrary,  as 
their  objective  ;  although  probably  they  are  not  numerous, 
for  to  address  poetry  to  a  Belgian  is  not  exactly  the 
natural  course  of  the  English  bard.  But  I  know  them 
not.  Here,  at  any  rate,  is  the  piece  which,  by  sheer  force 
of  contrast,  Mr.  Johnson's  verses  recalled  : 

July  4,  1882,  Maijnes.    MinxioitT. 

Belgian,  with  cumbrous  tread  and  iron  boots, 

Who  in  the  murky  middle  of  the  night. 

Designing  to  renew  the  foul  pursuits 

lu  which  thy  life  is  passed,  ill-favoured  wight. 

And  wishing  on  the  platform  to  alight 

Where  thou  couldst  mingle  with  thy  fellow  brutes, 

Didst  walk  the  carriage  floor  (a  leprous  sight), 

As  o'er  the  sky  some  baleful  meteor  shoots : 

Upon  juy  slippered  foot  thou  didst  descend ; 

t       Didst  rouse  me  from  my  slumbers  mad  with  pain. 
And  laughedst  loud  for  several  minutes'  space. 
Oh,  mayst  thou  suiter  tortures  without  end : 
May  lieuds  with  glowing  pincers  rend  thy  brain, 
And  beetles  batten  on  thy  blackened  face ! 
at  was  written  by  J.  K.  S.,  and  there  could  hartUy  be 
a  more  complete  antithesis  to  Mr.  Johnson's  linos.     Some 
day   some   of   our   assiduous   anthologists  must    make   a 

Illection  of  antithetical  poems.     These  would  find  a  place. 
i  — . 

I  Country  Life. 

1  AM  never  more  town-tired  than  in  autumn,  when  tlio 
country  seems  to  call  across  the  roofs,  "  Come,  before  it  is 
too  late " ;  and  then  I  like  to  capture  Suffolk  in  Edward 


Fit/Gerald's  Letten,  dipping  in  them  in  hia  own  desultory 

way.     Thus  I  read  : 

Here  I  livo  Mritb  tolerable  content ;  perhaps  with  m 
much  aa  most  people  arrive  at,  and  what  if  one  were 
properly  grateful  one  would  porhapn  call  perfect  happineei. 
Here  is  a  glorious  sunthiuy  day  ;  all  the  morning  I  read 
al>out  Nero  in  Tacitus  lying  at  full  length  on  a  bench  iu 
the  garden  ;  a  nightingale  singing,  and  souie  red  anemouea 
eyeing  the  sun  manfully  not  far  off.  A  fuuuy  mixture  all 
this:  Nero,  and  the  delicacy  of  the  Spring;  all  very 
human,  however.  .  .  .  Give  my  love  to  Thackeray  from 
your  u])]>er  window  across  the  street. 

That  is  the  best  of  FitzQerald,  he  knows  town,  and  doe* 
not  praise  the  country  as  one  ignorant  of  Qreat  C!oram- 
street.  There  is  always  a  balancing  of  one  against  the 
other ;  the  soo-saw  of  your  inclination  to  town  and  to 
country  is  not  rudely  stopped  —FitzQerald  see-saws  with 
you  a  little,  and  persuades. 

In  London  FitzGerald  choke<l  and  spluttered,  and  wrote 
letters  home  to  Bernard  Barton.  lie  would  smoke  with 
Carlyle  at  Chelsea ;  and  look  out  with  him  over  the  dull 
chimney-pots.  "I  tried  to  persuade  him  to  leave  the 
accursed  den,  and  he  wished — but — but — perhaps  he 
didn't  wish,  on  the  whole."  It  was  FitzGerald  who  really 
wished.  We  only  wish  to  wish.  When  Nature  spoke 
to  him  through  the  London  smoke,  his  heart  was  back  at 
Boulge,  and  he  writes  to  Barton  : 

A  cloud  comes  over  Charlotte-street  and  seems  as  if  it 
were  sailing  softly  on  the  April  wind  to  fall  in  a  blessed 
shower  upon  the  lilac  buds  somewhere  in  Esaex ;  or,  who 
knows  't  perhaps  at  Boulge.  Out  will  run  Mrs.  Faiers, 
and  with  red  arms  and  face  of  woe  haul  in  the  struggling 
windows  of  the  cottage,  and  make  all  tight.  Beauty  Bob 
will  cast  a  bird's-eye  out  at  the  shower,  and  bless  the 
useful  wet.  Mr.  Loder  will  observe  to  the  farmer  for 
whom  he  is  doing  up  a  dozen  of  Queen's  Heads,  that  it 
will  be  of  great  use ;  and  the  fanaer  will  agree  that  his 
young  barleys  wanted  it  much.  The  German  Ocean  will 
dimple  with  innumerable  piu-]^K>iuts,  and  porpoises  rolling 
near  the  surface  sneeze  with  unusual  pellets  of  fresh 
water — 

"  Can  such  things  be 

And  overcome  us  like  a  summer  cloud. 

Without  our  special  wonder  ?  " 

FitzGerald's  advocacy  of  country  quietness  is  as  classical 
in  its  way  as  Fletcher's  "  Nothing's  so  dainty  sweet  as 
lovely  melancholy." 

T. 


Parables. 

Sere. 

TuBY  wont  with  garlands  to  a  grizzled  poet,  and  cried : 
"  Let  us  be  merry — you  are  come  into  your  kingdom ! " 

"Eh?"  said  the  poet. 

"  You  are  come  into  your  kingdom,  and  it  is  meet  that 
you  rejoice! " 

"  Oh  :  "  said  the  poet. 

Disillusion. 

He  awoke  and  found  himself  famous. 
And  on  the  tenth  day  he   sat  down  to  consider  the 
position. 

"  This  is  not  what  I  wanted  at  all,"  mused  he. 
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Sad. 

A  man  had  gifts  and  nothing  else.  So  tliat  he  wrote 
and  wrote,  and  lived  the  life  of  unmoneyed  people. 

And  hints  of  his  squalor  were  carried  to  certain  inspired 
persons  of  means,  who  said,  "  It  is  a  pity  he  is  so  clever." 

The  Way. 
"Now!"  cried  the  reviewers,   "hero  is  a  pedestal  for 
you — up  you  go  !  " 

"Gentlemen,"  blubbered  Patient  Merit,   "you  are  too 
kind  !  .  .  .     But  help  me  up !  " 
And  they  helped  him  up. 

And  when  he  was  well  posed  they  proceeded  to  throw 
potsherds  at  him. 

l^rospect. 

A  youth  courted  the  Muse. 

And  one  day  she  said  to  him,  "You  are  dreadfully 
solemn — why  do  you  not  laugh  sometimes  ?  " 

"  It  is  because  I  love  you  so,"  he  answered. 

"We  shall  make  a  pretty  humdrum  couple,"  cooed  the 
Muse. 

T.  W.  H.  C. 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

At    the    next    Royal    Academy    banquet    Mr.    Eudyard 
Kipling  will,  I  hear,  respond  to  the  toast  of  "Literature." 


SiK  Edward  Poynter  had  a  little  shyness  at  the  last 
Academy  banquet — which  was  also  the  occasion  of  his 
installation  in  the  President's  chair — in  bringing  a  nephew 
prominently  forward ;  but  that  objection  has  happily 
been  removed.  We  read  a  great  deal  about  nepotism  and 
the  like ;  but  nobody  has  given  names  to  the  opposing 
vices — the  neglects  of  men  of  genius  because  they  happen 
to  be  of  kith  and  kin — a  crime  which  is  everywhere 
written  across  the  history  of  achievement  in  the  arts. 
Sir  Edward,  I  can  assure  him  for  his  consolation,  would 
sooner  be  accused  of  that,  if  Mr.  Kipling  were  not  down  for 
"Literature,"  than  of  any  favouritism  if  he  were.  And  when 
people  have  heard  Mr.  Kipling  at  the  Academy,  and  think 
of  the  occasions  when  they  might  have  secured  him— at 
the  Royal  Societies'  Club  Dinner  to  Lord  Curzon  the  other 
night,  for  example — they  will  feel  some  of  the  chagrin 
over  a  neglected  opportunity  which  you  can  imagine  they 
felt  in  Printing  House  Square  when  they  read  the  splendidly 
inspiriting  series  of  articles  on  "A  Fleet  in  Being," 
appearing  this  week  in  WeUington-street. 


Mr.  Kipling  has  done  most  things  now ;  but  he  has 
yet  to  make  the  reputation  of  an  after-dinner  speaker. 
It  is  well  within  his  own  capabilities  to  make  it,  as 
anybody  may  know  who  has  heard  him  on  his  rarely 
venturing  occasions.  Even  his  nervousness  gives  him  a 
force  often  denied  to  facility  ;  and  of  late  he  has  cultivated 
voice-production  so  well  as  to  have  astonished  the  Navy- — 
where  they  know  how  to  shout  anyway — when  he  recited 
his  "Ballads"  in  Bantry  Bay. 


Cobden  and  Bright " ;  but  he  did  not  himself  so  easily 
link  the  two  names  together  in  an  equality  of  personal 
regard.  It  is  a  little  pathetic  that  he  should  have  chosen 
his  home,  and  the  house  in  which  he  was  to  die,  in 
relation  to  that  old  leader ;  for  in  the  Sussex  village  of 
Midhurst  was  Cobden  bom,  and  there  dwelt  for  many 
years  his  daughters,  who  have  been  ever  dutiful  by  their 
large  hopes  and  sympathies  to  their  father's  great  name. 
The  Datli/  Chronicle  ends  a  leader  on  Mr.  Potter's  long 
career — he  was  eighty-one  when  he  died  the  other  day — 
by  the  expression  of  a  wish  for  "  an  adequate  biography." 
Perhaps  there  is  less  to  say  than  some  think  ;  but  the  man 
to  say  that  little  is,  we  make  no  doubt,  Mr.  Richard  Gowing, 
the  secretary  of  the  Cobden  Club,  which  Mr.  Potter, 
undaunted  by  the  disappointments  and  disillusions  of 
years,  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  his  political  master 
and  personal  friend. 


The  Times  makes  a  slip  in  speaking  of  Mr.  Sargent's 
portrait  of  Lady  Faudel  Phillips  as  having  been  exhibited 
in  the  last  Academy.  There  was  a  portrait  of  the  lady  in 
that  show,  but  it  was  not  Mr.  Sargent's.  His,  which  was 
finished  only  the  other  week,  will  be  a  "  picture  of  the 
year"  1899;  and  it  is  classed  for  downright  frankness, 
by  some  who  have  seen  it,  with  the  amazing  "Mr. 
Wertheimer"  of  last  spring.  The  great  Jewish  families 
of  London — and  nobody  judges  better  of  pictures  than 
they — have  been  alert  to  sit  to  Mr.  Sargent,  for,  besides 
Lady  Faudel  Phillips  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wertheimer,  he 
has  painted  Sir  George  Lewis  and  several  members  of  his 
family,  and  Mrs.  Carl  Meyer  and  two  of  her  children. 
Nor  will  this  long  complete  the  list,  for  there  is  now  talk 
of  a  commission  sent  to  Tite- street  from  some  members  of 
the  Hirsch  household. 


Two  lawyers  have  kept  their  birthdays  this  week — Lord 
Morris  and  Lord  Russell  of  KiUowen.  Both  are  Irish- 
men, and  are  proud  to  be  so.  The  slight  brogue  of  Lord 
Morris  makes  some  of  his  amusing  sayings  doubly  so,  but 
the  brogue  cannot  be  rendered,  at  any  rate  by  the  Saxon, 
in  print.  Not  long  ago  a  case  affecting  some  point  of 
discipline  in  the  Established  Church  of  England  came 
before  the  court.  "You're  a  Presbyterian,"  said  Lord 
Morris,  turning  to  Lord  Watson,  and  "  You're  an  Agnostic," 
and  "  You're  a  Jew,"  he  added,  with  an  indicating  bow  in 
the  direction  of  two  of  his  colleagues.  ' '  And  I  yield  to 
none  of  your  lordships,"  he  added,  raising  his  voice  to 
drown  any  attempts  to  rectify  his  creed-census,  "  in  my 
ignorance  of  the  subject." 


Mr.  Thomas  Bayley  Potter  "  lived  by  admiration  "  of 
Cobden.      He    has  been   mentioned    as    "  the   friend   of 


A  STORY  of  Lord  EusseU  of  KUlowen,  as  told  by  himself 
the  other  day,  shows  how  risky  a  thing  it  may  be,  after 
aU,  for  a  prisoner  to  speak  in  his  own  defence.  One  such, 
who  seemed  to  be  really  making  out  his  innocence,  the 
Lord  Chief  Justice,  who  had  missed  a  mumbled  word, 
interrupted  with  the  question  :  "  What  did  you  say?  what 
was  your  last  sentenced"  "Three  months,  my  Lord," 
said  the  crestfallen  prisoner-pleader.  It  is  hardly  neces- 
sary to  add  that  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  forgot  the 
admission,  or  remembered  it  only  in  the  prisoner's  favour, 
when  that  particular  sentence  had  to  be  passed. 


12  November,  1898. 


The    Academy. 


259 


Mil.  WiVNTov  Ciii'itciiii.i,  I1118  been  pnrsuadetl  to  stay 
at  liome.  lie  will  not  go  to  India,  and  he  will  nut  long 
continuo  in  tlio  army.  These  are  important  deoiHionn  for 
a  young  iimn  to  arrive  at ;  but  they  will  be  accepted  for 
the  best  by  everybody  who  knows  that  the  mentor  of 
Lord  Randolph's  son  throughout  the  matter  has  been  Mr. 
(Jeorgo  Wyndhani,  M.P.  Mr.  Winston  Churchill  will 
eeek  to  enter  Parliament  at  the  next  General  Mection. 


LoKD  Leiohton  was  the  painter  of  several  musicians 
and  the  friend  of  all.  The  concerts  that  he  and  his 
musical  friends  organised  in  his  beautiful  studio  in  the  old 
days  are  recalled  this  week  by  the  holding  of  the  first  of 
a  series  of  concerts  within  those  same — yet  hardly  those 
same — walls.  Without  Leighton,  Leighton's  house  is 
something  of  a  tomb.  Yet  even  tombs  have  their  uses  ; 
and  the  retention  of  the  house  in  Holland  Park-road, 
consecrated  to  his  memory  and  containing  as  many  relics 
of  him  as  may  be,  is  an  act  of  piety  in  the  few  which  may 
easily  prove  to  be  one  of  beneficence  to  the  many. 


Sir  EvitE  Shaw  was  not  only  the  "  Captain  Shaw  "  named 
in  "  lolanthe,"  but  he  was,  until  the  other  day,  a  captain 
among  men  in  appearance.  His  six-feet-odd  inches  were 
as  erect  as  ever  when  he  walked  in  the  Park  only  two  or 
three  Sundays  ago.  It  is  merely  a  wandering  clot  of  blood 
that  has  made  the  difference.  Sir  Eyre,  who  has  "  warmed 
botli  hands  before  the  fire  of  life,"  faced  amputation  with 
the  courage  of  a  stoic,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  he  will  be 
seen  again  in  the  haunts  of  the  gay  and  the  gallant  before 
the  sun  of  another  May  shines  upon  Piccadilly.  It  may 
be  said  of  Sir  Eyre,  as  well  as  of  Mr.  Christopher  Sykes, 
who  is  already  about  again,  that  nothing  became  them  so 
well  as  a  return  from  those  gates  of  death  which  seemed 
opening  to  receive  them. 


"What  was  put  down  on  paper  was  about  an  outside 
person,"  said  the  Bankruptcy  liegistrar  the  other  day 
of  the  mysterious  writing  of  Mr.  Hooley  relative  to  his 
dealings  with  Lord  Churchill.  "  An  outside  person,"  one 
ventures  to  say,  that  illustrious  personage  has  never  been 
called  before.  He,  at  least,  will  laugh  at  the  freak  of  fate 
which  has  dubbed  him  an  "  outsider." 


The  usual  tale  of  accidents  told  after  Guy  Faux  Day 
comes  this  year  again  to  make  one  wonder  if  the  game  is 
worth  the  candles  it  consumes  and  the  bones  it  shatters- 
( »iie  humour  of  the  day  on  the  South  wark  Bridge  was  to  push 
a  little  human  "  guy  "  over  the  parapet  for  a  fall  that  broke 
his  skull.  Another's  boy's  skull  was  fatally  broken  near 
Buckingham  by  the  explosion  of  an  old  firearm.  In  Bir- 
mingham twenty  victims  were  taken  to  the  hospitals ;  and 
so  on,  and  so  on.  There  ought  to  be  a  sufficiency  of  fun 
to  be  had  without  the  imminent  risk  of  "  burnt  neck," 
"cheek  blown  off,"  "sight  lost  through  injury  to  eyes." 
It  is  an  irony  of  historj'  that  the  saving  of  King,  Lords, 
and  Commons  has  cost  England  far  more  lives  than  were 
then  spared ;  and  that  the  number  grows  greater  and 
greater  every  year. 


die<I  the  other  day  at  liOigU  Court,  and  in  a  Kinter  of  Mr 
Napier  Miles,  of  King's  Wonton,  whose  uw  n  ongagoment 
to  Miss  liarpent  has  to  be  announcod.  Sir  Charles  Tennant, 
who  has  made  an  immense  fortune  oh  a  manufacturer  on 
the  Tyne  and  the  Clyde,  and  who  was  seventy-five  last 
week,  has  ties  of  interest  with  many  families  through  the 
marriages  of  his  children.  One  of  his  sons  married  Miss 
Pamela  Wyndham.  ( )ne  of  his  daughters  married  Lord 
Eibblesdalo  ;  another,  Miss  Margot  Tennant,  is  Mrs. 
Ast^uith ;  and  a  third,  who  is  no  longer  living,  married  a 
particularly  clover  man,  Mr.  Alfred  Lyttelton.  Sir 
Charles,  by  his  forthcoming  marriage,  allies  himself  with 
the  Napiers,  his  future  wife  being  a  grand-daughter  of 
General  Sir  William  Napier,  K.C.B. 


The  Eembrandt  Exhibition  in  Amsterdam  closeil  its 
doors  the  other  day ;  and  the  pictures  (which  had  been 
insured  for  four  millions  sterling!)  have  gone  back  to 
their  owners  in  perfect  condition — all  but  one.  King 
Charles  of  Koumania  contributed  the  famous  "  Esther, 
Haman,  and  Ahasuerus,"  and  got  it  back  with  a  hole 
pierced  through  one  of  King  Ahasuerus's  eyes.  The 
expert  restorer  has  by  now  repaired  the  rent,  and  His 
Majesty  has  a  cheque  for  £400  in  compensation.  The 
number  of  English  visitors  to  the  show  has  been  verj' 
groat,  including  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men — politi- 
cians like  Mr.  St.  John  Broderick,  anl  scientists  like 
Mr.  St.  George  Mivart,  as  well  as  artists  and  connoisseurs 
like  Mr.  Sargent,  E.A.  Prof.  Brown  and  Mr.  Tonks 
from  the  Slade  School ;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Adrian  Stokes, 
who  did  some  painting  in  Holland  by  the  way  ;  and  Mr. 
Staats  Forbes,  the  famous  and  fortunate  collector,  who, 
however,  caught  a  fever  and  had  to  stay  for  several 
weeks  in  exile  in  a  Dutch  bedroom  with  no  Corots  in  it, 
as  in  his  house  on  the  Chelsea  Embankment.  His 
nephew,  Mr.  Stanhope  Forbes,  A.R.A.,  has  also,  I  am 
sorry  to  add,  been  rather  seriously  indisposed,  so  that 
he  and  his  wife  are  leaving  their  house  near  Newlyn  to 
spend  the  winter  in  foreign  parts. 


^The  future  (and  fourth)  wife  of  Sir  Charles  Tennant, 
Miss  Marguerite  Miles,  is  a  cousin  of  the  Sir  Cecil  Miles  who 


The    Book    Market. 

A  Society  for  Seeing  All  New  Books. 

TiiEUE  have  lately  appeared  in  the  Jfoming  Post  letters 
proposing  the  formation  of  a  society  which  should  collect, 
arrange,  and  index  all  books  as  soon  as  published. 
The  root  idea  of  the  society  is  the  prompt  display 
at  a  convenient  centre  of  everything  in  the  nature 
of  a  new  book,  including  published  plays,  and,  if 
possible,  a  good  number  of  foreign  publications.  The 
books  so  collected  would  be  retained  by  the  society 
for  a  minimum  period  of  one  year,  and  would  then  be 
disposed  of  to  the  members  at  reduced  prices.  Criticisms 
on  notable  new  books  would  be  collected,  and  could  be 
examined  by  members.  Informal  discussions  upon  selected 
books  would  be  encouraged  among  the  members,  and 
formal  weekly  discussions,  in  which  authors  would  be 
invited  to  take  part,  might  be  lieM  once  a  week.  Such,  in 
outline,  is  the  scheme  put  forward  by  Mr.  W.  Green,  the 
secretary  {pro  tern.)  of  the  Sanctum  Society. 
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With  a  view  to  obtaining  further  information  a  repre- 
sentative of  the  Academy  sought  an  interview  with  Mr. 
Green,  who  was  good  enough  to  state  his  views. 

Mr.  Green  explained  how  the  idea  of  the  Sanctum 
Society  originated  in  his  mind.  "I  have  long  felt  the 
want,"  he  said,  "  of  some  means  by  which  bookish  men  of 
all  classes  could  see  newly  published  books,  and  judge  of 
their  value." 

"  But  there  are  the  reviews,  and  the  booksellers'  shops, 
Mr.  Green." 

' '  These  are  not  sufficient.  Reviews  are  uncertain  in 
their  appearance,  and  contradictory  when  they  appear. 
And  as  for  booksellers'  shops,  my  experience  is  that  it  is, 
as  a  rule,  very  difficult  to  use  them  for  tasting  purposes. 
Besides,  at  the  best,  these  meet  the  need  only  partially. 
What  is  wanted  is  a  place  where  every  new  book  can  be 
seen  at  once." 

"  By  '  every  new  book  '  do  you  mean  every  novel,  every 
new  French  primer,  every  child's  picture  book,  every 
volume  of  sermons — in  a  word,  is  your  '  every '  to  be 
taken  literally !  " 

"  Quite  literally.  There  would  be  one  copy  of  every 
new  book ;  and  doubtless  it  would  be  necessary  to  have 
more  than  one  copy  of  some  books.  The  average  output 
of  new  books  in  this  country  since  1837  has  been  about 
fifty  a  week.  There  ought  to  be  no  difficulty  in  dealing 
with  these." 

"  You  would  acquire  them  by  purchase." 

"Probably,  and  certainly  if  necessary.  I  think,  how- 
ever, that  authors  and  publishers  would  see  the  advantage 
of  sending  their  books  to  us  free." 

"  What  would  your  membership  subscription  bo  ?  " 

"  Three  guineas  a  year.  This  may  seem  high ;  but  our 
idea  is  to  make  the  Society's  building  a  comfortable  club. 
It  would  be  a  place  where  all  new  books  could  be  seen  and 
discussed  under  conditions  of  perfect  convenience  and 
comfort." 

"  Would  you  lend  books  ?  " 

"Oh,  no;  that  woiild  be  foreign  to  the  scheme.  We 
should  simply  place  the  books  on  the  shelves,  whence 
members  could  take  them  down  as  they  pleased.  No 
doubt  many  members  would  read  books  then  and  there,  in 
which  case  we  should  be  performing  the  functions  of  a 
reference  library.  My  idea  is  to  collect  criticisms  of  books 
from  the  newspapers  and  reviews.  These  could  be 
examined  by  the  members,  who  would  naturally  also 
discuss  the  merits  of  books  among  themselves.  Once  a 
week  a  formal  discussion,  arranged  by  the  committee, 
might  be  held,  and  I  think  such  discussions  would  be  of 
great  value  and  interest." 

Mr.  Green  has  our  good  wishes  in  his  enterprise. 
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We  have  received  from  Messrs.  Pickering  &  Chatto 
An  Illustrated  Catalogue  of  Old  and  Rare  Boolcs.  Not  often 
have  we  seen  a  trade  catalogue  which  could  so  deservedly 
be  described  as  being  in  itself  an  interesting  book.  This 
catalogue,  which  is  to  be  sold  at  six  shillings,  does  not 
pretend  to  bibliographical  importance,  but  its  type, 
arrangement,  and  abundant  illustrations  make  it  really 
ttractive. 


The  Tree  Musketeers. 

"  'TwAS  ever  the  fault  of  the  English,"  says  an  old  adag< 
"that  having  a  good  thing  they  made  too  much  of  it. 
This  must  be  the  feeling  with  which  many  people  witnes 
the  further  extension  which  has  been  given  to  the  Duma 
legend  at  Her  Majesty's  Theatre  by  Mr.  Sydney  Grund 
and    Mr.    Tree.      One   version   of  The    Three    Jfusketeei 
running  at  a  West  End  theatre  was  obviously  enougl 
Mr.  Henry  Hamilton's  adaptation  may  have  been  crud 
and  melodramatic,  but  it  was  vigorous  and  adequate,  an 
it  was  first  in  the  field.     By  what  unfortunate  series  c 
misunderstandings  the  Grundy  version  came  to  be  writte 
almost  simultaneously  (though  produced  later)  the  publi 
are    not    concerned    to    know.       The    two   versions    ar 
before    them,    and,     keen    as    the    taste    may    be    fc 
romantic  drama,  it  wiU  not  be  denied  that  two   fres 
adaptations    of    a    fifty  -  year  -  old    romance,     essentiall 
undramatic    and   never  intended   by  its  author   for    tli 
stage,    are  at  least  one  too  many.     If  only  the  secon 
had  been  consjiicuously  better  than  the  first,  passe  encore 
but  the  fact  is  not  so.     This  I  say  without  any  disparagt 
ment  of  Mr.   Grundy's  genius  as  an  adaptor.     The  Thn 
Musketeers  is  not   a  good  subject  for  drama.     It  was  s 
judged  by  the  best  of    all  judges,  Dumas  himself,  wh 
was  as  much  dramatist  as  novelist — perhaps  more — andwh 
would  certainly  have  made  D'Artagnan  the  hero  of  a  pla 
had  he  deemed  the  character  effective  for  that  purposi 
Broadly  speaking,  it  may  be  said  that  while  Mr.  Haniilto 
has  aimed  at  being  dramatic,  Mr.  Gnmdy  has  consulted  i 
the  main  the  interests  of  spectacle.     He  has  felt  the  inadi 
quacy  of  the  interminable  swashbuckling  of  D'Artagna 
and  his  fellow  Musketeers  as  a  dramatic  motive,  and  hi 
boldly  sliced  up  their  adventures    into  ten  tableaux,  c 
which  not  more  than  three  or  four  are  concerned  with  tl 
drama  proper.     The  small  proportion  of  drama  to  spectaC' 
at  Her  Majesty's  is  indeed  remarkable,  even  in  days  whe 
spectacle  pure  and  simple  is  considered,  and  no  doubt  is, 
strong  attraction.     Just  think  !     The  Queen  of  France  hi* 
indiscreetly  given  her  admirer,  Buckingham,  a  diamoi' 
ornament  presented  to  her  by  the  King.     Richelieu,  wl 
with   the   help    of    Miladi   has    been   scheming   for  H 
Majesty's  downfall,  urges  the  King  to  request  his  consr 
to  wear  this  ornament  at  a  ball.     Thanks  to  the  gallant 
and  dash  of  D'Artagnan  and  his  comrades,  it  is  recover 
in  time,   and  the  Cardinal   is   discomfited.      That  is  a 
The  head  and  front  of  the  drama  have  this  extent — no  mor 
unless  we  include,   as    a    side  issue,  the  discomfiture 
Miladi  too,  who  is  exposed  as  a  felon  bearing  the  fni 
brand   of  the  fleur-de-hjs.     Essentially,   such   a   drama 
complication  lies  within  very  limited  compass. 

The  spectacular  method  of  treatment  is,  of  course,  \ 
removed  from  that  of  Dumas,  who  once  declared  that 
he  needed  for  a  play  was  "  four  trestles,  four  boards,  t 
actors,  and  a  passion."  That  it  may  hit  its  mark,  nevertl 
less,  is  likely  enough,  in  view  of  the  declared  taste  of  1 
day  for  ornate  mise -en-scene  ;  though  undeniably  amidst 
much  gorgeous  colouring — a  beautiful  series  of  stage  1 
tures  occupying  three  and  a-half  hours  in  representatior 
one  feels  the  lack  of  sustained  interest.    In  other  respe  li 
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Mr.  Grundy  has  not  UeHitated  to  depart  widely  from  his 
original,  usually  for  tho  purpose  of  obtaining  greater 
clearness  and  conciseness  in  his  incidents  ;  and  as  no  deep 
emotions  are  stirred  by  the  story,  he  is  perhaps  justified  in 
bringing  about  a  sort  of  happy  ending.  Not  only  is  tho 
wily  Cardinal  outplayed  and  the  King  and  Queen  reconciled, 
but  Miladi,  wliose  death  is  demanded  by  her  husband  and 
by  Eichelieu  himself,  is  allowed  to  go  scot-free,  D'Artagnan 
and  the  Queen  generously  interceding  for  her,  and  the 
King  being  in  no  mood  to  deny  their  prayers.  To  be  sure, 
she  does  not  in  the  person  of  Mrs.  Brown-Potter  appear  to 
be  half  as  wicked  as  one  had  previously  imagined  her. 
I  loubtless  the  real  culprit  is  Mr.  Grundy,  who  by  dint  of  a 
certain  over-refining  process  has  contrived  to  banish  the 
spirit  of  Dumas  from  the  play.  Someliow,  one  misses  in 
"The  Musketeers"  the  swing  and  the  stride  of  Dumas. 
There  are  no  intercepted  letters,  no  masked  interviews,  no 
sudden  rMremenU,  such  as  arise  under  the  magnetic  hand 
of  the  master.  There  is  tho  same  difference  between  Mr. 
Grundy's  work  and  Dumas',  as  between  a  garden  neatly 
trimmed  and  laid  out  d,  PAnglaise  and  one  growing  in  wild 
profiision. 

And  to  the  Grundy  model,  curiously  enough,  the  acting 
Her  Majesty's  Theatre  conforms.  It  smacks  of  effort, 
liiere  is  little  that  is  free  and  spontaneous  in  it.  Excellent 
character  actor  as  he  is,  Mr.  Tree  is  not,  I  think,  cut  out 
by  nature  for  parts  of  heroic  mould  like  D'Artagnan.  He 
•«  naturally   inclined   to   be   deliberative,  to   hesitate,   to 

Unnick,"  as  some  might  say,  over  his  impersonations, 
which  he  builds  up  with  the  minute.st  attention  to  detail. 
Tn  appropriate  lines  of  business  the  effect  so  produced  is 
■  iften  extraordinarily  graphic  and  impressive;  but  when 
he  plays  D'Artagnan  one  constantly  feels  that  Mr.  Tree's 
temperament  forbids  him  to  let  himself  go,  the  result 
lieing  a  striking  tour  de  farce  rather  than  a  sincere  and 
spontaneous  piece  of  acting.  So  with  the  Miladi  of  Mrs. 
Brown-Potter,  who  gives  us  a  graceful  and  fascinating 
adventuress,  with  little  of  the  vixenishness  or  devilry  of 
the  character.  Much  was  anticipated  of  Mr.  Waller's 
Buckingham,  but  the  character  proved  a  mere  sketch,  an 
incidental,  quite  unworthy  of  the  actor's  powers,  who,  for 
that  reason  perhaps,  and  considering  that  he  had  quitted 
his  own  triumphs  as  D'Artagnan  in  order  to  serve  under 
Mr.  Tree,  was  on  the  first  night  somewhat  excessively 
applauded.  He  has  but  a  single  love  scene  with  the 
Uueen — a  feeble  and  unconvincing  one,  in  which  he  is 
illowed  to  kiss  the  tips  of  Her  Majesty's  frigid  fingers. 
.Malignity  rather  than  astuteness  is  the  key-note  of  Mr. 
Franklyn  McLeay's  impersonation  of  the  Cardinal.  For 
my  part,  I  did  not  quite  recognise  our  old  friends  Athos, 
Porthos,  and  Aramis  in  their  new  exponents,  nor  did  any 
other  piece  of  acting  particularly  catch  my  eye.  Happily, 
this  does  not  matter.  It  is  as  a  spectacle,  the  most 
tieautiful  of  the  day,  that  "The  Musketeers"  makes  its 
mark. 

J.  F.  N. 


Correspondence. 

Unconscious  Composition. 

Sib, — Mr.  Q.  8.  Layard  appears  to  think  that  my  friend 
(in  an  anecdote  of  unconscioua  componition)  waa  merely 
paid  for  another  man's  work.  If  so,  the  other  man  some- 
how copied  his  manner  with  great  exactness,  and  sent  to 
the  jonmol  a  tale  which  had  its  proper  position  in  the  series 
on  which  my  friend  was  engaged.  In  that  series  it  found 
its  place,  when  the  set  was  published,  in  a  remarkably 
popular  volume ;  nor  has  Mr.  I^ayard's  hypothetical  other 
man  yet  claimed  his  own.  I  am  not  aware  that  Scott 
returned  Constable's  cheque  for  The  Bride  of  Lammermopr, 
about  the  composition  of  which  he  remembered  no  more 
than  my  friend  did  in  the  case  of  his  own  story.  I  might 
add  another  instance,  yet  more  extraordinary — that  of  a 
great  modem  poet  and  of  one  of  his  most  exquisite  lyrics. 
He  certainly  included  the  piece  in  his  works,  but  of  com- 
posing it  he  had  no  recollection.  I  do  not  subject  him  by 
name  to  the  scorn  of  Mr.  G.  S.  Layard.  Thackeray 
knew  no  more  of  certain  chapters  in  Pendennit,  and  cases 
of  somnambulistic  authorship  occur  in  most  books  of 
psychology. — I  am,  &c.,  Andhxw  Laku. 

1,  Marloes-road,  W. :  Nov.  5,  1898. 


Miss  Barlow's  New  Book. 

Sir, — Your  reviewer  says  that  I  have  attributed  to  him 
statements  which  he  was  careful  not  to  make.  I  am  truly 
sorry  if  I  did  so.  I  can  only  plead  that  I  tried  carefully 
to  quote  his  own  words  in  support  of  statements  which,  it 
seemed  to  me,  he  was  very  careful  to  make. 

However,  I  notice  with  pleasure  that  your  reviewer  has 
left  unanswered — and  has,  therefore,  I  hope,  cried  peccati 
— one  of  my  chief  points  of  complaint,  which  was  :  That, 
in  the  clearest  possible  words,  he  denied  to  Irish  Pro- 
testants the  title  of  "  real  Irishmen,"  and,  consequently, 
the  power  of  real  appreciation,  not  only  of  the  Celt,  but 
also  of  the  Celtic  temperament. 

I  confess.  Sir,  that  whenever  I  read  criticism  such  as 
that  I  feel  spring  up  within  me  the  desire  to  take  my 
shillelagh,  seek  out  the  critic,  lead  him  to  the  comer  of 
a  field,  and  there  reason  with  him  in  the  manner  of 
"  real  Irishmen."  And  one  note  of  my  persuasion,  I  have 
no  doubt,  would  be  this  :  That  all  tme  appreciation  of  the 
Celt  and  his  temperament  is  a  question  not  of  birth,  or  of 
descent,  or  of  religion,  but  of  something — a  mysterious 
and  mag^c  something — which  the  gods  in  their  bounty 
give  but  rarely,  and  give  to  one  just  as  much  as  the  other, 
your  Protestant-bom  equally  with  your  Catholic-bom. 
Furthermore,  I  would  endeavour  to  persuade  him  very 
eamestly  that  your  "  real  Irislmian  "  is  frequently  a  Pro- 
testant, frequently  a  Catholic,  sometimes  one  and  sometimes 
neither.  Lastly,  I  would  take  his  arm,  lead  him  across 
the  field,  and  leave  him  pondering  this  question  :  Is  it 
within  the  bounds  of  possibility  that  some  day  soon  the 
sun  may  rise  and  shine  gloriously  down  upon  a  New  and 
Happy  and  Unite<l  Literary  Ireland  ?  And  leaving  him,  1 
would  go  off  with  my  shillelagh — to  ponder  also. — \  am, 
&c.,  Shah  F.  Bullock. 

London:  Nov.  7,  1898. 
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"  The  Juggler  of  Notre  Dame.'' 

SiH, — It  may  interest  your  readers  to  know  that  there  is 
a  Roman  story  of  the  first  century  after  Christ  exactly 
parallel  to  that  of  the  Juggler  of  Notre  Dame. 

In  Seneca  (fragment  36,  p.  426,  ed.  Haase)  we  read : 
"  A  leading  actor  of  mimes,  when  old  and  fallen  into 
decrepitude,  used  to  present  a  mime  daily  before  the  deities 
in  the  Capitol,  supposing  that  the  gods  would  be  glad  to 
behold  that  which  men  no  longer  cared  for." 

It  is  quite  conceivable  that  this  may  have  suggested  the 
story  of  the  Juggler,  but  the  unkind  sneer  contained  in  the 
last  words  is  alien  from  the  spirit  of  the  Christian  writer. 
— I  am,  &c., 

Rochester:  Nov.  7,  1898.  S.  Cheetiiam. 


"John  Splendid. 
By  Neil  Munro. 


Book  Reviews  Reviewed. 

The  Standard  points  out  that  Mr.  Munro 
repeatedly  forgets  that  he  has  put  his 
story  into  the  mouth  of  a  Seventeenth  Century  man,  with 
results  which  are  occasionally  little  short  of  ludicrous  : 

Imagine  a  Seventeenth  Century  soldier  of  fortune  talking 
of  the  "  baffling  surmise  of  the  piper  and  the  bard,"  or 
describing  trout  fishing  as  "  a  lonely  carnival  with  discon- 
tent." So  many  passages  are  marred  by  this  confusion  of 
thought  that  we  single  it  out  as  the  most  conspicuotis  fault 
in  the  book.  But  we  have  other  lances  to  break  with  Mr. 
Munro.  In  the  first  place,  why  does  he  carry  his  contempt 
for  historical  fact  so  far  as  actually  to  boast  of  it  'f  Why 
does  he  insist  on  introducing  those  very  unnecessary 
Coillebhraid  nickel  mines,  knowing,  as  he  acknowledges  in 
his  preface,  that  they  were  only  discovered  in  the  present 
Duke's  day  ?  Why,  again,  does  he  expend  so  much  excel- 
lent work  in  painting  the  severities  of  a  winter  which,  had 
he  takeii  the  trouble  to  consult  the  despised  Wishart,  he 
would  have  known  to  have  been  remarkable  only  for  its 
mildness  ? 

"  Claudius  Clear  "  writes  in  the  British  Weekly  : 

The  story  is  a  serious  and  strenuous  attempt  to  interpret 
the  Highland  character,  made  by  one  who  is  a  Highlander 
himself.  ...  I  should  say  that  what  strikes  one  in  John 
Spltndid  is  that  the  writer  has  worked  in  a  spirit  of 
genuine  and  almost  passionate  self-respect.  There  is 
nothing  cheap  in  the  book.  There  are  many  fine  passages 
scattered  through,  but  there  is  no  fine  writing.  You 
can  see  that  Mr.  Munro  is  not  thinking  either  of  his 
readers  or  of  his  critics.  He  is  not  writing  to  secure  great 
sales,  neither  is  he  writing  to  win  the  praise  of  superior 
reviewers.  He  has  a  subject  which  is  sacred  to  him,  and, 
if  I  may  say  so,  his  determination  is  to  treat  it  sacredly. 
He  does  not  compromise  at  any  point,  and  the  result  is 
that  every  intelligent  reader  will  close  the  book  with 
a  very  true  esteem  for  the  writer,  and  with  a  mind  to 
return  and  read  again, 

The  critic  of  Literature  says  : 

Mr.  Munro  has  yet  to  prove  that  he  has  in  him  the 
making  of  a  great  novelist.  Three  things  can,  liowever, 
be  said  with  confidence  :  John  Splendid  has  the  indefinable 
character  of  distinction ;  it  has  no  fellowship  with  the 
works  of  the  Kailyard ;  and  no  romance  that  has  yet 
appeared  in  Scotland  presents  with  greater  amplitude, 
accuracy,  and  delicacy,  the  relations  which  used  to  exist 
between  a  Highland  chief  and  his  clansmen. 


The  Bookman  prints  a  symposium  on  this  novel  by  Mr 
Andrew  Lang,  Miss  Fiona  Macleod,  and  Mr.  "Willian 
Sharp.  Mr.  Lang,  like  other  critics,  quarrels  with  Mr 
Munro's  dialogue.  "  Conceive  Argyle  saying  to  tw( 
soldiers  of  fortune  :  '  Dubiety  plays  on  me  like  a  flute ! 
Argyle  had  not  read  Mr.  Stevenson."  Miss  Macleod'i 
principal  objection  to  tlie  story  is  curious: 

Frankly,  then,  for  me  there  is  too  much  of  the  Campbel 
in  Mr.  Munro's  book.  It  has  ever  been  the  way  with  Clai 
Diarniid  to  consider  itself  as  the  Gaelic  section  of  th( 
chosen  people.  I  have  never  loved  the  clan,  or  its  glil 
w»y  either  with  its  tongue  or  its  sheath,  nor  does  it  ii 
history,  save  in  individual  instances,  touch  those  heroic 
levels  overrun  by  the  clans  of  northern  and  westeri 
Gaeldom.  There  is  not  a  chapter  in  Juhn  Sph-ndii 
wherein  I  have  not  found  a  nettle  behind  every  obtrusioi 
of  the  bog-myrtle,  the  badge  of  him  and  his.  It's  wel 
to  a  Campbell  to  be  a  Caoopbell ;  but  I  take  it  that  it  i 
not  everyone  from  Sutherland  Ord  to  the  Rhinns  of  Isla; 
who  would  rather  doff  the  cap  to  MacCailein  Mor  than  t( 
any  other  chief.  Even  in  the  Gaelic  southlands  there  ar 
Macdougalls  and  McLeans,  Camerons  and  Laments,  Mac 
lachlans  and  Macfarlanos  and  Macgregors,  who  would  b 
as  slow  to  kiss  the  myrtle-sjjray  of  the  Campbells  as  wouh 
any  Macleod  or  Macdonald. 
The  Chronicle  reviewer  brings  a  discriminating  columi 
to  an  end  thus  : 

Altogether — for  we  must  come  to  a  fiuish  -  we  are  no 
disposed  to  prophesy  for  Mr.  Munro  that  brimminj 
measure  of  popularity  connected  with  common  delving  ii 
the  Kailyard.  But  we  think  he  is  stepping  forward  to 
high  seat — call  it  Cruachan — among  romancers,  aud  tha 
he  may,  when  he  settles  down  better  among  his  materia 
and  proves  as  easy  with  the  rest  of  the  gamut  of  passio 
as  he  is  with  the  war-notes,  be  the  great  novelist  of  th 
Highlands  whom  we  have  long  awaited. 


"O"''*''"'''     The  critics  are  not  agreed  as  to  Dr.  Garnett^ 

Poems  by  ^  .... 

victorard    discretion  in  editing,  and  giving  to  the  work 
Shelley's  boyish  effusions.     Thus  : 
The  Times.  The  Standard. 


Cazire.' 


Dr.  Gamett,  who  makes 
so  few  mistakes,  has  made  one 
in  rescuing  from  deserved 
oblivion  Shelley's  first  volume, 
the  thin  octavo  volume  called 
Oriyinal  Poetry  hy  Victor 
and  Cazire.  ...  It  is  not  to 
be  expected  that  a  publisher 
whose  main  business  is  with 
poets  should  refuse  to  take 
advantage  of  such  an  extra- 
ordinary find,  but  a  man  of 
high  literary  distinction  like 
Dr.  Garnett  would  have  done 
better  if  he  had  declined  to 
lend  his  name  to  the  reprint. 
For  that  reprint  does  a  dis- 
service to  Shelley's  memory 
and  is  a  slur  on  his  own  de- 
hberate  j  udgment.  Stock  dale 
says  that  Shelley  withdrew 
the  edition  because  he  dis- 
covered that  one  of  the  pieces 
sent    by    his    coadjutor    (his 


Both  Kent  and  Shelley  ha\ 
suffered  in  reputation  from  tl  | 
literary  resurrectionist  whof 
zeal  is  untempered  by  dison 
tion.     It  is  idle,  however,  i 
protest   against  the   practio 
The  thing  written  has  a  ten 
dency  to   remiin,   and   tbe> 
are  not  many  book   hunte> 
who,    when  they   light   on 
lost  poem  or  essay,  or  even( 
love-letter,  by  a  great  write 
have  the  courage,  if  it  is  va 
worthy  of  him,  to  put  it  ini 
the    fire.     Happily,   there 
nothing    to   grieve   the   mO 
devout  admirer  of  Shelley 
the  little  volume  issued  to-i 
and    edited   by   Dr.    Garnfl 
The  poetry  it  contains  mayll 
to  a  large  extent,  colourle 
but  it  is  absolutely  unobj^ 
tionable. 


/ 
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sister  Elizabeth  ShoUey)  was 
really  stolen  from  Monk 
Lewis.  It  may  bo  so,  but 
■whatever  the  cause,  Shelley's 
rapidly  maturiiiK  taste  was 
evidently  satisfied  that  these 
poor  chirpings  of  his  infant 
muse  should  be  wholly  for- 
gotten. Why,  then,  should 
anyone,  and  above  all  a  man 
like  Dr.  Ganiett,  who  knows 
bad  poetry  from  good,  run 
counter  to  the  poet's  deliberate 
pinion,  and  load  the  memory 
of  the  author  of  "  The  Ode  to 
the  West  Wind"  with  a 
Tohime  of  rubbish,  probably 
the  worst  verses  that  any 
great  poet  has  written  in  his 
boyhood  ?  For  there  is 
nothing  really  to  interest  us 
fal  these  songs  and  gloomy 
ballads,  either  in  themselves 
or  in  their  relation  to  l*ter 
works  of  Shelley.  If  vf  could 
pomt  to  them  as  the  germs  of 
the  latiT  poems,  or  as  con- 
taining passages  afterwards 
worked  up  by  the  poet  into 
his  finer  verse,  there  might 
111'  some  hi»torical  interest 
about  the  book.  Unfor- 
tunately it  is  not  so,  and  the 
only  purpose  it  serves  is  to 
show  once  more  that  what  a 
lad  writes  at  eighteen  may 
have  very  little  to  do  with 
i  'what  he  achieves  two  or  three 


The  Outlook. 

We  notice  that  a  critical 
sjtectator  from  a  Cornish 
window  has  deplored  this 
publication  on  the  ground  of 
literary  decency.  To  this  wo 
can  only  offer  the  consolation 
of  the  proverb,  "  Murder  will 
out."  The  public  will  never 
allow,  first  and  last,  even 
nonsense  to  bo  purposely  sup- 
pressed. They  say  the  com- 
plete Pei)y8  is  bound  to  come 
in  all  its  ttagrancy.  Who, 
then,  would  droani  of  trying 
to  prevent  a  law  so  jjotent 
as  that  of  the  public  curiosity 
from  operating  on  the  per- 
fectly harmless  though  foolish, 
early  work  of  a  great  poet  ? 
Such  work  may  be  buried,  but 
it  cannot  be  annihilated. 


I 
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Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  5. 

Labt  week  the  competition  took  this  form  :    We  quoted  from  a 

'cr,  recently  received  from  one  of   the   members  of  a  party  of 

inturers  now  canipiDg  by  the  Liard  River  in  British  Columbia, 

ihcir  way  to  Klondyke,  the  following  passage  : 

Tlie^rr  U  tmv  thing  I  ihovld  lih;      1(7;  ratlur  want  a  bi'nk  that 

!  ttaml  ■uniimitrd  Trailing,  and  quotation  in  a  somewhat  frivolov» 

'l"rit.      Something    that    intimate  familiarity    iconld  rather  give 

point  to  than  dull.     Jivt  not  intenne,  pasnionate ;    rather  grim  or 

larionic.    I  think  of  many — as  Sickens,  The  Egoist,  The  Twilight 

of  the  Gods — but  am  convinced  of  none." 

iThis  request,  we  explained,  was  responded  to  in  a  novel  way.  Not 
ifeeling  quite  satisfied  with  any  one  book  that  be  could  think  of,  aud 
being  limited  strictly  to  one,  the  recipient  of  the  letter  cut  up 
several  books  and  from  them  composed  the  desired  volume.  It  was 
then  bound  and  despatched. 

We  then  asked  our  readers  to  select  material  for  such  a  volume  as 
ihe  Klondyke  party  require,  to  the  extent  of  eight  extracts  from 
*^er  works,  the  whole  to  make  np  a  volume  of  about  the  bulk  of 

uf  the  "  GoMen  Treasury  "  series. 
A  good  number  of  replies  have  been  received,  the  best  being  that 
entby  Mr.  F.  Sutton,  13,  Alexandra-orescent,  Antrim-read,  Belfast, 
»h08e  list  runs  thus  : 

1.  Story  of  an  African  Farm  (pt.  ii.,  chap,  i ).     Olive  Schreiner. 

2.  Qurte  of  Intellect  (pt.  ii.).    C.  C.  Clout,    (f .  0.  Constable.) 


8.  (a)  The  City  of  Dreadful  \lght.    Thomion. 

(b)  Caliban  on  Setebo:    Browning. 
•(.  Murd'jr  as  a  tine  Art.    De  Quincey. 
.'1.  Any  one  of  Pon'n  MniiatioDal  tale*. 

6.  The  Aholishing  of  Chrislianitij.     Swift. 

7.  I.   On  Women.     II.   Metiifhysirs  of  htrr.     Hobopenbi 
H.  I.    (lods  in  Ktile.     II.   Confessions.     Heine. 

To  Mr.  Eutton  a  cheque  for  one  guinea  has  been  rent 


We  append  a  leleotion  of  the  other  repliea : 

1.  "The  Man  who  would  be  King  "  and  "The  Fineit  Story  In  the 
World."    Kipling. 

2.  Virginihus  I'Mrlsi/ur.    "On  Falling  in  Love "  and  "Truth  in 
luterconrse."    K.  L.  Stevennon. 

:l.  "  Rhymes  and  Rhythms."    Henley. 

4.  Orileat  of  Pic  hard  Fererel  (chaps,  xv.  and  xx.).    G.  Meredith. 

n.   Time  JUiiehine  (chapH.  i.  and  ii.).     Ii.  O.  Well«. 

(it.  Dream  of  John  Ball  (oha|>H.  i.  to  iv.,  incloaive).     W.  Morri*. 

7.  Pickicick  Papers  (chaps,  vii.  to  x.,  inclnsive). 

a.  Sartor  llesartus  (chaps,  viii.  to  xi.  o(  Book  I.,  ioctosive). 

[M.C.  E.,  FoiMtmiL] 


1.  t'haraetert.    Theophrastus. 

2.  Bon  Quixote.  The  disoonree  on  the  Golden  Age  (pt.  I., 
chap,  ii.)  ;  The  instructions  given  by  Don  Quixote  to  .Sancho  Panza 
before  he  went  to  govern  the  island  (pt.  ii.,  chaps,  xlii.  and  xliii.). 
Cervantes. 

8.  "Hamlet."     Shakespeare. 

Life's  a  Dream.    (FitzGerald's  version.)    Calderon. 
Maxims.    La  Rochefoucauld. 
The  Misanthrope.    Molicre. 

7.  Gulliver's  Travih.  A  Voyage  to  the  Honyhnbnms  (pt.  iv.). 
Swift. 

8.  "  Faust."  According  to  Bayard  Taylor's  version.  Part  I. : — 
Night  (i.)  ;  Before  the  City  Gate  (ii.)  ;  The  Study  (iii.)  :  The 
Study  (iv.)  ;  Forest  and  Cavern  (xiv.) ;  Martha's  Garden  (x»i.). 
Goethe.  [H.  O.,  Honor  0»k.] 


4. 
5. 
6. 


Omar  Khayyom.    Fifth  edition  of  FitzOerald's  Translation. 

The  Case  of  (Icneral  Ople  and  Lady  Camper,    G.  Meredith. 

Brother  Jacob.    George  Eliot. 

The  Drums  of  the  Fore  and  Aft.    Rodyard  Kipling. 

The  Bottle  Imp.    Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

Pickicick  Papers.    Mr.  Pickwick's  Ipswich  Adventures  (chap*, 
xxii.  to  XXV.,  inclusive).    Charles  Uickens. 

7.    Wandering  Heath.     "  The  Looe  Die  Hards."    "  Q." 
H,  /A;% /)»ahi^««!*  (the  last  chapter).    "One  Way  In."    Anthony 
Hope.  [E.  6.  L.,  Leicester.] 


8. 

4. 
.■). 


1.  A  Green  Carnation.    R.  Kitchens. 

2.  Dolly  Dialogues.    A.  Hope. 
A.  Mord-Em'ly.    Pett  Ridge. 

4.  "  The  Tempter."    H.  A.  Jones. 

5.  School  for  Saints.    John  Oliver  Hobbes. 
G.  Tramps  Abroad.    Mark  Twain. 

7.  .'<eiiti mental  Tommy.     J.  M.  Barrie. 

8.  Many  Cargoes.    Jacobs. 

Random  extracts  of  required  length  from  the  above-named  books. 

[0.  C,  London.  | 
This,  of  course,  is  not  sufficiently  explicit. 


1.  "  Henry  IV."    The  Falstaff  Scenes. 

2.  "  As  You  Like  It." 
" Paradise  Lost"  (Book  I). 
"Maud."     Tennyson. 
Fly  Leaves.    Calverley. 
"The  Rivals." 

J'iekwick  (chaps,  xxziii.  and  xxxiv.). 
Sartor  Jlesartvs—aa  much  of  it  as  space  allows. 

[A.  E.  L.,  Staffoid.j 


1.  Soldior  Tales.    "  With  the  Main  Guard."    KipIinT. 

2.  The  .'^h^ikers.    Artemus  Ward. 

H.  •Knttmenfal  Tummy.     "The  Boy  with  Two  Mothers"  (chap. 
viii.).     Barrie. 

4.  Piipi>-ts  at  Large.    " Saturday  Night  in  the  Edgware  Road." 
Anstey. 

.").  Many  Cargoes.     "  A  Change  of  Treatment."    Jaoobe. 

6.  Adventures  of  Cajitain  Kettle.     "The  Looting  of  the  '  Indian 
Sherriff.' "    0.  Hyne. 

7.  Tales  of  Our  Coast.    "  That  there  Mason."    W.  Clark  RusaelL 

5.  Choice  Works.    "  The  Author's  Autobiography."    Mark  Twain. 

[F.  C.  W.,  London.] 
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1.  "  The  Outcasts  of  Poker  Flat."     Bret  Harte. 

2.  "  Brugglesmith."     Kiplins;. 

3.  "Sto-y  of  the  Youag  Man  with  the  Cream  Tarts."     U.  L. 
Stevenson. 

4.  The  Simier-i'  Comedi/  (chaps,  i.  and  ii.).    John  Oliver  Hobbes. 

5.  Doll//    DiiiogiKs    (No.     XII.).      "An     Unaccounted     Hour." 
Anthony  Hope. 

(i.  The  Orihal  of  Richard  Frri  it'  {c)xaf.u.).    Meredith. 

7.  Bt'ii  lliir  (Book  V.,  chap.  xiv.).     Wallace. 

8.  "  Gilray's  Flower-poc."     Mij  Liidij  Nicotine.    J.  M.  Barrie. 

[N.  N.,  London.] 


1.  GiiUiver'n    Tracels.      ''A    Voyage    to    the    Country    of    the 
Houyhnhnms." 

2.  David    Copperjield  (chaps,  xx.,   xxi.,  itxii.,    xxx.,   xxxi.  and 
xxxii.). 

3.  "  Much  Ado  about  Nothing  "  (acts  ii.  and  iii.). 

i.  Don  Quixitte  (chaps,  viii.,  ix.,  x.,  xi.,  xii.,  xiii.  and  xiv.). 

5.  Esmond  (Book  III.,  chaps,  iii.  and  iv.). 

6.  Old  Murtiility  (chaps,  xiv.,  xv.,  xvi.  and  xvii.). 

7.  Bcaiiohd mp' s  Cj,n'i'r  (chaps,  xv.,  xvi.,  xvii.,  xviii.,  xix.,  xx.,  xxi. 
and  xxii,). 

8.  The  Uubaiyat  of  Oimr  Kh%!/yam.    FitzGerald. 

[K.  M.,  London.] 


Competition  No.  6. 

The  editor  of  a  literary  paper  asks  for  advice.  Among  his  friends 
of  some  years'  standing  is  a  novelist.  A  short  while  ago  this 
novelist  wrote  a  book,  which  the  editor  in  due  course  received  and 
despatched  to  an  expert  and  trusted  reviewer  for  treatment.  The 
review  was  written  and  printed.  It  was  honest  and  workmanlike> 
but  not  unmixed  praise.  A  day  or  so  after  its  appearance  the 
novelist  sent  the  following  letter  to  the  editor  : 

"  You  (in;  no  douM, prepantl  to  hear  that  aftrr  your  review  of  my 
book  in  your  current  igiue  I  can  have  no  fierther  deahnga  with  yon. 
I  could  have  forgiven  everything  hut  that  you  ■■should  hove  turned  on 
to  me  a  perso/t  who  cannot  even  write  JJngliih." 
To  the  competitor  who  supplies  the  most  suitable  answer  to  this 
letter  a  prize  of  One  Guinea  will  be  sent.  The  answer  must  not 
exceed  100  words. 

Answers,  addressed  "  Literary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43, 
Chancery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post  on 
Tuesday  morning,  November  15,  Each  answer  must  be  accom- 
panied by  the  coupon  cut  from  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of 
p.  22G. 


The    "  Academy  "    Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An  Offer  to  Authors. 
The  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion  with 
the  AcADEJtY  invite  unpublished  works  in  MS.  for  criticism. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  •which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  No  fee  for  reading  and 
reporting,  or  for  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  is  set  forth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  a  nom-de-plume  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "  Academy  Bureau  " 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  shoidd  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  of  the  Academy  applies  only 
to  books  that  have  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise. 
The  conductors  of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSS. 
submitted  to  them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental 
loss. 


An  Easteen  Legend.  By  Micawbee. 

This  novel   impresses   us   very  favourably.      The   situation 

out  of  which  the  story  flows  is  simple,  natural,  yet  fraught  with 

dramatic  possibilities,  of  which  the  writer,  in  a  quiet  manner  ot 


reserve,  makes  good  use.  There  is  in  the  novel  more  than  a 
touch  of  the  genius  of  Mr.  Meredith,  and  the  easy  exactitude 
of  the  style  is  very  pleasing.  Although  we  cannot  be  certain 
that  the  work  will  be  rewarded  by  the  popular  success  which  it 
deterves,  we  shall  not  be  surprised  if  it  doe".  At  any  rate,  we 
"have  arranged  that  a  proposal  for  publication  shall  be  made. 
The  title  must  be  changed.  It  is  not  in  itself  attractive,  and 
its  connexion  with  the  theme  is  remote. 


Lord  Maxwell'.s  Good-nigiit. 


By  Queen's,  Oxford. 


At  the  end  of  the  first  chapter  of  this  novel  wo  found  our- 
selves in  a  state  of  high  delight.  It  seemed  to  us  that  we  had 
fallen  upon  a  Scots  novel-writer  of  much  power.  Alack,  we 
are  disappointed.  It  was  with  an  increasing  effort,  and  a 
tendency  to  slumber,  that  we  read  the  MS.  through.  The 
promise  of  the  first  chapter  is  belied.  Nothing  happens. 
Perhaps  we  should  say,  rather,  that  the  happenings  never  arouse 
us.  There  are  fights,  escapades,  and  a  hanging ;  but  we  go 
through  them  all  as  through  the  courses  of  an  elaborate  but 
ill-cooked  dinner.  Each  dish  is  a  greater  trial  than  the  one 
that  went  immediately  before.  This  is  written  in  order  to 
encourage  Queen's.  He  can  find  materials  ;  but  he  does  not 
serve  them  as  they  should  be  served.  He  can  write;  but  he 
has  not  cultivated  the  dramatic  instinct. 


If  I  Were  You. 


By  WicKnAM  Skeith. 


There  are  ingenuity  and  talent  of  other  kinds  in  this  novel ; 
but  they  are  not  well  applied.  The  story  is  a  fantasia  in 
which  hypnotism  plays  an  important  part.  Wo  should  not 
mind  that  if  the  illusion  which  the  writer  seeks  to  produce 
were  sufficient,  but  it  is  not.  Patiently  we  read  page  after 
puge,  and  the  illusion  remains  feeble.  The  writing  is  almost 
invariably  correct  and  otherwise  scholarlike ;  but  the  story  is 
like  a  wain  lurching  slowly  along  on  creaking  axles.  Pub- 
lication of  the  MS.  would  lead  to  disappointment.  We  tiust 
that  Wickham  Skeith  will  not  consider  this  criticism  unkind. 
The  more  MSS.  we  find  acceptable  the  better  are  we  pleased. 
Any  plain  blunt  words  we  print  about  the  others  are  designed 
to  help  the  writers  to  realise  what  it  is  that  they  have  still  tc 
achieve  in  order  to  be  successfid. 


A  Flash  of  Youth. 


By  Retl-yw  Si'RiNO. 


"  My  gracious  I  "  said  the  rector's  wife,  "  how  could  you  hi 
so  careless  ?  "  We  have  no  doubt  that  a  rector's  wife  might 
say  "My  gracious";  but  when  the  chronicle  in  which  she 
figures  mentions  the  fact  our  interest  wanes.  "A  Flasli  oi 
Youth  "  contains  long  passages  of  dialogue  in  the  rector's-wif( 
manner.  Lest  Eetlaw  Spring  should  feel  aggrieved,  and  saj 
that  his  dialogue  is  true  to  life,  we  point  out  that  th( 
beginning  of  the  novel-writer's  art  is  the  process  of  selection 
and  that  a  writing  may  be  at  once  tiue  to  life  and  false  to  art 
A  word-foivword  report  of  any  conversation  in  any  rector 
would  be  intolerable.  Eetlaw  Spring  must  strive  to  realis 
that  a  novel  should  be  something  more  thau  a  phonograph  o 
a  pliotograph. 


Story  of  tub  Peninsular  War. 


By  C.  E.  I 


This  work  is  a  compilation   from  many  books.      It  is  ni 
l^erfect.      Very  early   in  the  MS.   we   seem   to  be  reading 
narrative  from  the  personal   experience  of  the   writer.     Thi 
suggests  to  us  that  he  must  be  over  a  hundred  years  of  ag 
The    explanation    is     that    a    foot-note    has    been    omitte 
Although  it  is  marred  by  little  flaws  of  that  kind,  the  work 
creditable.      It  is  the  product  of  immense  industry,   and 
brings  many  points  of  view  to  a  focus.      Our  only  fear  is  th 
there  would  not  be  a  sufficient  market  for  the  work ;    but  th 
frai-  is  so  strong  that  we  cnnuot  undertake  the  responsibility 
commiuduig  it  to   a  publisher.      Thi<  is  to  us  a   matter 
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MESSRS.    METHUEN'S     NEW    BOOKS. 


THE    GREAT    BOOK    OF    THE    DAY. 

Mi:cil  111'  IT  M  A  UKVKI.\TI()N."     77,I/A;.V. 


THROUGH  ASIA     By  Sven  Hedin,  Gold  MelaUist  of  the  Royal  Gsographlcal  Society. 

With  ;*(H)  IlluBimtions  from  Skutohos  ftnd  l'h('ifiL.'nMili-*  by  tbo  Author,  and  M'lpi      2vo'n.,  royM  mvo,  :!C*.  net. 

The  iKH.k  i:-  ririlirai*)r1  hy  jwrroiiiHiftn  to  II  R.H.  the  Princ*'  of  W»Io«. 


••  It  woii!<l  be  (lilliriilt  to  nu-ntinu  iiny  Look  of  tmvol  oovrrii  k  wj  .xti-i.i.ivr  «  flt-rd.  richur 
In  bul>Kt»iittHl  JiiforiKiitKiii.  i'lt-rchi.  ami  «iili<Tt«liitii'-iit  from  l>ruiiii)iug  t>t  t-ml.  Mim-Im>(  It 
h  a  r»v«1iitiiiii ;  DifFH  are  frw  ir'tMUrH  wlm  wilt  not  timl  in  ir  MniicllihiK  now  •■ikI  iiiiiK«*iitirf. 
It  **  one  of  tlioMi  riire  iMxikx  of  travtil  tlmtouo  Ih  loth  (o  lay  down.  It  in  ftittuwNMtlv  lo  «irv  nii 
llde4|UAte  Ideii  of  ItiK  rlolinciM  of  Ihc  coiit«n(B  '>t  IIiih  l>o<ik,  nor  of  lt«  aIioiiihIIok  iitlnmtloitH  na 
aiturvot  tmvi-l,  unBurpHHwil  In  fiec^riiphical  ami  huniaii  iulvrtiiit  AUot(>!t*«ir  i\\v  work  iit 
on«  wnlt'li  ill  HoUtlity,  uuvvlty,  i\m\  futi-n-itt  muit  laku  a  ftnt  rank  amoug  puhllcatluut  of  Its 

ClOtR."    -TiflMJf. 

"Till!  couiitrii's  trnverHwl  eiiitinice  at  It-ast  tlin-v  widely  lUlferliiit  rwirioni,  a  J<>urnry 
throiiKli  any  of  wliidi,  U'\\\  »»  llii<  iiiitlior  tullii  it,  wutiM  plauu  Itiin  In  ttiu  tlKt  ntuk  uf  truvelleii. 
Ho  tia<l  DO  lack  of  tlirtlliiiK  lulvuntoreo."-  .KAeNctfiii. 

"  In  Dx'Ki-  niHxnUioL-iit  voluntuii  wa  havo  th«  niuHt  inii>ortant  contrl)>utfoii  to  Central  Ailaa 
geography  niiid'-  for  mnny  yt-ars.     IntviiM-ly  intTeetinc  as  alale  of  irtyvX." —SvtcUtlur. 

"The  iRKik  iH  written  in  a  mastiTly  \iiH.y."—LH«ruturr.. 

"T(ie  wlxile  Ktorv  of  ttio  'l>  utrt  itilv«iituro~-whioh  oeoiipl<'tt  flie  lust  2i)0  poaei  of  tliA  flnt 
voltimt  — )h  worthy  t<>  Im*  adtle'l  lo  tlie  claMle«  in  iti  kind.  Nothing  more  vivid  or  InlenKcly 
ihrllUug  halt  hti-n  iiuhllslieit  tcir  nuvenil  yi-arri."— H'orU. 


>t(-  rank  u  oim  of  tha  aoM  rtmarfcftUe  boolu  of  Imftl  af  Um 

ilrh  ts  «ttlt#iiit  it*  hunian  or  iu  •dohtlflo  Ivteroal.    TIm  rmmd 

"icaM 


"  It  will  Ml-*- 

COIillinr."-  /*t'' 

of  Mr.  liUTlnV  iViiii'hifM  irufniinioiiveT    wrh'ooW'arDo'imvreapMJttWc  uif 

rt^lltlloicwiiut  ..1  irM..M.t..iti*«ora«I.li.wTc^kMr««ir«niothe»«ofMiidtf»to^*;j;^ 
uf  hli  deenermU  maroti  fn»in  tli«  hut  oamp  ti>  the  (mk>1  In  tb«  dry  Iml  of  tn^,"';!*"-?*'*^ 

"  No  more  ImtMirtant  or  morw  atHh.rldnit  work  of  Ailatlo  Iratfl  Km  I»m«  r«b|IA«4 
iliirlrg  the  laat  thlrt»  y««ri  V>*n  tU\w.  aUmnilliiit  In  lnt«rr«t  for  the  ocillMrf  fmdm» 
ih«  traTeller,  the  KMffni^he^.  tUo  iiKtrtimau,  and  iho  e«hnol.«i«i. 


'■  Tho»«  voluii 
]tr.  llMUn'■•>(^' 
»\w*  In  r«Hilii. 

"  Let  any  ..i. 
can  tcich  hini  Oti 


.Vfwrl<*Hf  and  Drmwmllt  Kew». 
i,t  sb«trlilnc  and  faaotnatlnv  Interrat.  llieir  inattvr  ta  woodarfal.  mmt 
■•■•i  with  that  ttroDt  and  allurlac  iiertoiuUty  U»l  huKot  boan 
.     ^Jtinnimaham  Fo$L 

M  >ii  •  to  Irani  of  ih«  wnoderf  111  CVintinrat  of  Ail*  aa  do  ova  alaa 
tliidwork.'*— r.tnWj^  yutr. 


\Vr  haw  never  read  a  mure  fasrinatlnu  or  nore  thillUof  InTcl  biiok  " 


••A  MASTKRPIKCR."— n,^//,^  CHRONICLK. 

CHITRA.L :  the  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.    By  Sir  Q.  S.  Robertson,  K.C.S.L    With  numerous 

IlliK^tmlioiis  luid  a  Map.     Domy  Svo,  2Ih.  net. 


"  A  inaBtcrpii'"'*'  of  narmtivn.  Thi-  stylt-  cannot  ho  orerpraUt^l.  It*  limplioity,  ilireotoeM, 
vlaour.  pirturcMniienrwt.  mid  liiimour,  to;rvtiiMr  with  tluf  evur-preiwnt  whitu  li*ht  of  tha  true 
•Oldit"'  Kpirlt,  pliiof  thiH  'stor^  <>t  a  minor  ^it-K*''  iimoug  the  Very  beKt  hooka  of  ita  claaa  thai 
havr>  t».'tu  wittt'ti  in  ini«loni  \,\\nix»." -Dnily  Vtminn-l,: 

■•  'llu-re  Ih  lliroufthout  a  claah of  haml-to-haml  titthtin? a  torrihle  roallnin  whtoli  render* 

thin  Blory  t>f  a  minor  HieKe  one  i>f  the  ino^t  HtirrinK  military  narratives  written  in  our  tin»". 

ThecrowuiuK  exploit nmken  one  htM  oiiu'n  tireath  aa  one  turns  each  paz«.    Th-*  admirAlile 

lUaKtrHtionB  and  mai>e  muKt  tte  diainlsMMl  wtth  a  Binxle  word  of  hearty  praiite."— TinMf. 

"The  enthimtastic  lulmiration  uf  the  reader  can  nut  fail  t>  Im  aruuied.  An  a-lmirahle 
taoord."— .l/orwi»(/  I'ott. 


•  Not  since  thfaniiftaranop  of  li  ml  Kohirtt*  '  F.trty-ooe  Vean'  hava  wo  ha<l  a  r««onl  <if 
Indian  warfare'  which  van  h»  <-ompAre<l  In  IM  vlt^l  n^rraUra  inlaraat  vilfa  thla  nlowlaf 
and  m')Tlnit  etory  of  a  minor  iiuie,  this  imprwiBirflly  humin  raoanl  of  barelo  eiwlwrmnaa  um 
Tittiant  performaooi,  dH8crlt>ed  with  a  dramatic  ferfour  wbloh  ffripa  tha  lieart^Hmra. 

/Aadf  0m(L 
"  Wrilt«n  with  a  irraphk  Hronirth  and  a  itrnial  hnmnnr  iMildom  foniMi  la  a  narrmtlve  of 
the  kind  ;  It  »h  mid  broome  a  elaa«lcof  frontier  Iit-r«lure ."— vW.ma,. 

■  rioturewiue  and  glowlnit  |ia|[«a.    A  rery  fasrinatlntr.  a  »inifularly  dellahifiil  Ikwi*. 

(Jta*0om  Ihrnid. 
••  Ai  fiiacloatlng  as  Sir  Walter  Heotfi  t>«t  flctloo."— /taair  TJ  iomph. 


SErONI)    EDITION    NKAKLY    READY. 
"A   SPJ.KNDin   STORY.*' 

THE  BATTLE  of  the  STRONG:  a  Romance  of  Two  Kingdoms.     By  Gilbert  Parker, 

Author  of  "  The  Seats  of  the  Mighty."    Crovirn  8vo,  fls. 

"Mr.  Oilhert  Parker  has  a  maBterV  hnnd  in  weavin«  the  thresda  of  romantic  liction. 
There  i«  K'Aioe  y  a  Kingle  character  which  ihwB  imt  oonvitiee  ok."— /Mi/u  Chrmwelr. 

■•  M  eh  asplenilid  Htiry.  BO  ^plHiuliillv  loUl,  will  l>f  reiultiv  llie  public  with  avidily.  aLd 
will  aihl  new  honour  even  to  Mr.  I'arker  »  reputation."— A't.  Jume»'K  QotriU. 

"The  iKMik  ix  full  of  varie<l  emotion.  It  lias  an  opeu-oir  freahLcsa,  it  bai  itlr  ttnd  movo* 
ment."-  iMiiy  A'ewa. 


"  One  of  the  mont  delifthtfut  qua<>i -historical  novels.  It  ia  splendldlydramatle.'— Sfofnaaa. 

'■It  laaifronrfaiidexeitinK  Uxk  ;  It  haa  vivi'l  life  a-M  ohar*cUrr."-/*i*l|f  Mnii. 

"With  the  »ir  full  of  rumonno' war.  Mr.  (Ultwrt  l^rkTK  Bllrrinfr  romasoe  of  tha  dajra 
when  the  French  and  EnfrKah  ahlps  chaar>d  one  another  up  aii'l  down  Chaobd  aooaaa  wUh  a 
hiiifnilar  opiMftiMieneM.  It  laa  ffklUDt  tale.  There  ia  foree  and  Tteauty  aboQt  the  ofaaiBatar 
o(  Uuida.''-i>aUv  rafaoropfc. 


GENERAL    LITERATURE. 

NORTHWARD  OVER  the  GREAT   ICE.     Bv  R.  E.  Peary. 

UoUl  Meiliillist  of  the  lloyal  (feoKrnphi»»l  Society.    With  over  800  IlluBtratlona.    '.'  vola., 
royal  Mvo.  Jis.  ret. 
"The  Ixxik  is  full  of  InterestinK  matter— a  tale  of  brave  dee^ls  simply  told  ;  abundantly 
lUUBtrated  with  iirintttund  mii\>i."~Stantiitrd. 

"  Hil  book  will  take  its  place  among  the  permanent  literature  of  .\rctlc  explonition." 

.     ...  •  Time*. 

"It  yieldaoeitlur  in  intereat  nor  In  ability  to  Nansen'i  Tartheat  North,' while  ita  reaulti 
annn  leas  valuable, ■'—mrt»i;tfU'  Herald. 

'Crowded  with  «dveutureB  and  intensely  InttreBtlng  "-WorW. 

"  An  excitiog  juid  thoroughly  well-arranged  bock."— 5f.  James's  GautU. 

TWENTY   YEARS   In   the   NEAR    EAST.      By  A.    Hulme 

BKAiMAN.     Demy  8vo.  with  Portrait.   Ids.  «d. 
A  Personal  Narrative  of  Hxperieuoea  in  Syria.  Kaypt.  Turkey,  and  the  Balkan  States. 
"  One  of  ihe  mnirt  entertaining  books  from  begiouiug  to  end  that  we  have  hail  n\  our  hands 
nira  long  time.     It  is  unconventional  in  a  high  degree  ;  it  is  written  with  sagacious  humour; 
It  la  full  of  iidveutureB.  great  ami  amiill.  and  anecifotea  without  numb  -r."— Ztai^i/  t'hromcle. 
.     "  kul>  of  lutareating  m»t  er." — Outlnok. 

CANON   LAW   In   ENGLAND.     By  F    W.  Maltland.  M.A.. 

LL.I>,.  Downing  Profeisor  of  the  Liws  of  England  in  the   Univereity  of  Cambridge. 
Koyal  8vo.  7b.  tkl. 

MEMOIRS  of  ADMIRAL  SIR  A.  COOPER  KEY,    By  Admiral 

1'.   H.  COM)MB.     Willi  a  portrait.     Demy  8vo   irts. 

"  Aq  interesting  and  ade'iuate  l>ioiinipIiy  of  one  wno  had  a  prominent  i>art  in  the  atlminla- 
tnttlon  of  the  Navy.    The  whole  l>ook  is  one  of  the  greatest  interest."*— riHWMi. 

"  An  extremely  intercttting  narrative  i-f  imi»ortant  naval  events.  The  Binry  of  Key'a  life  ia 
we  story  of  the  niiMleru  traui»fonnailon  of  th«  Navy,  and  Admiral  Colomh  tells  it  wilh  the 
avihoritv  of  an  expert  with  u  graceful  iifn."—Sciit»man. 

•'A  highly  intertstiug  account  of  modern  changes  in  the  British  Navy.*"— tffaajww  IferaUl. 
„     „  A    B*»()K     FOR    THE     DAY. 

NAVAL  POLICY.    By  G.  W.  Steevens,  Author  of  ••  With 

Kitchener  to  Klmrtum."     Demy  Svo,  itg. 
Tliis  lN«)k  is  a  defecriptiou  of  the  British  and  other  more  imiMirtant  navies  of  the  world, 
with  a  sketch  of  the  lines  on  which  our  naval  i>olicy  might  po8.sibIy  be  develoimd. 
"An  extremely  able  and  interesting  work."— Daity  ChrotiicU. 

ANNALS  of  ETON  COLLEGE.    By  W.  Sterry,  M.A.     With 

numerous  Illustratious.     Demy  svo,  Ts.  6d. 
"Alreasuiy  of  .[uaiutand  interesting  matter."— Acrtrf^my. 
"  A  mi>Ht  iittnictivfc  and  admirably  illuBtnitwl  account."- />ail(/  ChronicU. 
■  Some  of  the  portraits  are  of  extnordinaiy  interest."- i/il«ni(ur«. 

DANTE'S  GARDEN,     By  Rosemary  Cotes.     With  a  Fron- 

tispiecc.     Fciip.  Hvo.  2s.  fUi. 

An  account  of  the  tlowera  meutionod  by  Dante,  with  their  legends. 

READING  and  READERS.     By  Clifford  Harrison.    Feap. 

8v>.,  is.  (kl. 
A  htUe  txxfk  of  priuciiileg  and  hinU  >iy  the  moat  aistii.Kuislictl  of  living  reciters. 


NEW    NOVELS. 


E.  Farrow. 
With 


THREE    CHRISTMAS    PRESENTS. 

ADVENTURES  In  WALLYPDG    LAND.    By  G. 

\\  ith  IUustr.itii,>nM  by  AIjui  Wrinbt.     Crown  8vo,  gilt  top,  .-ii. 

AN   OLD  ENGLISH    HOME.     By  S.  Baring- Gould. 

numeroiifi  Plans  .iiid  Illustnitiona.    Crown  Svo.  lis. 

Tins  t»"»k  desoribea  the  life  and  environment  of  an  old  English  family. 

CAMBRIDGE     and     its     COLLEGES.      By     A.    Hamilton 

TiloMl'So.N,     With  Illustrations  by  K.  H.  New.     Pott  Svo.  Jia.  ;  leather,  3s.  fid.  net. 
Ibis  tHK.k  Is  uniform  with  .\lr.  Well's  very  sucoesaful  book,  "' Oxfoid  and  Ita  Colleges." 
A  .jclight  to  handle,  aod  should  be  in  the  hamlB  of  every  visitor."- t/ttftooA. 
_  A  dainty  little  volume."— J/iiricA«<f«r  Guardian. 
A  very  neat  and  tasteful  little  volume,  iutelUgentty  condensing  alt  aralUblo  infomu* 
■  u.  —Literature. 


DOMITIA.    By  S.  Baring-Gouid,  Author  of  '*The  Broom 

S^iuire,"  &o.    ('town  Svo.  6».  Iit«MMl  Sdiiiom. 

"A  highly  atiAorblng  novel."— Pobltc  ffpinion. 

"  Mr.  Baring-Gould,  by  virtue  uf  hia  lurid  tmagioatlon.  hai  Klran  a  furrlble  plctura  of  tb* 
liorrori  and  heroinm  of  Imiierlal  Ilomc  "*— >'/we(afor. 
"  There  is  weilth  of  Incident."— AV'>(«m/iii. 
*'  There  are  grand  aceuea  of  Roman  life."—  VanUg  Fair. 

THE  ANGEL  of  the  COVENANT.    By  J.  Haclaren  Cobban. 

Crown  8ro,  6a. 

An  Illstorioat  Romance,  of  wbloh  Montr<>s«  is  the  hero. 
"The  twjk  hail  scenes  of  dramatic  power."*  — i^orrtinff  Puti. 

A    TALE    OF     DOGS    AND    MKN 

OWD    BOB,    the  GRET    DOG  of   KENMUIR.     By  Alfred 

OLLIVANT.    Crown  8T0.  6s. 

"  fine  an<l  iiualntly  orl^nal  flotfon.  A  tale  of  dogt  and  men  which  «el»«  the  reader  fna 
the  first.    There  am  paMagea  full  of  humour  ;  othera  of  ibteoae  ttathoa."— LtoiKfa. 

"  A  tale  of  breathfeaa  Intareat,  palpitating  with  life  and  full  of  tnieat  patboa.  A  frnniiie 
addition  to  literature  "-tfraiaJ^  WMldy. 

"  Ai  a  rule  dog  storlea  •lightly  bore  ut ;  Mr.  Ollivant's  itor7  carriaa  eonTicttoa." 

i)adw  CkrmUd4. 

"  By  all  mcana  let  our  readers  procure  this  fine  romanoe  of  dof«  and  men."— Ovll^olr. 

"  The  humour  of  the  book  la  fresh  and  huoyant'— Jlffi»fA«J<«r  OMordian, 

"  A  iKtok  to  be  read  with  ailmiration  and  praiae  with  enthuiiaam.**- Aootrman. 

THE  PLUNDER  PIT.     By  J.  Keighley  Snowden.    Crown 

8vo.  6s.    A  Romance  of  Adventure. 

*'  The  story  ia  well  compacted.  Ita  simplicltr  and  direetaeaa  of  style  have  vreat  teaclnUldo 
it  la  original  and  racy  of  the  mlL'—iiirmingKam  Pott. 

"  Packed  full  of  exciting  iDcldent."— SA<«eId  r<I<imif>*. 

"  As  oriffinnl  in  atyle  and  plot  as  in  title.  -TVvfA 

"The  charHctera  are  drawn  with  an  tioerring  iwn."— foil  ATaff  GattiU. 

"  Mr.  Snowden  haa  prea^ntod  ua  with  a  atrong  Bit  nation.  It  ia  nae  that  he  works  out  Mot 
only  with  conafderable  skill,  hut  with  a  r«al  knowledge  of  the  chvacteiiatlca  of  tha  people  of 
whom  he  write«i.  It  may.  inde<>d.  be  said  that  the  highest  c<.>mplim*Dt  thaU  c&a  he  |«M  to  a 
story  of  Yorkshire  life  1b  to  sav  that  It  reralls.  however  faintly,  memoriee  of  BniUy  Bnmte's 
mosterideoe.    To  inch  praise  "  The  Plunder  Pit '  is  distinctly  eutlt led.**— A'psaAer. 

THE  TOWN  TRAVELLER.     By  George  Gissing.  Author  of 

•  Demos,"  ■■  In  the  Year  of  Jubilee."  ic.    Otovb  8?©^  «».  [Steond  k'lUi'm. 

"  It  i«  a  bright  and  witty  book  alMve  all  things.    Polly  Sparke*  is  a  aplendul  bit  of  work." 
•■Sutfused  with  cheerfufnesa."— SJwetotor.  Palt  Mall  GastlU. 

'■  A  Ihonmghly  entertaining  QOreL**— .SI.  Jamt$'t  GaittU. 

THE  JOURNAUST.     By  C.  F.  Keary.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

A  Stor>*  of  Modem  Literary  Life. 

"Mr.  Kcarr  haa  never  done  Iwtter  work  than  thia— perhapa  never  ao  good.  It  lanu* 
indec*!  to  Hnd  snch  poetical  sympathy  with  nature  joined  to  close  atody  of  aharactarand 
stugulurly  truthful  dialogue— but  then  '  The  .loumallat*  ii  altogether  a  rar«  book.** 

"  Full  of  Intellectual  vigour."— ^'t.  Jama's  GoMtts,  {AU 


PEGGY  of  the  BARTONS.    By  B.  H.  Croker,  Author  of 

"  Diana  BarriDgton."   Crown  8to,  as.  \Fownk  KiitimL 

**  Mrs.  Oroker'ft  art  ia  ao  eunninsly  hidden  that  it  it  with  aomethlog  of  a  plaaaaat  aboek 
that  you  perceive  the  attbtlety  and  skUl  with  which  tbia  aeeming-aimple  namuiro  fa  woratt. 
Peggy  Summeriiayei  balongs  to  a  familiar  claaa  of  herotnea :  but  the  ia  eleverlj  diffiermtfatad 
from  tha  reat  of  them,  and  the  atonr  of  her  martyrdom  and  ita  rich  revari  la  act  out  wttk 
remarkable  sympathj  and  artistic  discretion.  All  tha  chanurtera,  indeed,  are  drawn  witb 
olearocas  and  cerutnty ;  and  it  would  be  h.inl  to  n«me  any  inaltty  eaaeotial  to  flnt-daa* 
work  whii,h  in  lacking  from  this  »>ook."— ^iafarddy  /£<ruie. 

FROM   the    EAST   unto  the    WEST.     By  Jane  Barlow, 

Author  of  '■  Irish  Idylla,*'Ao.    Crown  Svo,  6a. 
"  The  genial  humour,  the  hapny  knaek  of  deaeription,  and  the  saTer-faillng  aympatky 
Tcoommend  the  book  to  thoae  who  tike  healthy  floUon.  — a'gQtoifl*. 


MESSKS.    MBTHUBN'S    NEW    BOOK    ahZ^TVm    AND    04.TACiOOUa    BSNT    TO    ANY    ADDRESS. 

METHUBN  &  Ca,  36,  Essex  Street,  Strand,  W.C. 
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genuine  sorrow.  Scholarship  and  skill  such  as  the  writer  of 
this  MS.  displays  ought  to  command  a  market.  The  difficulty 
is  that  they  do  not. 

Christus  Illuminator.  By  W.  W. 

Obviously  the  writer  of  these  sonnets  has  reflected  much  on 
affairs  of  deep  personal  concern.  There  is  in  his  writing,  also, 
a  note  of  sincerity  which  attracts  us.  Unfortunately,  he  does 
not  succeed  in  the  struggle  to  find  expression  in  the  sonnet. 
The  struggle  is  very  apparent,  and  it  should  not  be  apparent 
at  all.     Here  is  an  example  : 

Like  day  begun  in  gloom,  only  bright 

For  moments,  quickly  all  clouded  again. 
Mocking  our  hopes,  as  gleams  from  moorland  fen 
Cheering  and  checking  the  way  to  our  despite, 
So  life  may  grow  worse  than  Egyptian  night, 
Loss  leading  loss  till  failure  spoils  our  gain. 
And  when  the  feast  is  spread,  remembered  pain 
Takes  joy  away  ;  we  have  no  appetite. 
"  Remembered  pain  "  is  the  only  poetical  phrase  in  all  these 
lines ;  the  rest  is  merely  prose  in  an  artificial  cast. 

Ziojf's  Dlalooue.  By  C.  B.  H. 

This  is  nothing  less  than  the  statement  of  a  new  religion. 
John  Ward,  an  Irishman,  born  in  1781,  suffered  intensely  from 
the  fear  of  eternal  damnation.  "  He  tried  sect  after  sect — 
becoming  a  preacher  among  some  of  them — seeking  that 
comfort  which  true  religion  should  afford,  but  in  none  could 
find  stability  and  rest."  In  182o  a  "powerful  supernatural 
visitation  commenced."  "The  Word  of  God  entered  him  in 
power,  compelling  him  to  desist  from  outward  avocations,  and 
declare  that  his  temporal  work  was  done."  His  wife  and  family 
being  alarmed,  Mr.  Ward  was  committed  to  Newington  Work- 
house. Afterwards  he  spent  some  time  in  Derby  Gaol,  where 
he  wrote  the  Dialogue.  It  is  a  striking  work ;  but  we  do  not 
consider  it  a  Revelation. 

We  have  to  acknowledge  receipt  of  letters  from  Aleph,  Beth, 
and  H.  F.,  MSS.  by  whom  were  criticised  last  week.  We 
thank  them  for  their  pleasant  acknowledgments  of  our  wish  to 
be  helpful,  and  their  gratifying  thought  that  we  are.  J.  L.  P.'s 
letter  also  has  been  received. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  November  lo. 

THEOLOGICAL  AND  BIBLICAL. 

Law(W.),  A  Serious  Call.    Edited  by  J.  H.  Overton (Macmillan)  S/U 

The  Critical  Review.    Vol.  VIII (Clark)  7/6 

Ramsay  (W.  M.),  Was  Christ  Born  at  Bethlohem  ? (Hodder)  5/0 

HodRson  (J.  M.),  TheoloKioa  Pectoris  (T.  &  T.  Clark)  3/6 

Henson  (H.  H.),  Cni  Bonn? (SkelHngton)  1/0 

Butler  (H.  M.),  Belief  in  Christ    (Macmillan) 

HISTORY  AND  BIOGRAPHY. 

Tyekiewicz  (Count  M.),  Memories  of  An  Old  Collector (Longmans)    6/0 

Ynrkn  (P.  C),  Letters  of  Princess  Elizabeth  of  Entjland (Unwiu)  12/0 

Hamilton  (Sir  E.  W.).  Mr.  Gladstone  :  A  Monograph  (Murray)    6/0 

Wiel  (A.),  The  Romance  of  the  House  of  Savoy  (2  vols.)   (Putnam)  ie/0 

Fitzgerald  (C.  C.  P.),  Life  of  Vice-iJdmiral  Sir  George  Tryon.    N9W  Edition 

(Blackwood)    6,0 

Lewes  (C.  L.),  Dr.  Sonthwood  Smith    (Blackwood)    6/0 

"  Ronge  et  Noir,"  The  Gambling  World    (Hutchinson)  16/0 

POETRY,  CRITICISM,  BELLES-LETTRES. 

Temple  Classics :  Bjron  (Lord),  Childe  Harold,  and  Carlyle  (T.),  Sartor 

Resartus    each    1/6 

Parker  (Mrs.  K.  L.),  More  Australian  Legendary  Tales (Nutt)    3/6 

Brooke  (S.  A.),  Enj^li-sh  Literature  from  the  Beginning  to  the  Norman 

Conquest    (Macmillan)    7/6 

Browne  (H.  D.),  Papers  from  Punch  in  Prose  and  Verse (Mathews 

Puekln  (J.),  The  Stones  of  Venice.    Vol.  ni (Allen) 


Short  (P.),  The  Boer  Ride (Lonir)    ed 

Uay  (11.),  Some  Verses  (Duckworth) 

Le  GalUenne  (R.).  Rubaiyat  of  Omar  Khayyftm (Grant  Richards)    3/fl 

Woollam  (W.),  Child  lUa  and  Other  Poems    (Bain) 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Stirling  (A.  H.),  The  Reign  of  the  Princess  Na»ka    (Blackie)    2/6 

.Stow  (A.)  and  Calvert  (E.),  More  Baby  Lays (Mathewsl    )/( 

Farrow  (G.  E.),  Adventures  in  Wallypug-Land   (Methuen)    S/C 

Kemble  (E.  W.',  A  Coon  Alphabet    (Hu-sell) 

.laoobs  (J.),  English  Fairy  Tales (Nutti    6/0 

Munroe  (K.),  In  Pirate  Waters  (Blackie) 

IJearmer  (Mrs.  Percy),  Round-about  Rhymes  (Blackie) 

Meade  (L.  T.),  The  Rebellion  of  Lil  Carrington    (Cassell) 

Darton'n  Leading  Strings (Wells;Gardnerj    l/( 

Sunday  Heading  for  the  Young  (Wells  Gardner;    3/( 

Stockton  (F.  R, ),  Buccaneers  and  Pirates  of  Our  Coasts 

(The  Macmillan  Co.)    0/0 

l*enn  (R.),  The  Song  of  the  Hup (Macqneen)    3/6 

Dr.  JoUyboy's  A  B  C (Wells  Gardner) 

EDDCATIONAL. 

Knight  {Dr.  W.  T.),  A  First  Algel]ra  (Relte)    6d 

Gill(C.  H.i,  Chemistry  for  Schools    (Stanford) 

Crcighton  'J.  E.),  An  Introductory  Logic  (The  Macmillan  Co.)    6/< 

Lambert  (P.  A.)  Differential  and  Integral  (.'alculus  ...(The  Macmillan  Co.) 

Clay  (A.  J.),  A  Manual  of  Linear  Shorthand (Bemrose) 

Hayes  (B.  J.),  The  Tutorial  Latin  Giammar (Clive)    3/6 

NEW  EDITIONS  OF  FICTION. 

Eliot  (G.),  Adam  Bede  (3  vols.) (Blackwood)  net  3/0 

Hawthorne  (N.),  Dr.  Heidegger's  Experiment,  &c (Service  &  Paton)    l/( 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOGRAPHY. 

White  (A.  S.I,  From  Sphinx  to  Oracle (Hutst  &  Blackott;  16/( 

Knapp  (A.  M.),  Feudal  aud  Modern  Japan  (2  vols.) (Duckworth)  net  8/i 

Hepwonh  (Rev.  G.  II.),  Through  Armenia  ou  Horseback (Isbister)    6/C 

Hyne(C.),  Through  Arctic  Lapland   (Black)  10  c 

SCIENCE  AND  PHILOSOPHY. 

Dewnr  (A.  R. ',  From  Matter  to  Man (Chapman  k  Hall)    S/t 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Peel  (Mrs.  0.  S.),  The  New  Home (Constable)    3/( 

The  Sunday  Magazine,  1S93 , (Isbister) 

Oood  Words,  1898  (Isbister) 

Owen  (J.  A.),  Drift  from  Longshore  (Hutchinson)    6/1 

Seymour  (H.  R.),  Physical  Training  (Livingstone)    2/( 

Bartlett  (A.  D.),  Wild  Animals  in  Ca])tivity (Chapman  &  Hall) 

Cioodall  (J.),  As.sociation  Football  (Blackwoodi 

Schofleld  (A.),  Health  at  Home  Tiacts  (Religious  Tract  Society)    l/i 


Announcements. 

Mr.  George  Allen  is  about  to  publish  a  book  on  th( 
Dreyfus  Case,  by  Mr.  F.  C.  Conybeare  ("  Huguenot "),  whos. 
articles  in  the  National  Review  on  this  subject  attracted  si 
much  attention  recently.     The  volume  will  be  illustrated. 

Mr.  George  Redway  is  bringing  out  this  season  a  bool' 
entitled  Tuscan  Artists,  their  Thomjht  and  Work,  by  Hope  Res 
to  which  Sir  W.  B.  Richmond  contributes  an  introduction. 

Messrs.  W.  Tiiacker  &  Co.  will  shortly  publish  Th-  Smiffi 
Papers,  by  that  well-known  sportsman  who  writes  under  th 
noin-de-plume  of  "  Snaffle." 

Dr.  Adolphus  Ward  has  now  practically  completed  a  nei 
and  thoroughly  revised  edition  of  his  well-known  History  c 
English  Dramatic  Literature.  The  work  will  be  in  three  volumei 
and  be  published  by  Messrs.  Macmillan. 

Me.  Marion  Crawford  has  taken  a  new  departure ;  droj 
ping  for  the  moment  the  pen  of  the  novelist,  he  has  taken  u 
that  of  the  historian,  and  produced  two  volumes  entitled  Jt 
Eoma  Immortalis,  being  8tu(3ies  from  the  Chronicles  of  Borne. 

Mr.  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.,  is  about  to  issue  a  ne 
book,  through  Messrs.  Cassell,  entitled  The  Coming  of  ti\ 
Kilogram;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  ^tandar  «  ' 
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yir.  T.  FISHER  UNWIN'S 

LIST. 


By  JOHN  OLIVER  HOBBES. 

?H£    AMBASSADOR:      a    Play. 

Frottispioco  liy  Uernurd  I'aitrid^e.    Uroen  cloth, 
gilt,  3a.  6(1.  not.  {Ntxt  week. 

A  COMPLETE  QUIOE  TO  PARIS. 

'ARIS-PARISIEN:  What  to  See; 

Wbat  to  Know ;  Parisian  Wtiyw  ;  Practical  HintH. 
Large  Uemy  12iiio,  crimson  calf,  gilt,  6h. 

{_Next  leeek. 


A  STORY  OF  QUAKER  LIFE. 

qUAKER    MAID.      By    Mrs. 


J.F.  U.  KIRTU.    Cloth,  «8. 


It/ext  aeek. 


AN  AUNT  OF  QUEEN  VICTORIA. 

HE    CORRESPONDENCE    of 

PBINCESS  Eril/.AllKTH  of  KNCiLAND,  LAND- 
8BAVINK  of  HK.SSK.HOMBURi;  Kditod,  with 
Tnttce,  by  I'UILIl'  C.  YORKE,  M.A.  Photo- 
gniTuro  an<l  other  Portraits.    Cloth,  128. 


ERNEST    HAMILTON'S    NEW  NOVEL. 

'HE    MAWKIN    of   the    FLOW. 

Iiy  the  Author  of  "Outlaws  of  the  Marches." 
"on  cloth,  f;ilt  tops,  Oe. 


By   MRS.   BURTON   HARRISON. 

TRIPLE     ENTANGLEMENT. 

&c. 


the   Author 
th,  es. 


of    "A    Bachelor   Maid,' 


NEW  VOLUME  IN  "THE  BUILDERS  OF 
GREAT  BRITAIN." 

DWARD  GIBBON  WAKEFIELD 

Colonisation  of   South  Australia  and   New 
I'lnd.       By     R.     GaRNETT.     C.B.,     LL.D. 
'itisjiioca,  Index,  and  Maps.    Cloth,  Os. 
Ur.  Oamett's  volume  is  of  absorbing  interest." 

New  Age. 


SE  DOG-BOOK :  the  Origin,  His- 

■'■■,  Varieties,  Breeding,  Education,  and  General 
.  iivgeinont  of  the  Doft  in  Health  and  his  Treat- 
it  in  Disease.    Bf  WKSLRY   MILLS,  M.A., 
!  I.    Illustrated,  cloth,  lOj.  (kl. 


E  of  MAN  on  the  HIGH  ALPS : 

i'lie-s  mado  on  Monte   Rosa.     Translated  from 
Itaiiun    of    ANGKLO    MOSSO.      Numerous 
istrations  and  Diagrams.     Cloth,  2l8. 


T.    &    T.    CLARK'S     LIST. 


A  GREAT  BIBLICAL  ENCYCLOPyGDIA. 

To  be  completed  ia  Fouk  Volumb«i,  Imperial  xvo.  Volume  I.  Now  Ready. 

In  Oluth,  28e.  In  half  Morocos,  34s. 

"  Promisos  l^  be,  when  completed,  the  best  Biblical  enOTOlopiedia  In  EngUah."— 6'»(irrf<<ia. 

t^t  (UeS  ©ic^onarg  of  fpe  (f  i6fe. 

Edited    by   JAMES     HASTINGS,    M.A.,    D.D. 

With  the  aseistanoe  of  J.  A.  Sblbib,  H.A.,  and,  chiefly  in  the  revisioo  of  proof*,  of 

A.  K    Davidson,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  of  Edinburgh  ;   S.  R.  Driveb,  D.D.,  Lltt.D.,  of  Oxford, 

and  H.  U.  Swete,  D.D.,  Litt.D.,  of  Oambrid^e. 

Arademy.—"  Thi«  most  excellent  work." 

Critical  /J^-riVw.—" Timely,  trustworthy,  and  valuable  guid)." 

Timei.—"  The  standard  anthority  for  Biblical  stadents  of  the  present  froneratioa." 

Church  Family  yeietpaper.—"  Thoroughly  up-to-date  and  valuable  »ork." 

ilethodiet  Recorder.—"  Far  away  in  advance  of  any  Bible  Dictionary  that  bos  yet  been  pahUlhed." 

Indtpendent.—"  K  really  groat  work." 

Record.— "K  striking  tnaas  of  learned  work." 


*,*  Full  Prospectus  Mrlth  Specimen  PsKes  free  on  application. 


3nfernafionaf         I 

Under  the  Editorship  of 

Prof.  8.  R.  DkiveB,  D.D.,  Rev.  A.  Pt.UMMEB, 

M.A.,  D.D.,  and  Prof.  C.  A.  BBIOOS,  D.D. 


DEUTEaOSOMY. 
12s. 


By  Prof.   8.  R.    Duivir,  D.D. 


JUDGES.    By  Prof.  G.  F.  Mooai,  D.D.    Its. 

ST.  MABK.    By  Prof.  E.  P.  Gould,  D.D.    10s.  6<1. 

ST.  LUKE.    By  A.  Plimmbi,  D.D.    128. 

ROMANS.      By    Prof.   Simday,    D.D.,    and   A.    C. 
Heiduu.     128. 


EPHESIANS  and  0OL0SSIAN9. 
ABBorr.    108. 6d. 


By  Prof.  T.  K. 


PHIIilPPlANS  and   PniLEMON.     By  Prof.  M.  R. 
Vim  EXT,  D.D.    88.  8d. 

Britith  Weekly  says:    "The  pahlication  of   this 
series  marks  an  epoch  in  English  exegesis." 


Under  the  Kditorahip  of 

Principal  S.  D.  P.  SalmoSd,  D.D., 

and  Prof.  U.  A.   BulGdS, 

1  THE   CHRISTIAN    PASTOR.      By   W.    Qladbm, 
D.D.,  LL.D.    10».  «d. 
CHRISTIAN  INSTITUTIONS.     By  Prof.  A.  V.  O. 

Alliit,  D.D.     12s. 
HISTORY  of  CHRISTIANITY  in  the  APOSTOLIO 
AGE.    By  Prof.  A.  0.  MoQirrEiT,  P.O.    12s. 

THB   LITERATURE   of   thj  OLD    TE3TAMBNT. 
By  Prof.  S.  R.  Diivii,  D.D.    Ifs. 

HISTORY  of  CHRISTIAN   DOCTRINE.     By  Prof. 

G.  P.  FisniK,  D.D.    12s. 
CHRISTIAN    ETHICS.     By  Niwuur  Surra,  D.D. 

10a.  ed. 
APOLOGETICS.  By  Prof.  A.  B.  Bkcci,  D.D.  IOlM. 

"  A  valuable  and  mnch-needed  addition  to  the  thao 
logical  literature  of  the  Knglish-speaking  nation*." 

Aeadtmg, 


f  Important   New   Work  by   the    Editor 
of  the  "Re/ue  dcs  Deux  Mondos." 

lANUAL    of   the    HISTORY    of 

y.SCn    LtTKRATURK.        By    FERDINAND 

i'NEriKRE.     Witi  Preface  specially  written 

chia  Kdition  by  the  Author.    Cioth,  128. 

lessor  DowDEx,  in  a  letter  to  the  publishers, 

'       "I  know  already  in    its   French   form    the 

''.  and  know  how  full  of  thought  and  of  learn- 

s.     I  shtiU  do  what  I  can  to  (ret  any  of  my 

*,  who  are  also  students  of  Frencii,  to  read  fo 

1  book  as  your  edition  oc"  the  Manual." 

■  translation  is excel  len',  and  in  mos  t  places 

ko  an  or.ginal  woris.."— Times. 


OOLLie  RADFORD'S  NEW  BOOK. 


CrE  WAY  of  LOVE. 


VDPuao,   Author 
•  Q,  3s.  6d. 


By  Dollie 

Li^ht   L^atl,"    &c. 


ORNISH      WHIDDLES      for 

TKKNIN'  TIME.  Told  by  Mrs.  FRANK 
MORRIS.  Illustrated  by  Archibild  K.  Nicholson. 
iFoolscap  8vo,  pinafore  ninth  binding,  28.  6d. 


I 


^ondon:    T.    FJSHER    UNWIN, 
FaternoBtei  Sqaare,  E.G. 


THEOLOGIA   PECTORIS:    Oatlines  of  Beligioas  Faith 

and  Doctrine,  foanded  oa  Intnitiin  and  KxperioDos.  By  Princip^  J.  M.  HODGSON,  M.A.,  D.Bc.t 
D.D.,  Edinburgh.    Just  publisned.    Crown  Svo,  38.  6d. 

AN  OUTLINE  of  CHRISTIAN   THEOLOGY.     By  Prof. 

W.  N.  CL.ARKE,  D.D.    Now  ready.    Post  8vo,  Ts.  6d. 

OLD     TESTAMENT     THEOLOGY:     the    Religion    of 

Rsvelaiion  in  its  J'ro-Chriaiian  Stnare  of  Dovoliipmont.  By  Professor  H.  SCUCLTZ,  D.D. 
Auihorisod  Translation.     Sccuil  KJitioa.    2  vols.,  Sv'o,  18s.  net, 

NEW  TESTAMENT  THEOLOGY ;  or,  Historical  Account 

of  the  Teaching  of  .Tesus  and  of  Primitive  Christianity  according  to  the  New  Testament  Souroea. 
By  Professor  W.  BEVSCHLAG,  D.D.  Anthorisel  Translation.  Second  KdiUon.  2  rots.,  »ro, 
188.  net. 

THE    TRUTH    of   the    CHRISTIAN    RELIGION.      By 

Professor  JULIUS  KAFTAN,  Berlin.  Tr»n«l»toi  under  the  Author's  saperrision.  With  a 
Prefatory  Note  by  Professor  FLIN  C,  D.D.    lu  i  vols,,  Bvo,  price  IBs.  net. 

THE  TEACHING  of  JESUS.    By  Professor  Hans  Hinrich 

WBNDT,  D.D.,  Jena.    Translated  by  Bev.  JOHN  WILSON,  M.A.    In  2  Tola.,  an,  lis. 


Detailed  Catalogue  of  Publications  free  on  application. 

T.    &    T.    OLARK,   38,   GBOR&E    STREET,   EDINBURGH, 

LONDON:  SIMPKIN,  MUISHALL,  HAMILTON,  KEN'T  &.  CO.,  Limitkd. 
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RICCAKDO    STEPHENS 

The  PRINCE  and  the  UNDERTAKER  and  WHAT  THEY  UNDERTOOl 

By  EICCAEDO  STEPHENS,  Author  of  "Mr.  Peters,"  "The  Crucifonii>Mark." 

PrioB  68. 


FICTION. 

NOW  IN  ITS  FOURTH  LARGE  EDITION. 

CHARLES    EDWARDES. 

A    PINK    'UN    AND    A    PELICAN. 

SHADOWED    BY    THE    GODS. 

By  A.  M.   BINSTEAD    (Tai-epitchib)    ana   ERNEST  WELLS 

(SWBAHS). 

A  Romance  of  Mexi 

By  CHARLES  EDWABDE8.    Price  68. 

A.    M.    BINSTEAD. 

GALS'    GOSSIP. 


By  A.  M.  BINSTEAD  (Talepitcheb),  Joint  Author  of  "A  Pink 
*Un  and  a  Pelican."  With  special  cover  design  by  Jan  Van 
Beers.     Price  3s.  6d. 


COL.    N.    NEWNHAM    DAVIS. 

MILITARY    DIALOGUES. 

By  Col.  N.  NEWNHAM  DAVIS.    With  Illustrations  in  Colo 
by  R.  Caton  Woodville  and  Louis  Edwards.    Price  3s.  6d. 


GABRIEL    SETOUN. 

SUNSHINE    AND    HAAR. 


By  GABRIEL  SETOON,  Author  of 
Cheap  Edition.    Price  28.  6d. 


'  Robert  Urquhart.'*    New 


GABRIEL    SETOUN. 

BARNCRAIG. 

By  GABRIEL  SETOUN,  Author  of 
Cheap  Edition.    Price  28.  6d. 


George  Malcolm."     K 


ILLUSTRATED    GIFT-BOOKS    FOR    CHILDREN. 

THE  MOTOGRAPH  MOVING  PICTURE  BOOK. 


3s.  6d. 


3s.  6( 


A  novel  and  delightful  gift-book  for  Children.     With  23  beautifully  onloured  Illustrations.    Cover  design  by  A.  de  Toulouse  Lantrec. 


LEILA    TRAPMANN. 

THE  SPOOF  AH  and  the  ANTIDOTE. 

Written  by  LEILA  TRAPMA>'N.    With  15  Illustrations  in  Colour 
by  the  Author.    Price  58. 


RICHARD    MANSFIELD. 

BLOWN     AWAY 


A  Nonsense  Narrative. 

By    RICHARD    MANSFIELD.      Fully  lUnstrated.      Pi 
68.  IJust  publitheci 


TWO    NEW    VOLUMES    OF    UNIVERSAL    INTEREST. 

THE   WAY    TO    KEEP    YOUNG.  I  SUCCESS    IS    FOR    YOU. 


By  DOROTHY  QUIGLEY.    Price  Is.  Od. 


By  DOROTHY  QUIGLEY.    Price  Is.  6d. 


RELIGIOUS    WORKS. 

MONASTICISM  :    WHAT 


IS    IT.P 


OF     LABOUR. 


A      FORGOTTEN     CHAPTER      IN      THE     HISTORY 

By  HENRY  JOHN   FEASEY. 

Price  8s. 
PRESS    NOTICES. 

CATHOLIC  T/JfjBS.— "Monasticism  has  been  treated  profoundly,  the  knowledge  of  the  author  being  manifestly  both  minute  and  extensive The  truth  i 

80  clearly  nnd  hr  neFtly  by  the  author  must  dissipate  many  prejudices." 

ABERiJEEN  FREE  PRESS. — "  It  is  a  volume  full  of  iniormation  concerning  a  subject  not  so  well  known  in  this  country  ae  it  ought  to  be The  boo 

full  of  intercstiDg  memorials  of  what  the  monks  weie  and  did." 

The  S(.  OTHMAK. — "  The  book  has  an  jntei  est  of  its  own  in  respect  that  it  comprises  much  information  well  worthy  of  being  preserved  concerning  a  life 
has  ever  occried  a  picturepque  p^a*  e  in  history  and  general  literature." 


THE    REV.    JAMES    FRASER    (of  Alness). 

A  TREATISE  ON  SANCTIFICATION. 

Bv  the  Rev.  JAMES  ERASER  (of  AlnesS;.    Edited  by  the  Rev. 
JOHN  MACPHERbON,  M.A.    New  Cheap  Edition.    Price  2s.  Cd. 


THE    REV.    H.    R.    HAWEIS. 

THE    DEAD    PULPIT. 


A  Volume  of  Seimons.    By  the  Uev.  H.  R.  HAWEIS,  Authe 
**  Music  and  Morals,"  &c.    New  Cheap  Edition.    Price  38.  6d, 


M 


ESSES.  SANDS  &  CO.  -will  publish  during  this  month  an  English  translation  of  a  recent  learned  and  valuable 
by  the  Abte'  LOUIS  PICAED,  Vicaire  of  the  Metropolitan  Church  of  Lyons,  entitled 

"CHRISTIANITY     OR     AGNOSTICISM," 


b 


aid  additeeed  more  especially  to  students  and  men  of  thought.  The  book  is  divided  into  two  partt — the  first  cccupitd  by  a  review  ofl 
different  theorits  of  Mateiialifm,  Poeitivism,  and  Evolution,  showing  how  theee  aie  built  up  on  a  series  of  unproved  hypotheses  whichl 
to  the  purest  Agnosticism,  and  entirely  fail  to  account  for  the  existence  or  Nature  of  Gcd.  They  are  equally  incapable  of  explaininf 
origin  of  Man,  or  opening  out  to  him  any  destiny  worthy  of  bis  being.  The  second  part  contains  a  history  of  Chiittianity,  commen 
with  the  life  of  Jesus  Christ  upon  earth,  His  character  and  His  religion,  passing  on  to  treat  of  the  authenticity  of  the  Scripture  recor  ' 
ilim,  aid  the  interpretation  of  the  Gospels,  the  Mystery  of  the  Eeturiection,  the  Church,  the  different  religions  beyond  her  fold, 
finally,  the  chaiacter  of  the  chief  Christian  doctrines. 

The  conclusicn  of  the  Author  leaves  no  alternative  \)ut  to  chocEe  between  either  Christianity  or  Agnosliciim.  The  value  of  the  rk 
may  be  gathered  not  only  from  the  completeness  of  its  scheme,  but  from  the  favour  which  it  has  widely  obtained  on  the  Continent ; '  1» 
ic  elicited  from  the  late  Mr.  Gladstone  much  interest  both  in  the  Author  himself  and  in  his  writings. 

The  treatise  is  preceded  by  a  brief  sketch  of  the  literary  career  of  the  writer,  and  by  laudatory  commendationa  of  its  worth  fronte 
Archbishopof  Ljons  and  the  Bishop  of  Laval.  The  present  translation  is  done  by  the  EAEL  of  LANDAFF,  and  critically  revised  b  le 
Bev.  J.  MACLEOD,  S.J.    Demy  8vo,  price  1  ?"  "-^  ""* 
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MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  CO.'S   STANDARD  BOOKS. 


NEW  EDITION,  WITH  TWELVE  PORTRAITS. 

THE     WORKS     OF     LORD     MACAULAY. 

THE    'ALBANY"    EDITION. 

TWELVE  VOLUMKS,  LARGE  CROWN'  OCTAVO,  PRICE   3s.  6d.   EVOH. 
The  Edition  is  included  in  Me-iM.  LonjrmanB'  "SILVER  LIBRARY,"  ^whioh  i^  now  b)ing  reiuued  in  •  NEW  STYLE  0?  BISDIVO, 

Kilt  lettered,  witn  half-tia'.  btckH. 
Each  Volnme  oontaing  a  Portr.iit  ii|wcially  prepared  for  thia  EHtioo. 
HISTORY  OP  ENGLAND.     Vols.  I.-VI.  \ Read'/. 

ESSAYS  AND  BIOGRAPHIES     Vols.  VII.-X         [Read,,. 
SPEECHES,  LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  ROME,  &c ,  and  INDEX.    Vols.  XI.  and  XII.     [/>•  D»e«mbtr. 

V  An  EDITION   DB  LUXE,  oonsisting  of  260  Copies,  will  be  ismied  in  December,  with  36  extra  Portrait*.    For  price  •pplj  *«  *• 

B')nksp|Ieri>. 

«0')\'l//(,V.-"EvervtUln(f  tha>  ooulil  Iw  winhwl.  It  U  cto»rly  prititwl 
on  lUht  pi»|ier,  bouii'l  in  oj'-olldn'.  ntvle,  m"!  alu>({elh«r  »  mMt  aUrMtir" 
o'llti.in.  Tho  portritiu  ore  worHs  of  art.  We  beartiljr  reoommanil  It  to  all 
bookmen  •' 


OU A RDT Ay.— **  In  vo  form  cnn  MacaulA.v  he  rra/l  nUh  so  much  pleasure 
as  in  Ibis  (?r«*tlv  inipntvod  issno  of  thw  •  Silver  Ijil>rarv.'  " 

mT.  JA.MK.'^'S  UAXETTE.—"  A  firm  tha'  ia  Bhsolutoly  satisfactory.  Th^ 
twelve  volumes  will  make  a  v  or  v' cornel.-  Ket.in  cvrry  respect  worths  of  a  classic." 

By  JAMES  ANTHONY  FROUDE. 
HISTORY  of  ENGLAND,  from  tliH  Fall  of 

W(.]R«y  to   the  Defeat  of  the  Spnnirih  AriuBila.     12  vols.,  crown  8vo, 
;1b.  (Ul.  each. 

The  DIVORCE  of  CATHERINE  of  AR  AG  ON 

Crown  avo,  3s.  fid. 

The  SPANISH   STORY  of   the  ARMADA: 

and  Other  Essays,  Historical  tiud  nom;iiptive.    Crown  8vo,  3m.  6d. 

The  ENGLISH  in  IRELAND  in  the  EIGH, 

TKENTH  CENTDRY.    3  vols.,  crown  Svo,  Ids.  Oil, 

LIFE  and  LETTERS  of  ERASIMUS.     Crown 

8vo,  68. 

The  COUNCIL  of  TRENT.    Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
ENGLISH    SEAMEX  of   the  SIXTEENTH 

CENTURY.    Orown  Svo,  Os. 

SHORT  STUDIES  on  GREAT  SUBJECTS. 

4  vols.,  crown  Hvo,  38.  6d.  eacb. 

OCt^ANA ;    or,    Eiiglaud   and    her    Colonies. 

With  9  Illustrations.     Crown  avo,  38.  6d. 

C^SAR:  a  Sketch.     Crown  Svo,  3.s.  6d. 
THOMAS  CARLYLE:  a  History  of  his  Life. 

1795.18J5,  2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  7«.    1834-1881,  2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  78. 


By  the  Right  Hon.  WILLIAM  E.  H.  LECKY. 
HISTORY    of    ENGLAND    in    the    EIGH- 

TEENTH  CENTURY. 
LIBR.IKV  EDITION.     8  vols.,  Svo.     Vols.   I.  and  IT.,  1700-1760,  38s.; 
Vols.  HI.  and  IV.,  17611-1781,  36s. ;  Vols.  V.  and  VI.,  1784-18U3,  388. ;  Vols.  VI .. 
and  vni„  1 7o:i-lsno,  36s. 

CABINET    EDiriON.      ENGLAND.      7  vols.,    orown   Svo,    e«.   eaih. 
IRELAND.    5  vols.,  crown  8vo,  68.  each. 

HISTORY  of  EUROPEAN  MORALS,  from 

AuRTistas  tu  Charlenmpne.    2  vols. ,  crown  Svo,  168. 

HISTORY  of   the  RISE  and   INFLUENCE 

i)f  the  SPIRIT  of  RATIONALISM  in  EUROI'E.     8  vols.,  crown  8va,  16s 

DEMOCRACY  and  LIBERTY,  '^vk,  8vo,.36s.' 

By  SAMUEL  RAWSON  GARDINER. 
HISTORY  of  ENGLAND,  from  the  Accest.ion 

of  James  I.  to  the  Oatbretik  of  the  Civil  War,  1C03-1642.    11)  vob*.»  crown 

8vo,  6b.  each. 

HISTORY  of  the  GREAT  CIVIL  WAR,  1642- 

1610.    4)  vols.,  crown  8vo,  6s.  each. 

HISTORY  of  the  COMMONWEALTH  and 

PROTECTORATE,  l&ia-1660.     Vol.  t.,  1610-1661,  with  U  Maps,  Svo,  21s. 
Vol.  II.,  IC'.l-lllSl,  with  7  Maps,  Svo,  21s. 

The  STUDENT'S  HISTORY  of  ENGLAND. 

With  378  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  12s. 


By  Sir  T.  ER3KINE  MAY. 
TI.eCO.S^JiTITUTIONAl.  HISTORY  of  ENG- 

LAND,  slacS  the  Accession  of  Oeorifi  III.,  176i)-H70.    3  vol*.,  Svo,  188. 


By  the  Rev.  J   FRANCE  BRIGHT,  D  D. 
A  HISTORY  of  ENGLAND.    4  vol«.,  cr.  Svo. 


Period    T.  «.».  4ie to  1186.  U.M. 
Period  II.  1185  to  1688.    Rs. 


Period  III.  I(M*  tn  I«t7.    7a.  M. 
Period  IV.  1837  tn  18IW.    «•. 


By  MANDELL  CREIGHTON,  D.D  , 

Lord  Bishop  of  London. 

A     HISTORY    of  the   PAPACY,   from    the 

ORKAT  SOUISH  to  the  SACK  of  BOMB,  I378-1SS7.    «  voU.,  crown  8ti^ 

68.  each.  

By  HENRY  THOMAS  BUCKLE. 
HISTORY  of  CIVILISATION  in  ENGLAND. 

3  vols.,  crown  Svo,  24.4. 

By  PETER  M.  ROGET. 
THESAURUS   of   ENGLISH   WORDS  and 

PHRASES.  Classiflnd  and  Arraneed  so  a»  to  Facilitate  the  Bxpreasioa  of 
Ideas  and  Asaisl  in  Lttemry  Composition.    Orown  8to,  10s.  U. 

By  ALEXANDER  BAIN. 
MENTAL  and  MORAL  SCIENCE:  a  Com- 

pen<lium  of  P»ycho'ogy  and  Ethics.    Crown  Svo.  los.  6<1. 

The  SENSES  and  the  INT  K ELECT.  Svo,  15a. 
The  EMOTIONS  and  the  WILL.     Svo,  15s. 
PRACTICAL  ESSAYS.     Crown  Svo,  2s. 
LOGIC,  DEDUCTIVE  and  INDUCTIVE. 


Pan  I.  DBOUCTION.    Is. 


I       Part  !I    INDUCTION,    (to.  6d. 


By  JOSEPH  QWILT,  FS  A. 
AN     ENCYCLOPAEDIA    of     ARC  HIT  EC- 

TDRE.  Illustrated  with  more  than  1,100  Gmrravinirs  on  Wood.  Hevi'ed 
(18881,  with  Alienations  and  Considetabla  Addiliuns,  by  WYATT 
PAPWOBTII.    Svo,  £2  128.  6d. 

By  the  Right  Hon.  ARTHUR  J.  BALFOUR,  MP. 
The    FOUNDATIONS    of    BELIEF:   beinsc 

Notes  Introductjry  lo  the  Study  of  The  .Inuy.    ^vo.  Via.  (id. 

By  JOHN  STUART  MILL. 
A  SYSTEM  of  LOGIC.     Crown  Svo,  as.  6d. 
POLITICAL  ECONOMY. 

POPULAR  BUITIOV,  crosrn  8to,  Ss.  ad. 
ZTURASr  EDlTlOy,  2  voU..  8to,  30*. 


LONGMANS,  GREEN  &  CO.,  Loudon,  New  York,  and  Bombay. 
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CATALOGUES. 


SOTHERAN'S    PRICE     CURRENT 
ot  I,ITBRATDRE. 

No.  liSO,  juit  iiuMlBliea  for  Nf)\'EMBER. 

roSTAiNS  TIIK  rsi-M. 

GOOD  SEI.F.CTION  of  SECOXD-HAND  BOOKS, 

Ann    A   COMPLKTK   CaTAUiQUK  O*' 

Messis.  SLlTDERANS  PUBLICATIONS  *  REMAINDERS- 


ro8t  free  from  HiSRr  "niBHRAX  *  Co..  140,  Strand.  W.' 
aud  X,  Piccadilly,  W. 


WILLIAMS         &       NORGATE 
IMPORTERS  OF  FOREIGN  BOOKS, 
14,  Henrietta  .Street,  Covenl  Garden,  20,  Soalh  Frederick  Si, 
Edinbursh,  and  7,  Broad  Street.  Oxford. 

OATALOGUEB  poet  free   on  appUoatlon. 


WM.  VOYNICH  and  C.  A.  EDGELL.  M.A. 
•     FIRST  LIST  of  BOOKS  OFFERED  for  SALE. 
BARLT   PRISTINO  (before  istiol.  EARLY  AMERICANA, 
CONDEMNED   and   BPRNED    BOOKS,   MUSIC, 
ENGI/ISII    BOOKS    before    1640,    OCCULT    SCIENCE, 
REFORMATION  and  REFORMERS,  the  GREAT 
80CINIAN    BIBLE,   ic. 


»a,  EDITH  GROVE,  CHELSEA,  S.W.,  LONDON, 
Post  free,  18.  (l»y  poKt  oals) 


AEDEKER'S     &     BADDELEY'S 

TOURISTS"    GUIDE    BOOKS. 
Kew  fuUy  detailed  CATALOGUE  sent  post  free  on  application. 


B 


ST.  PAUL'S  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL. 
COLET  COURT.  REOPENED  (or  MIC  H  A  E  LM  AS  TERM 
oa  TUESDAY,  September  13,  Applimtion  for  tilling  vacancies 
to  be  mad"  to  the  Ileau  Master.  Mr.  .1.  Bewsiier.  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Ilalliol  (College.  Oxtonl.  .      ,  „  .    ,      ,  . 

Durinc  tlic  laBt  School  Year  »tt  Paulines  gained  Scholarships 
or  Exhibitions  »i  Oxford  and  Cami^ridge.  and  8  gained  admis- 
.Ion  1.1  H-ool«iob  or  Sandhurst.  (During  the  last  twel ve  yeal s 
211 -rbolarshiiis  have  been  taken  by  Paulines  at  Oxford  and 

At  the  Apposition.  1897,  tbere  were  m  Boys  in  the  School  wb-- 
had  gained  Oxford  and  n^mhridge  Higher  Certiaoites,  29  "b.; 
h  id  iiassed  the  London  Matiloulation,  and  77  who  had  (lualined 
lur  Meilical  Registration.  , 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  successes  had 
received  their  early  education  at  Colet  Court. 

A  MBRICAN    AGENCY    for    ACTHORS 

MANUSr'RIPTS  RpaH.  Revise*!,  Critlo'sed.  and  PLACET) 
in  the  AMERICAN  MARKET.  Under  the  «lirection  of  the 
ft.imer  Editor  of  a  pr-^mineut  MBKJizine.  Larjie  acqunntance 
amone  Edltorft  aud  HuWisherfl.  St-iid  tor  Circu'ar.^Address, 
Thk  Unitlii  Litkkaby  PREhs.  2i.  Park  Row.  N  w  York.  U  tf.A- 

ROYAL   INDIAN   ENGINEERING  COL- 
LEGE, Coopers  Hill,  Staines. 

The  COUKSE  of  STUDY  is  aiTanecd  to  fl' an  Engineer  for 
empVumwnt  in  Euro.  t-.  India,  hihI  the  ('■•loniep,  A'out 
4'  Htuden  s  will  1,.- ■•dmiited  in  S^nteniHer.  1m99.  The  Secretary 
.if  State  will  offer  thein  f.  r  Competition.  Twelve  Appointineotn 
as  Assistant  Kiininfern  in  the  Pulvic  Works  Departmeot,  and 
Three  AniiuintmeDta  as  Apuistant  8iiperint*"ident8  in  the  Tele- 
((■aphB  I>e"»rtment,  On"  in  the  Accounts  Branch  P.W.D.,and 
One  iu  the  TrnfHj  Deitartment,  ludian  State  Railway. 

For  partloulaM  apply  to  SiccReTARr,  at  College. 


DULAU  A  CO.,  S7,  Bono  Square.  L  Know.  W. 
AGENCY  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  2;lrd  Street,  New 
York,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C..  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  to  the  excelk-nt 
facilitieiprcBeoted  by  their  Branch  House  in  London  f.-r  filling, 
on  themostfavouiable  terms,  o  ders  for  their  own  STANDARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.— CATALOGUES  Bent  on  application. 


IMPORTANT.-PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING, 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS.  &c. 
—KING,  SELL  ft  RAILTON,  Limited,  high-^laps 
Printerp  rikI  Puulisherp,  12,  Gnuch  Square,  4.  Bolt  Court.  Fleet 
Street.  E.C.,  have  Bpeci'Uy-hnilt  Rotary  »nd  other  fast  Machines 
for  printing  illust'atedor  other  Publications  and  special l.v-bui It 
Machines  for  fast  folding  and  covering  8,  Iti,  24,  or  32-page 
Journals  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
Naw  Journals. 

Pacilitiea  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver- 
tising and  Publishing  Departments  conducted, 

Telepone  65121.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 


TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.     lOd  rter  1,000  words.      Simples  and  references, — 
Address,  Miss  E.  M-,  18,  Mortimer  Cresceit  N.W. 


TYPEWRITING.  —  MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatnesR 
and  -Tipidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars,  Ac  ,  multiplied 
by  Edison's  Mimeoitraph.  Long  experience.— Miss  Spkiso, 
S,  Agamemnon  Road,  West  Hanr.pstead. 

r  ITERARY     RESEARCH.  — A    Gentleman, 

I  J  experienced  in  Literary  Work,  aud  who  has  access  to  the 
British  Museum  Reading  Room,  i«  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  '>r  any  person  requiring  assistance  iu  Literary  Re- 
search, or  iu  seeing  Work  through  the  Prens.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French.  Italian,  or  Spanish. —  Apply,  by 
tetter,  to  D.  C.  Dallas,  6,  Fumival  Street.  London.  £.0. 


The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  be  obtained  gratis  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.  7. 

All  readers  attempting  this  week's 
Competition  {described  fully  on  page 
304)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


POEMS  BY  THE  LATE  DR.  MACDUFF. 

Now  ready,  3  vols.,  7».  OJ.  tlie  Set. 

MATIN    AND    VESPER    BELLS 

Earlier    and    f.nter    Collected    Poems 
(Chiffly  Sacred  J. 

By   J.   R.   MiCDUFF,   D.D. 

*'FuU  of  spiritual  fetliic." 

Chii-vh  Family  Netrspapcr. 

•' There  is  poetry  in  each Dr.  Mucduff's  mind  is 

full  of  patt'os,  which   comes  out  quite  natjrally  Iu 
thfue  volutnes." — Rock, 

"Two  beautiful  volumes,  which  form  a  fittinc 
raemnrial  of  one  of  whom  ihe  Church  of  Fcotlfind  id 
proud.    We  heartily  recommend  the  wnrk." 

IJfe  and  Wurlc. 

CAS3RLL  &  COMPANY.  Limitbp,  Londou ; 
PariH,  New  York,  anil  Melhoume. 

ALEXANDER  &  SHEPHEARD'S 

PUBLICATIONS. 

Just  Published.     Crown  bvo,  2?.  6d. 

"  THINGS  THAT  ARE  MADE."     Devo- 

t  onal  Meditations  in  the  Haunts  of  Nature.    By 
Hev.  A.  J.  bAMFOHD.  B.A.,  of  Royton. 
The  Freeman  hays:    "Preachers  and  teachers  will 
find  in  thf-m  many  helpful  suggestions." 

The  GlasQow  Herald  says:  "They  will  probably 
interest  and  instruct  many  who  would  *  an  ordinary 
sermon  Hee.' " 

Just  Published.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  with  Portraits, 
price  Cs.,  post  free. 

WELSHMEN  in  ENGLISH  PDLPITS  ;  or, 

aermons  by    English  (.'ongrpgationHl   Minisiers 

irom     Wales.       With     IntrcHluctinn      bv     Rev. 

CHARLES   A.   BERRY.   D.D.      Edited   by  Hev. 

DANIEL  WATERS. 
The  Exp'isitory  IHmes  says  :    "  And  here  we  *  ave 
thirty  excellent  portraits  of  prf'irtinent  and  elo(iiient 
Congregational  preachers,  w'th  their  thirty  sermons, 
and  the  price  is  but  a  few  shillingi;," 

Now  Ready,  Second  Edition,  crownSvo,  cloth  boards 
Is.  Cd.,  i)Ofit  free. 

THE  CHARTER  of  the  CHURCH.     Lee- 

tures  on  the  Spiritual  Principle  of  Nonconformity, 

By  P.  T.  F-  RSYT![,M.A.,  D.D. 
The  Manchester  Ouardian  nB,y»:     **  Explains  the 
position  ot  religloos  Dissent  with  great  force  and 
eloquence." 

Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards, 
price  Is.  Gd.,  post  free. 

THE  CONDUCT  of  PUBLIC  MEETINGS. 

By  J.   HUNT    COOKR.      A   Clear   and  Concise 
Manual  for  all  Public  Speakers. 
"  The  Spectator  says  :  "  We  make  no  apology,  even 
during  the  holiday  season,  for  drawing  attention  lo 
this  little  book." 

London  :  21  &  22,  Fumival  Street,  Holborn,  B.C. 
THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S'  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 


MU  DIE'S      LIBRARY 

(LIMITED). 

SUBSCRIPTIONS    FROM   ONE   GUINEA 
PER  ANNUM. 

CAN  BE  ENTERED  AT  ASY  DATE, 

THE  BEST  and  MOST  POPULAR  BOOKS 

of  the  SEASON  ARE    NOW  in 

CIRCULATION. 

Prospectusea  of  TerniB  free  on  application. 

BOOK    SALE   DEPAETMENT. 

Many  Thousand  gurpluB  Copien  of  Books  always  ON  SALE 
(Second  Hanill.   Also  a  large  Selection  of 

BOOKS   IN  LEATHER  BINDINGS 

SUITABLE  FOB 

BIRTHDAY,  WEDDiyG,and  CHRISTMAS 
PRESENTS. 


30    to    34,    NBW    OXFORD    STRBET ; 

241,    Bromptou    Road,    S.W. ;    48,    Queen   Victoria 

Street,  E.G.,  liOSDOjr ; 

And  at  10  12,  B.vrton  Arcade,  MiirceiBTKE. 


PHE   AUTOTYPE 

FINE  ART  GALLERY, 

74,  NEW   OXFORD   STREET,   LONDOV,   W. 

Open  Fre.  Daily  from  10  to  6. 

A  VISII'  OF  IXSI'ECTIOX  IS  INVITED  TO  THE 

PERMAMENT    EXHIBITION    of   AUIOTYPE 

(JARBON)    REPRODUCTI'lNS    of 

FAMOUS  WURK8  of  ART. 


AUTOTYPES  of  the  OLD  MASTERS  in  the  GREAT 
CONTINENTAL  GALLERIES. 

AUTOTYPES  of   MODERN  BRITISH  ART. 

AUTOTYPES     of    WORKS    by    ARTISTS    of    thp 
PKE-RAPHAELITE  SCHOOL. 

AUTOTYPES    of    PICTURES    in   the   NATIONAL 
GALLERY. 

AUTOTYPES  of  DRAWINGS  by  OLD  MASTERS. 

AUTOTYPES    of    SELE(_TED    WORKS    from   the 
PARIS  SALONS. 


^'umerous  ExampUa  in  »p*einUv  deiiimed  Frumes  of  Oak, 
Walnut,  ami  oUutr  h  ird  vxjoda  are  on  view. 

FRAMED  AUTOTYPE.S  possess  distinctive  Pine  Art 
Chai^cter,  and  prove  accepcalde  presents.  Tliey  are  eminently 
suitalMe  for  the  adornment  of  tlie  Hail,  Lilirary,  Boudoir, 
Diutng-Room,  Sbouting-Bjx.  &c. 


The  AUTOTYPE  FIXE  ART  CATALOGUE. 

Now  ready.  New  Edition  of  1«0  pages. 
M'ith  upwards  of  KM)  Miniature  Ptiotograplis   of    Notable 

Autotypes  aud  %i  Tint  Blocli  Illustrations. 

For  conveniejice  of  referencg    the   Pultlicationg  are   arranoed 

Alphabttic'iltu  under  Artists'  names. 

Post  free.  ONE  SHILLINQ. 


THE     AUTOTYPE      COMPANY, 
74,  NEW  OXFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 


BREAKFAST-SUPPER. 


ESTABLISHED    18n. 

BIRKBECK        BANK, 
Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane.  London. 
TWO-ANDA-HALF    per   CENT.    INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini- 
mum monthly  balances,  when  not  driiwn  below  £100. 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  of  Tin  ift  the  Bauk  receives  small  soma 
ou  deposit  aud  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  completed  jEl. 

BIRKBECK    BUILDING   SOCUITY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

FOH   TWO   Gl'lNKAS   PER   MONTH. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

FOR    t'lVK  SHILLI.'JOS  PKK  MONTH. 

The  BIBKBEOK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  port  free 
FBAMCJS  KAVBNSCKOFT,  1 
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.  JOHN    LANE'S    LIST. 


r  •  CUILDRKX'S  BOOKS. 

THE    NEW   NOAH'S   ARK.      By  J.    J. 

llKMi.  Illiiftrnlf'il  111  ntluiirit.  4t».  :ia  tld. 
**  It  IK  iiicTt,-4in>l<t  t)mt  them  (.ail  iw  Hiiy  n')nit<rr  so  onld  to  tht* 
}yilti  nnif*!  as  tu  )•  ok  unmowil  iipou 'The  TJnw  Nonli't  Aik,' 
taith  lu  iiMivtily  fiucniiitJitg  iiKstiirnH  niul  th«tr  uo  I(im  dullRlit- 
(ul  v<-rH(!f>.  WiitlKti  and  tUuvtrntitl.  lui  nna  t))*-  Htruwel|>etrr, 
fur  ohililreu  lu  liim;  of  ilcktit^Mt-.  It  tias  nothitiR  In  ouinnio.* 
wilh  llwt  inonimiiriitHl  wor!i  excfpt  Uh  Kr*tiu»i«.  ■  H.  h. 
Hl«v«iitoti'N    iifttttratiiiK   orlticinn   on    ltU«;K  ('tmyoit   Mpitllua 

with  equal  tlttiuiH  hfiu 'A  v«ry  remurkalplo  w»rk.     V.vi-ry 

iNiKe  priMliiCfMHii  ffft'i't.    TliD  t'ud  ib  hh  tutiKuliir  att  ihfl  Ik-kiu- 
DtuK.     I  never  wiw  mioli  a  work  lifforn.'  "— /'(iH  MuU  UazttU. 

A  COON  ALPHABET. 

Hinnll  4t«,  -In.  ifal. 

"  A  I'ivver  ninl  Hiniming  illii>triite<I  lKK>k  f'>r  chlldn  n,  wliltiti 

will  ali>n  plcasu  tiR-ir  ulilun-.     Iti>  ntitger  antics  aiitl  humour  ui« 

origiuul  at  wuU  lu  iln«rtinK."    .S(,  Jnme»'a  ifatitU. 


By  E.  W.  Kemblc. 


WYMPS.     By  Evelyn  Sharp.    With  8 

IllufliratlongaLil  C'av4>r  d.v  Mm.  Dearmer.     New  ami  CheA,> 
Eilithm.     ('nprr  huanlr'.  :w.  lid. ;  also  in  cloth  at  At. 
01  lilt-  Kl<iri«:H  It  1b  inipoNHtlilt)  tn  Hftak  tuu  htshly.    T)i<>,t 
tnitf  miry  liti^rittiirt-,  ami  tliu  inoitt  HXiKoiit  will  iw  tatt(tl>-il 


■T«  ..-. , 

with  thi'm."-'n«I/i 

RED  RIDING  HOOD'S  PICTURE  BOOK, 

coutilninK  :  I.-Knl  Hhlli  «  Hooii.    Il.-Thf  Forty  ThicvM. 

IP.    Jack   HUd   thu    Itvatibtulk.      Hy   WAM'KK   CKANK. 

4lo,  4(t  ikl.     YmcU  I'art  to  l>«  )hu1  Hepnrntely  at  is. 

**Fur  cliiKln-u  iu  tlii  fairy-Btory  i»tu((o  no  prettier  lM>ok  hati 

been,  or  in  likely  to  \>v.,  iHSiiud  thin  seasun."— y/trmiRi;/inm  Poftt. 

SUN,  MOON,  and  STARS:  Pictures  and 

Vei-Hctt     for     Lhildren.        Writtt^n     and     Illustrated     by 
K.  KI0HARI»ON.     Demy  1-Jinu. 'is.  6(1. 
"  ltd  charm  In  considerahle.     VorsB  delicat4'Iy  touchetl  with 
thfl  l.vrtc  siiirit."~/*a/f  Mull  (iaztUe. 

THE  SPORTING  ADVENTURES  of  MR. 

I'lUM'LK.      Ity  J.   li.    .lALLANU.   the  wi-ll-known   rwicK 
aitlHt.     10  C'ulourt'd  I'tiittrH  and  nntnurous  other  lUunira- 
ttoLB.    OhlonK  Uotnin.  Iiy  lOin  ).  ttii. 
"  Mr  JallHril'ti  (iktl^jlivit  Imve  a  good  deal  1  f  Mpirit  and  fun 

In  thi-m,  and  the  Oiil.mreti  lull-pUKe  drawin^fs  aro  euiMjcialiy 

effective.  *—«;"''(!. 

GODFRIDA:  aPlay.  By  John  Davidson. 

Fcap.  8vo,  Tib.  nvi. 
"Oiu- enjitjH  leading  It  because  much  of  it  is  verybeantifn', 
but  the  writiUF<   is  iiuver  cairleit  to   a  {mint  wheiu  it   wuiiiu 
retaid  or  ubecure  Iho  gcheme.    Iu  a  woid,  it  ii  a  play  for  th 
itace."— ^alHrdaj/  Rwitv:. 

THE  SEQUEL  TO  "  AVLWIN" 

is  roDtaiLed  in 

THE  COMING  of  LOVE :  Rhona  Boswell  s 

btory.  iSy  TUKolKHtK  WATTS-I)UNT<)N,  Author  ot 
"A.vlwln."  t'rowu  >*\o,  ss.  net. 
"In  'The Coming  of  \m\v'  (which,  though  published  tu'lier. 
lift  WNUfl  to  *  Aylwiu')  he  has  inven  us  an  unforgettable,  wc 
•UUiot  but  buhuve  au  enduriuR  portrait;  one  of  ihu  few 
Itnmoital  women  of  the  imattination.  llhuua  £.ut.well  coinis 
■fftln  into  '  Ayhviu.'  "—Literature, 

PAN  and   the  YOUNG  SHEPHERD:   a 

I'luloral.     Iiy  MaUKICK  HEWLETT.  Author  of    '  Fore»t 

l.ovtrii."    t'lowu  8vo,  \i».  lid. 
•'  It  woie  easy  to  uuderiiraiBC  *  I'an  and  the  YouiiR  Shephenl," 
but  when  1  say  it  enhauces  the  gulden  reputation  oc  ibe  anther 
of  "The  Forest  Loveni.'  the  inadequacy  of  my  applause   n)a>  be 
pftnlou  utt."— d'far. 

WE   WOMEN   and    oup   AUTHORS. 

'liaiittbited  frnin   the  (i.rman  of  I.AIRA  M.  HAN«.S'»N. 
Author  of   -Mudern   Women."  by    UKKMluNE    RAMS- 
l>b«.    ae.  «i1.  net. 
"Very  clear  and  keen  of  Insight  are  the  thoughts  of  this 
fCDriniue  critic."— /'ailtf  Mait. 

NEW  NOVELS— Otowo.  8vo,  6d. 

Third  Kditwn,  ready  Monday,  Nov.  2l8t. 
tJKRTRUIH:    ATIIF.RTON'S    NEW    M»VEL. 

Uniform  with    "  Tatience  Sparhawk." 

THE  CALIFORNIANS. 

*  The  alileet  woman  writer  of  Hction  now  living." 

Jirituk  Weeklu. 
"That    Mrs.    Atherton    is  one    of    the    moat    ace  midifthed 
COVcllBts  of  hiT  oountry  there  ciin  be  no  niHiiUer  of  doubt." 

Stttiutard. 

A    CELIBATE'S    WIFE.      By    Herbert 

FLOWEHllliW. 

JOHN  BURNET  of  BARNS.  By  John 

BUCIIAN. 

SEGINA;  or,  The  Sins  of  the  Fathers. 

Ily       IIEHMANN       StIlli;U.M.V.NN.  TnunlaUil        l,v 

IIKATKK  K   MAli.SllAI.1,. 

THE  ROMANCE  of  a  RITUALIST.     By 

VlNiKNT  llltllWN.  [ImvKdiattI, 

IDOLS.     By  William  J.  Locke,  Author 

t-r    "  Herelictb."  {Imnt^iaUly. 

Crown  8vo,  'M.  6tl. 

A  DELIVERANCE :  a  Novel.    By  Allan 

Ml  IN  l<  IKIUSK,  Aulliiir  ..f  -  B.»ik»  ami  I'lnjs." 

THE    REPENTANCE    of    a     PRIVATE 

KKcUKTaRV.     Dy  MTKI'IIEN  (;\VVNN. 

THE  DUKE  of  LINDEN  :  a  Novel.     By 

il.  F.  rllAKLErf,  Authorof  ■■  A  Sutesmaii's  t'htnco." 


REAIlY  IMMEDIATELY. 

SKETCHES  and  CARTOONS.  By  Charles 

I>AN  A  (illlHilN.    oMnuK  folio  (I'J  l.y  Is  iijulu^i.    ■.'!•-. 

THE  ALHAMBRA,  and  Other  Poems. 

By  r.  B.  MiJNEY-COOrrS.    Crown  8»o.  »>.  6d.  net. 


"FASCiNAllNG   AS   SIR   WALTER   SCOTT." 
"THIS  GLOWING  and  MOVING  STORY."    'A  MASTERPIECE  of  NARRATIVE." 

GHITRAL:  The  story  of  a  Minor  siege. 

By  Sir  G.  S.  ROBERTSON,  K.C.S.I. 

AVith    numerous    lUustrations    and    a    Map.         Demy    8vo,    2l8.    net. 

*' There  Ih  throiisbout  n  rUfth  of  hnnd'tobnnfl  fUchthifr  -.ft  terrlh'o  ro»lliim  which  ron<lnri  thU  alorjr  of 
H  minor  Ww^q  oiio  uf  tho  iiumi,  HtirHntc  mihlHrjr  numUivoA  written  In  our  time.  Tb«  crownioK  uxplott ..  ., 
uinkofl  (11  e  hold  one'H  broAih  hh  odo  turns  each  page.  The  adtnlrable  iltunirMloiu  and  mipe  tnual  biedie- 
ujtpfti'd  wilh  a  BinKle  wonl  of  hearty  p raise. "-^'A'liMt. 

**  A  stirrtnff  account  of  n  mnniDrahle  iiieRo  told  In  a  fafthlon  which  luakeM  it  as  fitKinaiinK  sm  Sir  Walter 
Scott's  best  Action."— />at7//  TtUf/raph. 

"FULL  OF  DASHING  FEATS." 

"A  masterpioco  of  narrative.  The  Mtyle  cannot  I«  overpraliiwl.  Itx  nimplicltr^  directness,  TUffwr, 
picturemiueness.  ami  humotir,  loKother  wilh  the  ovcr-prenent  white  litcht  of  the  true  aofoler  sptrtt,  placv  this 
'  siory  of  a  minor  siege '  among  tho  very  be»t  iKkoks  oi  ito  claiui  that  have  been  written  in  mmUni  tlioe*.'' 

Dailp  t.hrtmieU, 

*'Tbe  book  i»  capitiil  roadtng.  It  Ik  full  of  bairbresdlh  o<capcs  and  dashing  feats  ot  oourafe  and 
aildrc88  as  any  romance,  and  iiicturf>M)iie  Incidents  and  vivnlly  drarnatic  ent-*  ^i»  are  to  he  foand  io  •venr 
chapter.  Thun^rh  the  t*tory  in  full  of  flghtinif  and  bWwxlHhod,  its  iftioxneH^  U  reh'tvo'l  by  the  pleatant  touch 
of  huTDOur  which  runs  tbrnngh  ita  pRgcx,  by  tb(!  *  human  Interest '  which  the  author  contrives  tn  shed  ovrr 
the  principal  and  aubordinato  perHonageH,  native  and  Kum|H?iin.  in  hia  dmina,  and  by  the  I'ghtntss  ai»d 
hiciaity  ot  hia  stylo.    Tho  book  m  ^-ood  literaiuro  as  well  an  good  hifttorv-"  — /'a//  .Hall  Uazettf, 

"FILLS  ONE  WITH  PATRIOTIC  ENTHUSIASM." 

*'Not  ftince  the  appearance  of  Lord  RobertH's  *  Forty- one  Y(*r«*  have  we  had  a  record  of  Ind'an 
warfare  which  can  be  compared  in  itH  vital  narrative  intcreat  with  thin  glowtng  and  moving  alcry  of  a 
minor  t^icgo,  thiH  iinpressively  human  record  of  hen)tc  endurance  and  valiant  {xirtormance,  descrilied  with 
a  dramatic  fervour  which  grips  the  heart-stringK."— /M'/y  Mait. 

"  Tho  eiithaaiti8tic  adoiiraiion  of  the  render  cannot  fail  to  bo  aroused.    An  sdmirable  reconl.** 

Morning  Post. 

*'A  cbaracteristicatly  Hritif^h  account  of  a  very  characteristic  piece  of  British  plack  and  grit,  told 
simply  and  gtratghtfonvardly,  as  we  expect  it  from  one  who  baa  done  something  of  which  his  coontrymen 
aie  jaslly  proud.    In  every  way  il  ia  a  worthy  record  of  a  tine  achievement." — at.  James's  Qasttts. 

"THESE  STIRRING  CHAPTERS." 

"  It  irt  written  with  a  graphic  s'rongth  and  u  genial  humour  neldom  found  in  a  narrative  of  the  kind; 
it  ubould  become  a  c[a,>isic  of  tronticr  literatuie."— <Sco'»m/i». 

"  Anyone  proud  ot  hia  name  as  Englishman  may  reail  in  these  Htirring  chapters  abundant  Jaatiflratinn 
for  his  pride.    .  .  .  A  book  wlich  deMervea  a  place  among  the  military  chmnlrlea  which  will  live."— O^oAo. 

**  Tne  story  comes  with  tbrillintr  charm  in  iheae  picturca'pie  and  glowing  pages.  A  very  fascinating, 
a  singularly  delightful  \KHik,'^—<Ha8{/ow  IIcntUL 

•'  A  splenilid  story,  splendidly  told."— C'riViff. 

•*  Kvery  page  is  qaick  with  heroism.**— Owf/ooA. 

METHUEN   &   CO.,  36,  Essex  Btreec,  Scnnd,  W.O. 


SEELEY   &   CO. 'S   NEW   BOOKS. 

GEORGE  MORLAND,  and  the  Evolution  from  him  of  some 

later  PiiiiiteiM.     By  J.  T.  NETTLESIMP.    With  6  CopperpUies  and  3U  ulber  Illaatnlioiu.    Cloth, 
6s,  net,  % 

TITIAN  !  a  Study  of  his  Life  and  Work.    By  Claude  Phillips. 

With  8  ('opperpln'.ee  and  many  oilier  ItlaatrationM.     Super  royal  8vo,  9».  net. 
"  Itrtlli;ititlv  wnttcn.  Uviably  itIu.itrAtL'J,  and unref ully  indexed,  the  tHA>k  tit  i^uic  M-l)ii:h  ciUDot  but  ilelight  every  true  later 
of  iirt."-/Mif,'*  'l\Uvra(>h, 

ARMOUR   IN   ENGLAND.     By  J.  Starkie  Gardner.    With 


By 


The  Dudley  Head,  Vigo  Sweet,  LondoD,  W. 


16  Coluured  Platos  and  many  oth«r  IIIuAlrattonrt.    Siiiht  royal  hvo,  Pk.  not. 
"  CoDciBe,  full,  ami  iutvresting,  eniichetl  with  a  uuiubur  o(  W.iiJtiful  illiucratiiMi.."~MirmtiitfAam  P«»L 

JUST    PUnHSHKD. 

ANIMALS  OF   TO-DAY;  their  Life  and  Conversation. 

i;.  .1.  COHNISH,  Author  of  "Life  at  the  Zoo,"  Ac.     \Vit,u  IU  Ulustrauons  from  I'hjtographa  by 
C.  Reid,  of  Wishaw.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  tJs. 

TOM    TUG    AND    OTHERS!    Sketches   in   a   Domestic 

Menagerie.     By  A.  M.  DEW  SMITH,  Author  of  " Confidences  of  an  Amateur  Gardener."     With 

12  Illustrations  by  Klinor  M.  Monsell.    Crown  8vo,  Ba. 
"  Even  more  delightful  than  th<^ '  CoDtidt.ncc-8  of  an  Ainst«ur  Gardener.'   The  taloa  are  exqutsitcly  told.    Th*  alyU  U  very 
graceful,  and  a  dainty  humour  pervades  thu  whole.**— UlfUf^rw  Htndd. 
"Charming  eketches."— /'ul/  Mull  Gaiettt. 

THE  WAR  IN  THE   PENINSULA.    By  A.  Innes  Shand. 

Aiirhor  of  "Tho  Life  of  Sir  Kdward  Hamley,*'  iVc.      Witli  fl  Tlana  and  1  Portraits  on   Copper, 
i'rown  Hvo,  5e. 
"Ciincise  and  well  told."— Owlinwl-. 

AFRICA     IN     THE     NINETEENTH     <  ENTURY. 

By  KDGAH  SANDKKSON,  M.A.     With  a  Map  sn  1  4  rortrait.n  on  Copper.    Crown  8vo.  Ss. 
"  The  Btory  of  the  opening  up  aud  exploration  of  tin-  African  conttueut  is  •.ki-tchnl  with  itrewt  skill  and  necnT»ey.    This  U 
undoubtedly  the  bi-st  summiiry  of  nnxtcm  Afrio;in  history  lh;>t  wt:  hiive  h.id."-/'(iJt  Mall  tfa.vti*. 

THE  KING'S  REEVE,  and  How  he  Supped  with  his  Master. 

By  Rev.  K.  GILLIAT,  Author  of  "In  Lincoln  (ireon."     With  lUuBtraltona  by  Sydney  Hall.    6s. 
"  A  'luaint  and  ititeresting  picture  of  lift-  iu  the  reiifn  n(  Edward  l.'ScMama-*. 
"SthhnR  and  merry,  Iwautlfully  illustnilwl.  brightly  written.''— /Mif*  TtUt/rapk. 

HEROES     OF     CHIVALRY     AND      ROMANCE. 

H.Mwnlf.    Arihur,  and  PieRfned.      Hv  A.  J.    CHURCH,   Amhor  of    "Stories  from  Homer,"  &c. 
With  8  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  G.  Morrow.    t'ri>wu  8vo,  6s. 
"  Well  written  and  Kholarly— bMUtifully  tliust rated. -—^V-rftuww. 

THE     ISLAND    OP     THE     ENGLISH:    a  Story   of 

Napoleon's  Days.     By  FRANK  COWPER,  Author  of  "  Caedwalla,"  4c.      With  8  Illustrations. 

Crown  bvo,  Sa, 
•  Xo  ntiuf>ually  fplrited  itory'—SfKetator. 
"  A  tattling  ttory  of  old  wafariug  and  uaval  days."— Aoa<l«my. 

London:  SEELEY  &  CO.,  Limited,  38,  Great  Rnaeell  Street. 
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A  LOTUS 

FLOWER. 

By  J.   MORGAN    DE    GEOOT. 
Crown  8vo,  Oa. 

A  work  of  geniuB.''— DKKf/fc  Courier. 
'*  A  dogged  forcefulness,  and  a  display  of  literacy 
resource  which  show  cutisidsrabic  prouiiMe." 

at.  James's  Gazefie. 
*' A  superbly  faithful  picture." — Saturday  Jiert-w. 
•'  A  tiansiation  of  a  fine  Dutch  novel." — Outlook. 
*'  A  very  clever  psicholojfical  Btudy." 

Birmingham  Post. 
"The   chftmcters   are   defined    with    a   masterly 
hAX\i3i,"^  Scots  man. 

"His  first  novel  made  a  stir  at  once.  His  second 
work  has  just  appeared,  Huperior  in  conception,  more 
elaburaic  in  plot,  and  more  laBciuaiin^." 

Athenfeum  :; review  uf  Dutch  literature) 
"A  novel  lor  which  we  may  reasonably  am  icipate 
a  great  demand,  not  only  in  England,  but  practical  y 
iiiioughout  the  English-speiiking  world." 

St.  Jaynes's  Budget 
"The    visions    are    picturesque,    the    denouement 
powerful."— /./^erar^  World. 

•*  It  is  marked  by  distinction  of  truth  and  observa- 
tion  tue  study  of  ihe  woman's  character  is  finely 

douB  throughout." — Daily  Chronicle, 
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The  following  have  appeared,  and  the  numbers 
containing  ihem  can  still  he  obtained;  or 
Complete  Sets  may  be  had  separately. 
BEN  JONSON. 
JOHN    KEATS. 
SlK  JOHN  SUCKLING. 
TOM  HOOD. 
THOMAS  GRAY. 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
SIR    WALTER   SUOTT. 
SAMUEL  RICHARDSON. 
THOMAS  iiE  QUINCEY. 
LEIGH    HUNT. 
LOKD   MAUAULAY. 
ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 
S.  T.   COLERIDGE. 
CHARLES   LAMB. 
VilCHAEL   DRAYTON. 
WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 
SAMUEL   PEPYS. 
EDMUND  WALLER. 
WILKIE   COLLINS. 
JOHN    MILTON. 
WILLIAM  COWPER. 
CHARLES    DARWIN. 
ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 
HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
ANDREW   MARVELL. 
ROBERT   BROWNING. 
THOMAS   CARLYLK. 
PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY. 
CHARLES  DICKENS. 
JONATHAN    SWIFT. 
WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 
WILLIAM   BLAKE. 
SIR  RICHARD  STEELE. 
ALEXANDER  POPE. 
DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 
FRANCIS  BACON. 
HENRIK  IBSEN. 


By 


BACON  V.  SHAKESPEARE.   Brief 

for  IMaiiititT.  P.y  EDWIN  RKED.  With  lumurous  Illus- 
tratious  .lUil  KfproductiouB.  tJilt  U>\>.  ileir.y  .sro,  lOs.  ikl. 
net.  [  lieadu. 

THE  BIBLE  as  LITERATURE. 

Proffssor  A.  B.  BHUCE.  Professor  UIOHAHI.)  :\I()ULTnN. 
and  others.    (Jrowo  8vo,  (i*.  •  [Rt,mlii. 

EARLY  ISRAEL  and    the    SUR- 

lidUMllXfl  NATIONS.  By  I'ruteBSor  A.  II.  SAVC^K, 
J!.A..  I.L.II.,  ot  wxforil  Uoivtrsity.    Crown  Hvo,  tSg.  Ht^iuly 

WOMEN    of   the    NEW    TESTA 

ME.NT.  riy  Itev.  I'roftssor  W.  F.  ADENEV.  Author  of 
"The  Soug  ut  Solomon  Hiul  I/tniciiLntioiiH,"  mill  of  "Ezra, 
Nehcniinh,  jinil  Esther"  (in  tho  "Expositor's  Kibhj"). 
C'ruwu  ttvo,  38.  tid.  [Read}/. 

A  HARD  MASTER :  a  Novel.    By 

M.  II.  CiiRNWALL  LEWM.     L:irKe  crown  8vo.  ts.    [Readi/- 

"  Tills  is  iiiuiouhtetlly  on«  of  the  bcht  storied  of  the  .yeur,  unit 

will  SLCiire  for  thtj  author  a  higli  rcjuitatiou  as  an   Euglisii 

iKivulist."— .Wj-jv/csh  Juuraul. 

THE  SPIRIT  of  SWEETWATER 

By  ilAMLIN  GARLAND,  Author  of  "  Hose  of  Dutcher'B 
Cooly."  With  Pli.jtogravur«  liluitratioiis.  Fcan.  Hvo  -ts. 
net.  Mt^dy. 

'  rh«  st^iry  K  charminK'ly  worked  out.  and  its  best  idlV-cts  are 
IU'odin.-1-d  with  ;irti(.ti<j  sim!ili(;itv."~<r^<«yf<ic  i\cwfi. 

The  MUSIC  DRAM  AS  of  RICHARD 

WAGNER:  an  Elucidation.     By  I'rofeasor  LAVIGNAC.  of 

the  i'arin  Uouservatoire.     Fully  lllustrateil.      crowu  8vo, 

gilt  top,  10s.  (M.  net.  \JuH  issued. 

"  1  h«  hook  lias  great  vnhic,  and  certain  points  of  view,  such 

as  Ihu  wfiy  in  which  the  h-ading  inotivus  snould  be  studied,  are 

ailininildy  e.\prehsed,  and  are  reiHy  new,  even  to  those  who  are 

fiiiniliar  with  the  gigantic  body  of  sVii^uiTiaii  literature." 

Ti  men. 

AMERICAN    WIVES   and    ENG- 

hisn  IIUSUANUS:  aNuvel.     Ity  (iKRTRU  DE  ATHER- 

TuN,    Author     of     *■  fatience    »i)aihawk."        Crown    Hvo 

coth.tie.    Eighth  Thousand.  [Rf^e-tlu  puhUahed. 

'  Uiie  of  tlie  moht  brilltaut  '  society  '  novels  published  of  late 

years.'  —Pull  Mall  (Jazeltt. 

THE  VALIANT  RUNAWAYS.   By 

GERTRUDE  ATHERTON.  Author  of  "  American  Wives 
»nd  Eoglitih  JIuHbaiids"  A  Stirnoi;  Narrative  of  Adveo- 
ture  for  B  -ys-     Illustrated.    Crown  «vo,  Ss.  [Shurilii. 

LITTLE   MASTERPIECES.    ,^„,, 

Tuis  Series  gives  the  most  eli,iraetei- Ktic  >liort  pieces  of  the 
mitiioiB  jerire8etit«(l.  ill  eaeii  else  Willi  iiii  Ititroductiou.  Witli 
l*lioto«riisiir.-  I'ortrdit.  'J  lie  Authori.eii  Te.\t  is  used  in  ilII 
cabei.     lu  clotli.  gilt  top.  Is.  (iil.  iiet ;  in  tiill  ledtller,  'Js.  uet. 

Vol..      1.— NAlliAMEI.    HAWTllOKNB. 

Vol.    ll.-tsUliAH   ALLAN    1'  IK. 

V.,1..  III.-WASHIXGTON    HIVING. 

S  SRVICE  k  PATON,  ,5,  Henrietta  Street,  London,  W. 


THE  GREAT  LORD  BURGHLEY: 

a  Study  in  Elizabethan  Statecraft.    By  MARTIN 
A.    S.    HUMK,  Author  of    "The  Courtships  of 
Queen  Klizat>eth,"  Ac.    "With  Photogravure  Por- 
trait.   Demy  8vo,  J2s.  6d. 
"We  have  io  this  volume  not  merely  a  comprehens^ive 
view  of  the  political  methods  and  acbievementH  of 
Burghley,  more  complete  antl  clear  ihan  an\thinjf  pre- 
viously attemptefi,   but  also  a  etri&ing  personal  pic- 
ture."—IJai/y  Chronicle. 

"  Will  take  it.s  place  among  the  most  notable  and 
authoritative  books  about  the  Elizabethan  age." 

Olasf/ow  ileral'l. 

JOHN  RUSKIN.  SOCIAL  Re- 
former. By  J.  A.  HOBSON.  Author  of  "The 
Evohition  of  Modern  Capitalism,"  &c.  With 
Photogravure  Portrait.     Demy  8vo,  lOg.  6(1. 

"This  is  an  instructive  book, thoughtful,  acute. 

attractive  by  reason  of  its  sincerity.''— T^we*. 

*'  We  must  content  ourselves  with  urging  our  readers 
not  mer-ely  to  glance  through,  but  to  study  and  absorb 
Mr.  H"bson'8  admirable  work." — New  Age. 

THE    CLEVEREST    WOMAN    in 

ENGLAND.      By    L.     T.    MEADE,    Author    of 
"  Good  Luck,"  &.C.    Gilt  top,  extra  crown  8vo,  6s. 
'*  A  human,  common  sense,  and  interesting  story  of 
a  particular  phase  of  the  social  life  of  to-day." 

Vaily  Mail, 

THE    MEASURE  of  a  MAN.     By 

E.  LIVINGSTON  FRESCOTr.  Author  of 
'■Scarlet  and  Steel,"  "The  Rip's  Redempdon," 
&c.    Gdt  top,  e.xtra  crown  8vo,  H^. 

"Singularly  interesting a    notable    success 

every  page  o(  it  will  be  road  with  pleasure." — Scotsman 

"  A  clever  and  well- written  love-story.'*  — (fo'Zd. 

ENGLISH    HISTORY    for    CHIL- 

DRKN.  By  Mrs.  F.  S.  BOAS.  With  20  Full- 
Piii^e  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  28.  6d. 

"An  admirable   little  book written  with  (treat 

clsarness  and  simplicity picturesque  and  tellini?.'* 

Academy. 
"A    short,    bright    sketch    for    the    smallest    of 
scholars." — Guardian. 

"In  almost  every  paj?e  there  are  touches  of  quiet 
hum^u^  and  fanc.y  that  will  make  tue  cbitd  eager  to 
I  learn." — Westniinator  Gazette. 


J.  NISBET  &  CO.,  Ltd.,  21,  Berners  Street,  W. 


A    CHABKUNO    QXET    BOOK! 

"  A  brilliant  hooTa."— Sketch.  "  Particularly  good."— Academy. 

6s.  net,  claret  roan,  gilt,  Illustrated. 
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London  :  Simi>kin,  Marshall  &  Co.        Llangollen  :  Darlington  &  Co. 


DARLINGTON'S    HANDBOOKS. 

Letter  from  H.M.  the  Qoebit. 
"  Sir  Henry  Ponsonby   is  commanded  by  the  Queen  to  thank   Mr.  Darlington  for  a  copy  of  hia 
Handbook  which  he  has  sent  to  Her  Majesty. " 

"  Nothing  better  could  be  wished  for." — British  Weekly. 

**  Far  superior  to  t)rdinary  Guides."— London  Daily  Chronicle. 

Eiited  by  KALPH  DARLINGTON,  F.Ii.G.S.        Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW. 
Fcap.  8vo.  OXK  SHILLING  BACU.  Illustrated. 


THE    VALE     OP     LLANGOLLEN. 

With  Special  Conirilmlions  from  His  Excellency  E.  J.  PHELPS,  late  American 
Professor  JOHN  HUSKIN,  LL.D.  ;  ROBERT  uaOWNING;  A.  W.  KINGLAKE, 
THEODOEK  MARTIN.  K.U.B. 

BOURNEMOUTH  and  NEW  FOREST. 
THE  NORTH  WALES  COAST. 
BRECON  and  its  BEACONS. 
HOSS,  TINTERN,  and  CHEPSTOW. 

BRISTOL,  BATH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUPER-MARE. 

BRIGHTON,  EASTBOURNE,  HASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEONARDS. 

LLANDUDNO,   RHYL,  BANGOR,   BETTWSYCOED  and  SNOWDON. 

ABERYSTWYTH,     BARMOUTH,     MA(;HYNLLETH     and     ABERDOVEY. 

BARMOUTH,  DOLGBLLY,  HARLKCH,  CRICCIETH   and  PWLLHELL 

MALVERN,  HEREFORD,  WORCESTER,  GLOUCESTER  &  CHELTENHAM. 

LLANDRINDOD  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 


Minister ; 
and     Sir 


THE  CHANNEL  ISLANDS. 
THE  ISLK  OP  WIGHT. 
THE  WYE   VALLEY. 
THE  SEVERN  VALLEY. 


i 


"  The  best  Handbook  to  London  ever  issued."— Ziser/ioo!  Daily  Post. 
"  Most  emphatically  tops  them  all." — Daily  Graphic. 
SECOND    EDITION,    ENLARGED,  58.      Sixty  Illustrations,  24  Maps  and  Plans. 

LONDON    AND    ENVIRONS 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 
JFith  Descriptions  of  the  Tate   Gallery,    Passmore  Edwards  Settlement,  Blackwall 
Tunnel,  Sfc,  and  an  additional  Index  of  4,500  References  to  Streets  and  Plac  » 
of  Interest. 


Llaugollen  :   DARLINGTON   &   CO. 
London:  Simpkin,   Marshall,   Hamilton,  Kent  &  Co., 
The  Kail  way  Bookstalls,  and  all  Booksellers'. 
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Mr.  EDWARD  ARNOLD'S 

NE\\'  BOOKS. 

NEW     NOVELS. 
MOONFLEET.      By   J.    Meade 

KAr.KM'lH,     Aiithor     of     "Th.-      Lost     StnuU 
vrtiiuH."     fJrt. 

THE  DELUSION  of  DIANA. 

maih;aukt  buhnksipk.   os. 

Spectiifor.-  -"A  novt'I  of  uncommrm  nromise." 
Dailit  Telt't/raph.—'*  At  oiiro  clt-vcr,  tittnictive,8iid 
wholesomt'." 

THE   FALSE   CHEVALIER.     By 

W.  n.  radHTHALL.    68. 
Mauche.iler  Courier.' 
natini:." 


By 


'The   t»lc   is  most  fascl- 


i 


HE  FOREST  of  BOURG  MARIE. 

By  8.  F.  UAHRISON.    Us. 

At  all  T.ibnirieH  and  BookselhTM*. 

NOTES  FROM  A  DIARY  IN  ASIA 
MINOR. 

By   LORD    VVARKWORTir.    M.P. 

With  21  PuII-Pbk''  l'liotoi?raviiri'8  and  other  IlluHtra- 

tionH  from  Photogriiphs  by  the  Author. 

Super-royal  8vo,  2l8.  net. 

PHASES   OF   MY   LIFE. 

By  the  Vi-ry  Rev.  KUANtUS  i'lCiOQ,  Dean  nf  Bristol, 

sometime  Dean  of  Uluche.ster,  Vicar  of  Halifax, 

Vicar  of  Doncaster,  Ac. 

Demy  Hvo,  with  I*hoto>i:mvure  Frontispiece,  168. 

fimes. — "Full  of  capital  stories." 

Academtf.—*' A.  Niaf^ara  of  anecdote.  Wo  have 
nover  hanUlcd  a  book  so  full  of  good  stories  as  t^'ia." 

yorkxhire  i*o«^— "The  whole  effect  of  the  book  i; 
.extreuiely  racy." 

Seot.tnian.—*'  It  is  every  bit  aa  entertaining  as  the 
biography  of  Archbishop  Mtt^rfe,  nod  to  say  that  i> 
enOfli^h  to  commend  it  to  a  wide  circle  of  reader.^." 


TWO    NEW   SPORTING    BOOKS 

EEMINISCENCES  of  the  COURSE, 
the  CAMP,  the  CHASE. 

By  a  Gentleman  Rider,  Colonel  R.  F.  MEY.SKY- 
THOMPSON. 

Lartre  crown  Hvo,  10s.  ed. 

REMINISCENCES   OF 

FRANK    GILLARD    AND    THE 

BELVOIR  HOUNDS. 

Edited  by  CUTHBBRT    HRADLEY. 

Folly  Illustrated.    lfl». 


RECOLLECTIONS  of   a  SUBAL- 

TBBN  ill  the  IIJkd  HtdHLANDERS  rmRlNC 
the  CAMPAIGN  in  INDIA,  1357-1851),  under 
Sir  Colin  Campbell,  Lord  Ulvde.  By  Lieut.- 
Oolonel  W.  GORDON  ALBXaNDKR.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  and  Plans.  Demy  8vo, 
IBs. 
Academy. — "One  moi-e  stirring  narrative  of  per- 
JO&Al  experience  in  the  Mutiny.     The  book  is  written 

Ij^t  style  f'f  soldierly  plainnes?,  and  it  is  lulmirably 

IHUuced." 

llEE  LIFE  of  HENRY  MORLEY, 

I.L.D,.    D.C.L.       By    the    Rev.    H.    S.    SOLLY. 

With  Portraits.     Lartre  crowa  Svo,  12s.  6d. 
Daily  Chninicte.—"  "Sir.  Solly  has  done  hie  work 
iU.   'I'liis  hiography  of  biB  father-in-hiw  ia  admirably 
'  itteii,  in  K'xxi  tHste,  and  \\ith  plenty  (»f  relief." 


ILLUSTRATED  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

lllustriitcdby  K.  T.  Uoed. 

TAILS   WITH   a   TWIST:    Non- 

■  sense  Rhymes  by  a  "  Belgian  Hare.*'  Illusiraled 
■  in  Colour  by  E.  T.  Reed,  of  I'unch.  Oblong  4to, 
"  3k.  6d. 

THE      FRANK      LOCKWOOD 

>  SKKTl'M    HOOK  :    a  Selection  from  the  Caiica- 

^^1      tures  Hud  llutuoniiiH  Sketches  of    the  late   Sir 
^^|p    fraiik  Lockwuod,     Obloou-  royal  Ito,  IOh.  6d. 

^^^'The  mcst  aniazinLr  stories  a  manevi-rdarod  to  t<'ll." 

THE     MODERN      TRAVELLER 

Hy  H.  II.  and  li.  T.  B.,  Authors  of  "  Moie  Beasts 
for  Worse  CN  ildreu,"  Ac.  Kighty  pages  fully 
lUnstrated,  3s.  8d. 

London:     EDWARD     ARNOLD, 
Sr,  Bedford  Street. 


MxiCMTLLAN  &  CO.'S    LIST. 

|KUD7AHD    KIF(.IMa'8    KBW    WOBK. 

I  THIRTY-THIRD  TH()I;haSI). 

THE     DAYS     WORK. 

,  Crown  *ivo,  ft«. 


MRS.  HENRY  WOOD'S  NOVELS 

Sale  over  Two  Million  and  a  Hair  Copies. 

New  Edition,  bound  in  scarlet  cloth,  irUi  | 
"ide,    2s.   6d.    each ;    or   in    green    oloth, 
2s.  each  (except  the  one  marked*). 

EAST   LYNNE. 

'  '  East  Lyone'  is  full  of  incident,  excitliig  in  every 
page,  and  admirably  written."— fJ4jr<tri>»r. 

THE   CHANNINGS. 

*• '  The  ( 'httniiiiigH  •  will  probably  be  road  over  and 
over  tij^'\n."—Ath€n(tum. 

MRS.    HALLIBURTON'S   TROUBLES. 

"The  boldneett,  originality,  und  wooial  sorutlny 
diBpIayed  in  this  work  remind  the  reader  of  *Adani 
Bede.*  "—Morning  I'ogt. 

THE   SHADOW   of   ASHLYDYAT. 
LORD    OAKBURN'S    DAUGHTERS. 

"  The  story  Is  admirably  toU,"— Spectator* 

VERNER'S   PRIDE. 

"  '  Vomer's  Priile '  is  a  first-rate  novel."— .Si»i», 

ROLAND   YORKE.  \ 

**  In  all  reapcciB  worthy  of  the  hand  th»»t  wrote 
'  The  ChanningH '  and  '  Kast  Lynne.*  "—Daily  Hews*  \ 

JOHNNY   LUDLOW.    First  Series.         , 

"  We  regard  these  btorios  as  almost  perfect  of  their  ' 

kintX."  -  Spectator  I 

MILDRED   ARKELL.  I 

ST.  MARTIN'S   EVE. 

*'Mrs.  WcKid  has  spared  no  pains  to  accumulate  the 
materials  for  a  thrilling  story."— Safiiniojt  Review. 

TREVLYN  HOLD. 

'*  We  cannot  read  a  iiagc  of  tins  work  without  diK- 
covering  a  jrraphic  force  of  dolineatioa  which  it  woald 
nut  be  easy  to  surpass.'* — Daily  AVm'jt. 

GEORGE   CANTERBURY'S   WILL.  i 

"The  name  of  Mrs.  Henry  Wood  widens  and  I 
sti'englhena  with  the  increase  in  the  number  of  ber 
book»."~ Morning  Post. 

THE   RED   COURT   FARM. 

"Our  readers'  atieniion  will  Ix!  enchained  hy  it 
from  the  first  pago  to  the  laat.  '—Weekly  Dispatch. 

WITHIN  tlie   MAZE. 

"  One  of  Mrs.  Henry  Wood's  bestnovelB."— 6ni|iA<«. 

ELSTER'S    FOLLY. 
LADY  ADELAIDE. 

"Madame  Heniy  Wood  est  fort  c^l^bre  en  Angle, 
tcrre,  et  ses  romans  sont  dans  toutcs  les  mains  ct 
revivent  dans  toutes  les  m^moiros." 

L'In»tructi<m  PuHique. 

OSWALD   CRAY. 

"Mrs.  Wiiodliasan  art  of  novel-writing  which  no 
rival  possesses  in  the  same  degree."    Spectator. 

JOHNNY  LUDLOW.     Second  Series. 
ANNE    HEREFORD. 

"  The  incidents  are  well  planned,  and  the  narrative 
is  easy  and  vigorous." — lUustratid  London  A'ewe. 

DENE  HOLLOW. 

"  Readers  wishing  to  1)6  entertained  will  find  their 
curiosity  wholesomely  gratilled."— 3for»iiiff  Post, 

EDINA. 

A   LIFE'S   SECRET. 

"Well  written,  elTective,  and  truthful." 

Illuttraled  Time*. 

COURT   NETHERLEIGH. 

"  IVeez-lo ;  lieez-le  ;  c*efit  uu  livre  bonneie." 

L»  Signal. 

BESSY   RANE. 

"  Bears  the  impress  of  Mrs.  Wnod's  versatile  talent 
and  well  known  skdl."  —Littrarii  iVurld. 

•JOHNNY   LUDLOW.     Third   Series. 
THE   MASTER  of  GREYLANDS. 

"  No  one  >»lio  oi)ene  '  The  Master  of  Gri'ylanda'  wiU 
be  disappointed."— J«A»  Bull. 

THE  HOUSE  of  HALLIWELL. 
POMEROY    ABBEY. 

"The  way  in  which  the  rnvstery  is  worked  up  is 
leally  l»yond  all  praise.'    -Ifoi'iitii?  Pm/. 

THE  STORY  of  CHARLES  STRANGE. 

■•  The  power  to  draw  minutely  and  carefully  each 
character  is  Mrs.  Wood's  efpecial  gift."— .ilfA««<rK»i. 


F.  MARIO.V  CRAWKIJRD'S  NEW  WORK. 

AVE     ROMA    IMMORTALIB: 

RtndiM  from  the  ChronielM  of  Room.     Br  P. 
MARION  CRAWKORD.    Illuuratadiritli  U  Pull- 
Page  Photogravure*,  100  lllttMratiooa  In  the  Ttu, 
and  Mapa.      In  t  vols.     Crawn  8to,  Ita.    int. 
*.*  Also  an  Idition  de  Lnxs,  limllod  lo  (0  eoptea, 
(KV.  net. 
Aallv  XuM.  -•■  Tim  mult  of  Mr.  C'ravtiird'i  britllul  UImn 
la.  If  not  a  nlil"  In  lh<  xmptnl  araw  of  tiM  term,  •ooMUllaf 
much  >>..t(«r.  noniniwialunuul  afrlcmj— thatb«a«f  all  frtnia, 
•  >nt<  that  we«iD  look  up  to  with  .  wllUai  aaqalMMM*  la  kit 

■iii't-norknowlMltc..  ..lit. Iiook  hu tlMOnana of  fBOd Urtavla 

llcti'tn." 

SECciNI)  EDITION  NipW  READY.  ^ 

THE   SOUL   of  a   PEOPLE. 

Account  of  llio  Life  and  Iluliet  of  iha  Bn 
By  H.  FIKLDING.    Demy  hvo,  14a. 

-lUMOiim -"ThiaUIn  wtirsllraraaiiaMracttrht 

la  all  too  uiiooDimou  to  flwl  a  Cnropoaa  oAoUl  JlaulaliM 

■>l<l>rm!Ull>i..  «ren  ailmlrshU.  ajnapaUur  vilb   llM  nUHoiM 

Iwlief  and  utu  of  an  Orieota]  pooplewhom  h«  kaahadtofufwu.* 

Extra  crown  8ro,  Bs. 

ELIZABETH   and   her  GERMAN 

GARDEN. 
HUratvrt.—"  A  charmlnjr  book." 
S/wilxr.-'  Bntlrely  ilellnhlfal." 


An 


u 


NEW  EDITION  OF  "CRANFOBO.  " 

CRANFORO      By    Mrs.    OaskelL 

With     a     Preface     by     ANNE     THACKCRAY 

RITCHIE.      With  4U  Coloured  Illnstrationa  and 

«0  Pen-aud-Ink  Sketches  by  HUGH  THOMSON. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  elegant,  gilt  top,  Oa 

.ItAanamn.— "  A  ohamiluc  ailltloa  of  '  (.•rinfonl.*  with  an  to 

teraatin<  Intrwluotinn  by  Mra.  Kitchie,  aD<l  tlHirhtrol  illna- 

tnitiona,  many  or  tbctn  rulourej,  b]r  Ur.   Iluirh  Th-)m..>a.     No 

fitter  artiit  coid'l  have  htwn  »i  le<:t«<l." 


MACMILLANS 

{'n)Wii  • 


NEW   NOVELS. 

),  fls.  OrtCli. 


The  ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS, 

Ponndlintf,  Thief,  JuRRter,  and  Kencinff 'Mauler 
during   the    French  Kevolation.      By  U.  WBIH 
MITCH KLL,  .M.D 
Daxlif  TeUffraj^—*'  Detliht  fallj  entorUioinii  thmiif  hoot .... 

Re'^nuntcd   with   uurtafidnf  vineltr   <u>d  fDcxhaaiilihl(>  food 

humour." 

BISMILLAH.    By  A  J.  Dawson 

Acttdi-ini/.-  ■■■  K'Hiantlcand  (tramatit.-.  anil  fall  i>f  .Mio-ir." 

A  ROMANCE  Of  CANVAS  TOWN. 

By  ROLP  HOLDREWOOD. 
Dailtf  TeltgniiA.—-  eminentlr  rabUbk,  b«iOff  wHUeo  In  the 
breezy,  happyico-luclcy  ntyla  whwb  oharteriMs  toe  more  raeraC 
ftotional  worki  of  the  author  of  Uut  liDsaUrly  aaniMt  ukI 
imiirewlTe  lomaooe,  *  Rdbbery  Uoaar  Arm*.*  * 

HER    MEMORY.     By  Maarten 

I  MAARTENS. 

I  Daiiv  Ttltffivpk.—"  Full  of  the  <iaiet  Krac«  and  Iftorary 
exoelleaoe  which  we  have  now  learned  lo  aaajciate  with  tbe 
I  author." 

NEW  MONTHLY  VOLUMB  NOW  READY. 

THE   NOVELS  OF  ROSA    NODCHErTK  CAKBY. 

NEW  and  CHEAl'EI!   EDITION.    Crown  8vo, 

blue  cloth,  gilt,  98.  Cd. 

UNCLE    MAX 

Saturdait  ft«ri0ir.— *'  A  Tory  pleannt  aiid  remdahle  Doral. .  . 
ythi  Vnrey  h»*  worked  ont  )i«r  pint  with  e%rr.  while  hrrwirtfoir 
cerlainlv  r^achw  ii  rerv  tutd  aTenff^  of  merit," 

!  NEW  BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG 

1  HUGH  THOMSONS  ILLUSTRATED  KAIItY  BOOK 

JACK,    the    GIANT    KILLER. 

Wiih  10  Kult-Paiie  Coloured    IllaatratuHW,   and 
16  Decoratt'd  Text  Pages.    By  HUGH  THOMSON. 


In  t'olonred  PictortRl  Wrapper,  Is 

«bt  the  ipliit  of  the  hl«*onr  of  J««k. 
■   tbedn 


AcatUmif.~ 


He  hMcaasbl 

and  ibfuseil  a  rotmatneMaua  rlfonHUTlTaeiiy  Into  tbedrmvlnffe.* 


ASHLEY 


MRS.  MOLESWORTH'S  NEW  VOLUME. 

THE    MAGIC    NUTS      By    Mrs. 

MOLESWORTH.     With  Illustrations  by  ROSIK 
M.  M.  PITMA.N.   Crowngvo. cloth  elegant,  4k.  ed. 
Pull  Uttlt  OaztlU-—" A   pretty    little   atory.. ..eliuniiDcly 
written." 

STORIES  from  L0WL7   LIFE  of 

MICE,     noes,    and     OTHER    ANIMALS.       By 
c.   M.   DUI'PA.     With   Illustration'-  by  LOUIS 
WAIN.     Putt  4tn,  4s.  6<l. 
AcatUm^.—"  Very  pleaaantly  told." 

STORIES  FROM  AMERICAN  HISTORY. 

BUCCANEERS   and  PIRATES  of 

OUR  COAST.-*.  »v  FRANK  R.  STOCKTON. 
With  lll'istiauons  bv  OBOROB  VARIAN  and 
B.  WE.ST  CLINEDINST.    Crown  8yo,  8n.     

THE  RANCH  on  the  OXHIDE :  a 

Storv  of  llovs'  and  Girls'  Life  on  the  Frontier, 
By  Colonel  HE SRY  O.  1N.\IAN.  Autoor of  "The 
Old  Santa  Fe  I'rail."    Illostrated.   Croira8T0,«>. 


MACMILLAN    &    CO.,    Ltd.,    London. 
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CHATTO   &  WINDUS'S 

NEW    BOOKS. 

IMMEDIATELY— Demv  8vo.  cloth,  gilt.  19s. 

SOUTH  LONDON.    By  Sir  Walter 

DESANT  M«.  I'S.A..  Author  of  "  LONDON"  ami 
■•WESTMINSTKH."  With  an  Etchod  ITonlisplecc  hy 
F.  S.  Walker.  R.E..  and  118  lUiiBtratluu!. 

SLUM  SILHOUETTES  :  Stories  of 

I.on.lon  Lit.v  B.v  .1.  DODSWOItTll  IIRAYSH  AW.  Crown 
Mvo.  cloth,  ya.  till. 

Dr.  BREWER'S  READER'S  HAND- 
BOOK of  FAMOUS  NAMES  in  FICTION.  ALLUSIONS. 
KEFERENCES.  PROVERBS.  PLOTS  STORIES,  and 
POEMS.  A  NEW  EDITION.  Revised  thraughout  and 
Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  78.  fid. 
"  Each  page  is  a  mine  of  information."— /'tmr/i^^ 


OUPHANT,  ANDERSON  &  FERRIER\f^^    &    C.    BLACK'S    LIST. 

have    Just    Published   a    SECOND 
EDITION  of— 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 


A    BIRD'S-EYE    VIEW    of   PIC- 


By   Sir    RICHARD    TEMPLE. 


TURESQUE    INDIA.       ..,    ™     ------- 

With  32  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  clotn,  bs. 
•■  Both  In  its  text  and  in  Its  charming  illustrationB  a  de- 
Birnble  Tolume."— Good  irord*. 


NEW  THREE-AND-S'XPENNY  NOVELS. 

MRS.  CARMICHAEL'S  GODDESSES.    By 

SARAH  TYTLER.  Author  of  ''Saint  Mungo's City. 
"It  Is  admirable."— 7.eed«  Mtrnirii. 

RACHEL  LANGTON.    By  Sarah  Tytler 

■  ■  Rachel  Lnngton '  is  very  goo<l  reading.  '—II  orW. 


By    Florence 
li 
By  Adam 


JOAN,    the    CORATE. 

WARDEN.    SECOND  EDITION. 
"  A  bright  and  cleverly  written  story."- I'anity  Mitr, 

A   TRAGEDY   in   MARBLE. 

LILBURN. 

"  It  is  a  book  that  makes  itself  read."-A'«irca!(!«  ieaJer. 

ONCE  UPON  a  CHRISTMAS  TIME.    By 

GEORGE  R.  SIMS.    WithS  Illustrations  by  C.  Green,  R.l 
•'  A  pathetic  little  plctnre."-il»i«i«)mi. 

THE  JACOBITE:  a  Romance  of  the 

Conspiraov  of  the  Forty.  By  HARRY  LINDSAY.  Author 
of  "  Rho.l'a  Roherls."  ■  .■Metho<li8t  Idylls,"  ic.  Crown  8vl., 
cloth,  gilt  top,  fis. 


WITH  a  SILKEN  THREAD.    By 

E.  LYNN  LINTON.  Author  of  "  Patricia  Kemball."  A 
New  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3b.  ed.  [Shortly. 

THE  DOOM  of  SIVA.    By  T.  W. 

SPEIGHT  Author  nf  "The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke." 
(ThU  Story  forms  THE  GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL  for 
1898.)    iJemy  8vo.  le. 

PROVINCIAL     LETTERS     of 

BLAISE  PASCAL.  With  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
T.  McCllIE,  I>.I>.  (New  Vulume  of  the  Pocket  Library.  I 
Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  'Js. 

THE      STEVENSON      READER : 

Selected  Passage"  from  the  Works  of  Rolwrt  Louis  Steven 
»n.  Edited  l,v  LLOYD  OSBollRNE  With  10  Full-Page 
Illustrations.  '  Post  8vo.  cloth,  as.  6d. ;  buckram,  gilt 
top,  38.  6d, 


By  MARGARET  MOYES  BLACK 

(FAMOUS  SCOTS  Series.) 
Price  Is.  6(1.,  cloth;  extra  gilt,  2$.  6<1. 

"  rvrtainly  one  of  the  most  charm'tijx  hios-raphie.-^ 
«•('  have  ever  como  across.  The  writer  has  style,  sym- 
imtliy,  distiiu-tion,  and  undcrstantlinK.  We  were  loth 
to  put  the  book  iisido.  Its  one  fnnlt  is  thiit  it  is  too 
shori."—Ouflnok. 

"In  some  respects  the  best  oontribntion  to  the 
'  Famous  Scots '  Series.  It  is  the  only  account  of 
Stevenson's  career  accessible  in  volume  form.  Un- 
(|uestionably  the  memoir  is  as  intcrcstmg  as  it  is 
likely  to  be  useful."— Glofio. 

"  The  biographer  was  intimately  acquainted  with 
the  great  stylist,  romancer  and  poet ;  and  .she  gives  a 
kindly  personal  touch  to  her  portrait." 

Black  and  White. 

An  amusing  Pamphlet,  entitled  "  BOW  CRITICS 
DISAGREE,"  in  reference  to  Miss  Black's  Volume, 
may  he  had  on  application  to  the  Publishers. 

THOMAS  REID.    By  Professor  A. 

(CAMPBELL    FRA8KR.      Price   Is,  6d. ;    extra 

gilt,  2s.  6d. 
The  ScoUmun  says ;  "  Professor  Campbell  Eraser's  '  Pamon; 
Scots '  volume  on  Thomas  Reid  is  one  of  the  most  able  and 
valuable  of  an  able  and  valuable  series." 

THE  BLACKWOOD  GROUP.     By 

Sir  GKOBGE  DOUGLAS. 
"  He  writes  with  sympathy  as  well  as  with  knowledge." 

Weeklii  Cihim. 

Famous  Scots— Vols,  in  preparation. 
POLLOK  and  AYTOUN.    liy  RosAtiiri!  Marson, 
PRINCIPAU   ROBERTSON.    By  Agnes  Geat. 
ADAM    SMITH.      B.v  Hkctob  C.  MArpHF.itsow. 
JEFFREY  and  the  EOINBURQH  REVIEWERS 

By  Sir  HUGH  GIL/EAN  REID. 
GEORQE  BUCHANAN.  By  Robert  Wallace,  M.P. 
List  of  the  Series  post  free  on  application. 

The  SOCIAL  PROBLEM  'from  a  New  Point 
of  View  is  treated  in 

SELFHOOD  and   SERVICE:    the 

Relation  of  Christian  Personality  to  Wealth  and 
Social  Redemption.  By  DAVID  BEATON. 
Cloth  extra,  price  38.  M.  

OLIPHANT  SMEATON'S  NEW   ROMANCE. 

THE    TREASURE   CAVE   of  the 

BLUE  MOUNTAINS.  By  OLIPHANT 
SUEATON,  Author  of  "  By  Adverse  Winds," 
"Allen  Ramsay,"  "Tobias  Smollett,"  "William 
Dunbar,"  &c.    Cloth  extra,  price  6s.,  Illustrated. 


POPULAR    EOITIOHS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  38.  ed.  each. 

SOCIAL  LIFE  in  the  REIGN  of  QUEEN 

ANNE.     By  JOHN  ASIITON.    With  S4  Illustrations. 

FINGER-RING    LORE:     Historical, 

legendary  and  Anecdotal.  By  WILLIAM  JONES.  P.S.A. 
With  hundreds  of  lUustnitions. 

CROWNS  and  CORONATIONS  :  a  History 

of  Regalia.  By  WILLIAM  JONES.  F.S.A,  With91IUus. 
tracions. 

THE  HISTORY  of  SIGNBOARDS  from 

the  EARLIEST  TIMES.  By  JACOB  LARWOOD  and 
JOHN  CAMDEN  IIOTTEN.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece 
and  ii4  Illustrations. 

SHAKESPEARE     the     BOY.      With 

Sketches  of  the  Home  and  School  Life,  the  flames  and 
Spoi  ts.  the  Manners.  Customs,  and  Folk-Lore  of  the  Time. 
By  WILLIAM  J.  ROLFE,  Litt.D.    With 4'3  Illustrations, 

THACICERAYANA :  Notes  and  Anecdotes 

With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Hundreds  of  Sketches  by 
WtLLIA.M  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 

CARICATURE  HISTORY  of  the  GEORGES; 

or.  Aunalg  of  the  House  of  Hanover.  By  THOJIAS 
WRUJUT,  F.S.A.    With  over  ;!0o  Illustrations, 

STUDIES  in  LIFE  and  SENSE :  Natural 

HisK.ry  Papers  By  Dr.  ANDREW  WILSON,  P.B.S.E. 
With  36  Illustrations.  [Aowmler  »>. 

VOICE    and    VIOLIN:    Sketches, 

Anecdotes,  and  Reminiscences,  By  Dr.  T.  L.  PHIPSON, 
-\utlior  of  "  Famous  Violinists  and  Fine  Violins."    Crown 

^v„    „lnfb    trWt.  tjm\    ."in.  \ShftrUtl. 


svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  ,"58 


ISdortlif. 


London:    CHATTO    &    WINDITS, 
Jll,  St.  Martin's  Lane,  W.C. 


THE    MASTER    of    CRAIGENS. 

By  A.  D.  RITCHIK.  Cloth  extra,  price  3s.  ed., 
with  Illustrations. 
The  .Scofsniaii  says:  "It  seems  to  breathe  th»  spirit  of  the 
countryside,  which  the  author  has  peopled  with  the  vlyid 
creations  of  his  fancy,  and  it  deligots  the  reader  alike  with  lU 
imaginative  and  descriptive  power  and  its  undeniable  literary 
qiiafities " 

DR.  WHYTEV'APPRECIATIOMS." 
SIR    THOMAS    BROWNE.      An 

Appreciation.  With  some  of  the  best  Passages  nl 

the  Phvsician'K  Writings,  Selected  and  Arranged 

by  ALEXANDER  WHITE,  D.D.    Art  linen.  Kilt 

top,  price  28. 

The  WeatminaUir  Bevisw  says ;  "Sir  Thomas  Browne  is  the 

raost  perfect  writer  of  English  pr..se,  .and  his  sentences  are 

precious  gems  from  the  literary  point  of  view.    We  recommend 

this  admirable  appreciation  to  all  readers. 

FATHER  JOHN   of   the   GREEK 

CHURCH.  An  Appreciation.  With  some 
Characteristic  Pa.«sages  of  his  Mystical  and 
Spiritual  Autobiography.  Colleotedand  Arranged 
by  ALEXANDER  WHYTE,  D.D.  Price  2s.,  att 
linen,  gilt  top. 

SANTA  TERESA.  An  Apprecia- 
tion. With  some  of  the  Best  Pas.sages  of  the 
Samt'.s  Writinirs.  Selected,  Adapted,  and 
Arranged  by  ALEXANDER  WHYTE,  D.D. 
Second  Edition.    Price  2s. 

JACOB  BEHMEN.  An  Apprecia- 
tion. By  ALEXANDER  WHYTE,  D.D.  Paper 
covers,  la.  3d. ;  cloth,  2s. ;  leather,  2s.  6d. 

OLIPHANT,     ANDERSON     &    FERRIER, 

London  and  Edinburgh ;  and  of  any  Bookseller. 


ST.  THOMAS  OF  CANTERBURY. 

A  Study  of  the  Kvidences  bearing  on  his  Deith 
and  Miracles. 

By  the  Rev.  KDWIX  A.  ABBOTT.  D.D. 
In  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  price  24s. 
"A  thoughtful  and  eminently  scholarly  work." 

Scotsman. 

"This  remarkable  work this  splendid  piece  of 

wnrk  in  criticism  and  history."— CTiCiS^ion  World. 

PAUL  the  MAN, 

the  MISSIONARY, 

and  the  TEACHER. 

By  Dr.  ORELLO  CONE. 
Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  10s.  6d.  _ 

THE  HISTORY  of  the  ■ 

REFORMATION  of  RELIGION 

WITHIN    THE    REALM    OF    SCOTLAND. 

By  JOHN    KNOX. 

Transcriljed  into  Modern  Spelling  by 

CHARLES    J.    GDTHRIE,    M.A.,    Q.C. 

Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  Illustrated,  price  "s.  6d. 

"Mr  C  .I.Guthrie  has  done  excellent  service  by  the 

preparation  of  a  finely  illu.strated  Popular  Edition  of 

a  book  which  Milton  valued  and  Carlyle  praised. 

Standard. 
"If  in  this  form  it  docs  not  become  thoroughly 
popular,  the  blame  will  lie  neither  at  the  door  of  Mr. 
Guthrie  nor  of  his  publishere."— .Britt.v/i  Weekly. 

ROCK  VILLAGES  of  the  RIVIERA 

By  WILLIAM  SCOTT. 

Containing  over  !>ii  Illustrations,  mostly  FuU-Pa(fO, 

from  Pen-and-ink  Drawings  by  the  Author. 

Square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  "s.  (Id, 

THROUGH    ARCTIC    LAPLAND,! 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE  HYNK. 
Post  8vo,  cloth,  niustrated,  price  10s,  8d. 
"The  route  chosen  was  one  which  has  not  bC8-^ 
described  before  by  writers  of  books;  and  the  creatoi 
of  '  Captain  Kettle,'  it  need  not  be  said,  has  a  styli 
terse,  graphic,  and  hnmorous  beyond  that  ot  many. 
""    "•'^     ^  Scotsman. 

A    PRISONER    OF    FRANCE 

Being  the  Reminiscences  of  the  late 

Captain    CHARLES    BOOTHBY,    R.E. 

frown  8vo,  cloth.  Illustrated,  price  6s. 

"We   cordiall.y  recommend  this  charming  bit  | 

autobiography.''— "o«»  Neios.  ' 

"Exceptionally    interesting    on    account    of    tl 

details  which  it  supplies  concerning  the  manner  r 

which  he  was  treated."— G/asffOJc  Herald. 


MEMOIRS  of  LADY  RUSSELL  am 
LADY  HERBERT,  1623-1723. 

Compiled  from  Original  Family  Document* 

By  LADY  STEPNEY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  SB. 

"A  charming  tale  of   wifely  devotion  and  not; 

Qoma,ge:'— Manchester  Courier.  ' 

THE    ENCHANTED     STONl 

By  C.  LEWIS  HIND. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  68. 
"  It  is  unconventional  and  cleverly  wriiten." 

St.  James  s  Gazelle 
"  It  has  the  charm  ot  imagination,  beauty  of  (lo.-or 
tion,  and  poetry."— Aeio  Age. 

"This  very  original  and  well-wntten  book,  "O 
displays  much  imaginative  and  descriptive  abda^ 

"Anyone  who  cares  for  '  an  exciting  talc 'told  • 
crisp,  sparkling  English  will  find  that  he  cannot  alt 
to  skip  a  single  \m?;t:"— Glasgow  Herald. ■ 

THE  MINISTER'S  CONVERSIOI 

By  I.   HOOPER, 

Author  of  "  His  Grace  o'  the  Gnnne."        ' 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  Bs.  ^ 

"A  lUstinctly  powerful  book.    There  is  a  seiif . 

drama  about  the  Ixwk  which  is  very  rare;  mid  > 

scenes  which  make  the  crisis  of  the  story  are  striKu  | 

torse  and  natural."— WorM. 
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ly  a  letter  from  a  corrospondent,  quoted  on  another 
page,  will  he  found  this  remark  :  "  Are  authors  and  pub- 
lishers aware  of  the  great  demand  for  humorous  works  of 
fiction  ?  Every  day  we  have  frequent  inquiries  for  '  some- 
thing really  funny.'  The  only  two  humorous  books  of  the 
year— Jerome's  Second  Thoughts  and  Jaoobs's  Sea  Urchins— 
have  had  an  enormous  sale."  This,  together  with  many 
intimations  to  the  same  effect  which  we  constantly  receive, 
is  sufficient  evidence  of  the  trend  of  public  opinion.  It  is 
n  cry  from  the  heart  that  we  have  uttered  ourselves  again 
and  again,  and  only  this  week  with  renewed  force  as  we 
read  C.  E.  Raimond's  new  hook,  The  Open  Question. 


That,  indeed,  is  a  work  of  intense  morbidity,  far  removed 

fom  the  gaiety  and  fun  which  are  so  much  desired  by 

[most  readers.      The  story  is  gruesome  witli  deaths  and 

|dark  witli  forebodings  and  disaster.    There  are  signs  of 

ome  interesting  skirmishing   among  reviewers   over  it. 

iVe  have   heard   of   several  critics  who  are  prepared  to 

ptake  their  reputations  on  its  greatness.     The  pseudonym 

''  C.  E.  Eaimond  "  has,  by  the  way,  been  most  carefully 

guarded. 


We  mentioned  recently  that  novels  by  Mr.  Winston 
lurchill  and  Mr.  Anthony  Hope  had  been  running  as 
feuilletons  in  the  Algemeen  HandehUad,  of  Amsterdam,  and 
we  now  see  that  the  same  paper,  which  enjoys  one  of  the 
iargest  circulations  in  HoUand,  has  just  printed  the  first 
-istalment  of  a  story  by  Mr.  Henry  Seton  Merriman,  under 
le  tide  of  Iletgeheim  van  den  doode.  It  would  be  interest- 
ig  to  loam  whether  any  of  these  writers  receive  payment 
•r  the  right  of  translation  of  their  works. 


In  this  connexion  it  is  useful  to  note  that  the  Dutch 

iters  whose  work  of  late  years  has  been  translated  into 

iglish    {e.g.,    Louis    Couperus,    Melati  van  Java,    and 

thers)    have    invariably    received    royalties    from    their 

Iglish    publishers,    although    there  was    no   obligation 

the  part  of  the  latter  to  pay  them  a  penny.     By  the 

'ay,   why   does    not    Mr.     Fisher     Unwin     or     another 

jves  us  a  translation  of   the  sequel  to  M.  Couperus's 

majesty — Wereldvrede — in  which,  some  three  years  ago,  the 

lar's  peace  rescript  was  so  cleverly  prophesied?    This 

lould  surely  attract  attention  at  the  present  time. 


The  WestminsUr  Oautie  has  been  pointing  out  that  a 
hterary  contemporary  recently  treated  a  new  edition  of  a 


novel,  first  published  in  187.1  and  roviewo<l  in  tlie  same 
journal  in  that  year,  as  a  new  l)ook.  Also  that  a  Soolrh 
paper  has  been  treating  a  story  by  Mrs.  Molesworth,  first 
published  in  1881,  as  a  new  book.  But  these  mistakes 
are  often  less  the  fault  of  the  papers  than  of  the  pub- 
lishers. The  fact  that  the  book  is  a  new  edition  should  be 
stated  with  the  utmost  prominence.  Often  the  title-page, 
where  this  information  should  appear,  bears  no  indication 
of  it. 


As  an  instance  of  tlie  frustration  of  human  efforts,  we 
might  remark  that,  in  response  to  the  appeal  of  a  reader, 
beseeching  us  to  eliminate  for  one  week  at  least  all  refer- 
ences to  Mr.  Kipling,  we  had  resolved  to  do  so ;  when, 
behold  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Lionel  Johnson's  article  on 
I'arnell,  with  tlie  quite  unalterable  title,  "  Tlie  Man  who 
would  be  King." 


We  had  some  thought  this  week  of  giving  as  a  prize 
competition  the  following  circidar,  which  has  reached,  u« 
with  a  copy  of  a  book,  and  asking  our  readers  to  fill  in 
the  blanks.  But  the  fact  tliat  the  circular  has  been  widely 
distributed  decided  us  against  doing  so.  However,  for 
the  benefit  of  the  curious,  here  is  the  document : 

Messrs. 's  reissue  of  the  novels  of  the  late ia 

attended  by  a  curioug  literary  coincidence.  The  i)ubli»her8 
had  such  a  firm  belief  in  the  merits  of  these  books  that 
they  determined  to  issue  them  iu  a  more  handsome  form 
than  had  ever  been  accomplished  at  the  price ;  and  at  the 
time  when  they  had  these  books  prepared  ready  for  the 
press,  but  before  any  announcement  of  the  issue  had  been 

made,  Mr. -(editor of  the and ),  in  a  book  em- 

posium  in ,  gave  the  following  notice  of .  Speaking 

of  it  as  one  of  the  favourite  books  of  his  boyhood,  he  said : 
"  It  is  a  story  with  a  thrill  in  every  chapter  .  .  .  quite  as 
good  as  the  hundred  and  one  adventure  stories  which  now 
sell  their  ten  or  twenty  thousand  in  six-shilling  form  " ; 

and  in  the  following  number,  Mr. ,  in  commenting  on 

Mr    's  article,  said  :    " is,  in   my  opinion,  far 

superior  to  any  boy's  writer  of  the  present  d»y."  This 
independent  corroboration  from  such  an  eminent  authority 
as should  be  most  encouraging  to  the  publishers. 

These  blanks,  we  fancy,  will  be  hard  indeed  to  fill.    And, 
incidentally,  what  is  an  "  emposium  "  ? 


The  forthcoming  book  by  Mr.  Kenneth  Grahame, 
entitled  Dream  Days,  which  Mr.  Lane  is  preparing,  is  a  return 
to  his  GoldfH  Age  manner.  It  will  contain  more  than  one 
story  that  has  not  yet  been  printed  anywhere.  A  Olasgow 
paper,  by  the  way,  has  been  alluding  to  Mr.  Qrahame  aa  a 
young  American  writer. 
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Ix  treating  Miss  Black's  life  of  Eobert  Loiiis  Steven- 
son in  the  "Famous  Scots"  series  some  weeks  ago  we 
found  considerable  fault  with  it,  deeming  it  an  unneces- 
sary piece  of  book-making  Other  critics  differed,  and 
some  were  even  enthusiastic.  Someone  has  now  prepared 
a  spirited  leaflet  giving  the  pros  and  cons  of  the  reviewers 
of  the  book,  and  the  result  is  an  interesting  study  in  the 
divergence  of  taste.  Adhering  to  our  opinion,  we  confess 
to  having  found  the  leaflet  entertaining.  The  odd  thing 
about  it  is  that  the  name  of  Miss  Black's  publishers  does 
not  figure  therein. 

Anotheb  work  on  E.  L.  S.,  to  which  the  epithet  "un- 
authorised "  is  being  freely  applied,  is  forthcoming  in 
Miss  Eva  Blantyre  Simpson's  Rohert  Louis  Stevenson'' s  Edin- 
burgh Bays.  A  set  is,  we  understand,  to  be  made  against 
this  book,  partly  on  the  ground  that  Mrs.  Stevenson  objects 
to  it.  We  must  decline,  however,  to  prejudice  Miss  Simp- 
son's readers  in  advance  in  this  way.  As  a  relative  of  the 
late  Sir  Walter  Grindlay  Simpson,  Stevenson's  friend  and 
travelling  companion,  she  has  a  right  to  be  heard.  Mr. 
Mr.  Colvin's  interests  would,  we  think,  be  better  served  by 
silence  than  by  this  persistent  warning  of  "trespassers" 
out  of  tlie  field. 


The  latest  news  of  forthcoming  Stevensoniana  is  that 
some  burlesque  war  correspondence,  which  R.  L.  S.  wrote 
for  the  benefit  of  the  infant  Lloyd  Osbourne,  will  be  printed 
in  the  December  Scribner's. 


Mil.  Heinemann  not  long  ago  objected,  in  the  public 
press,  to  the  action  of  the  New  York  Critic  in  printing  a 
"garbled  version"  of  the  title-page  of  Mr.  Whistler's 
forthcoming  book  ;  and  he  went  on  to  suggest  that  the 
Critic  had  used  unfair  means  to  acquire  its  information. 
We  have  received  this  week  a  letter  fram  the  editors  of 
the  Critic  explaining  their  innocence  : 

Permit  us  to  say  that  the  matter  was  not  obtained  by 
dubious  or  indirect  methods,  but  came  direct  from  Mr. 
E.  H.  Russell,  the  New  York  publisher  of  Mr.  Whistler's 
J'Jdett  versus  Whistler,  from  whose  letter,  accompanying  it, 
dated  August  29,  1898,  we  quote  as  follows  :  "  I  can,  how- 
ever, send  you  advance  sheets  of  the  front  matter  for  use 
in  the  October  Critic.  I  have  an  unpublished  portrait  of 
Whistler  by  Mortimer  Mempes,  which  perhaps  you  would 
like  to  reproduce  in  the  same  number.  Please  let  me  know 
when  you  want  the  sheets,  and  if  you  care  to  use  the 
portrait,  and  I  will  send  them  to  you.  I  will  ask  you  to 
return  the  sheets  to  me,  as  they  are  the  only  ones  I  have  at 
present." 


The  new  decorated  edition  of  Omar  Khayyam,  prepared 
by  Messrs.  Macmillan  for  dedication  to  the  members  of  the 
Omar  Khayyam  Club,  is  now.published,  and,  we  jjresume,  in 
the  hands  of  the  members  aforesaid.  The  book  has 
elaborate  and  restless  scroll-work  from  the  pencil  of  Mr. 
Macdougall,  the  appropriateness  of  which  we  fail  to 
discern.  The  price  of  the  edition  being  twelve  shillings 
and  sixpence  net,  it  cannot  be  considered  the  answer  to 
the  appeal  by  the  Chronicle's  readers.  Mr.  Grant  Eichards, 
at  the  same  time,  has  reissued  Mr.  Le  Gallienne's  para- 
phrase of  the  Eubaiyat  in  waistcoat-pocket  form  at  three 
shillings  net.  But  this  also  is  not  likely  to  satisfy  the 
Chronicle's  correspondents. 


Meanwhile,  Mr.  Temple  Scott  is  announced  to  be  at 
work  on  a  bibliography  of  Omar  Khayyam  and  his  trans- 
lators. But  surely  Mr.  Dole's  two  great  volumes,  reviewed 
in  the  Academy  some  weeks  ago,  covered  the  ground 
sufficiently  weU. 


One  of  the  gentlemen  who  contributed  to  the  Chroniclers 
correspondence  on  the  cheap  edition  of  FitzGerald's 
"Omar"  asked  also  for  Eossetti's  "House  of  Life" 
sonnet-sequence  in  compact  independent  form.  That 
request  has  now  been  granted  by  Messrs.  EUis  &  Elvey, 
who  have  just  issued  the  "  Siddal  Edition  "  for  the  pocket 
at  half-a-crown.  Mr.  W.  M.  Eossetti  naturally  contributes 
a  preface. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  appearances  as  critic  or  eulogist  are 
now  so  few  and  far  between  that  we  hastened  to  read  the 
generous  "  Note  "  prefixed  by  him  to  the  new  edition  of 
Mrs.  Browning's  Aurora  Leigh  (Smith  &  Elder).  Mr. 
Swinburne,  always  at  white  heat  in  prose,  is,  in  extolling 
Mrs.  Browning,  a  furnace  of  enthusiasm.     Thus : 

No  English  contemporary  poet  by  profession  has  left  us 
work  so  full  of  living  fire.  Fire  is  the  element  in  which 
her  genius  lives  and  breathes ;  it  has  less  hold  on  earth 
than  Tennyson's  or  Browning's  or  Miss  Ingelow's,  and 
less  ai'rial  impulse,  less  fantastic  or  spiritual  aspiration, 
than  Miss  Eossetti's.  But  all  these  noble  poets  seem  to 
play  with  life  and  passion  like  actors  or  like  students  if 
compared  with  her.  The  devout  and  undevout  imagina- 
tions whi<;h  c:aught  hold  on  her  passionate  fancy  and  her 
sensitive  conscience  flew  up  at  once  into  utterance,  and 
became  as  Marlowe's— "  all  air  and  fire";  which  by  no 
means  always  "  made  her  verses  clear  "  as  those  of  that 
prince  of  poets.  Nor  was  the  fine  madness  of  her  inspira- 
tion always  such  as  "  rightly  should  possess  a  poets'  brain." 


ELIZABETH   BAURETT   BROWNING. 

From  the  portrait  by  Talfourd,  painted  at  Rome,  March,  19.59,  in 
the  Naiional  Portrait  Gallery. 

But  in  moral  ardour  and  ethical  energy  it  is  imUke  any 
other  woman's  ;  and  the  peculiar  passion  which  it  gave  to 
her  very  finest  work,  the  rush  and  glow  and  ardour  of 
aspiring  and  palpitating  life  o  innot  properly  be  compared 
with  the  dominant  or  distinctive  quality  of  any  other  poet. 
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Ok  Aurora  Leigh  in  detail  Mr.  Swinhumo  is  lowi  sweep- 
ingly  jtraisefiil.  He  detects  spots  on  the  sun.  But  judg- 
ing it  in  the  aggregate  he  returns  to  his  more  splendid 
manner : 

The  piercing  and  terrible  pathos  of  the  story  is  a» 
iiicoiiiparHblo  and  as  irresistible  as  the  divine  exproHsiou  uf 
womanly  and  motherly  rapture  which  seems  to  BuiTuso  and 
imbue  the  very  page,  the  very  print,  with  the  radiance  and  the 
fragrance  of  babyhood.  There  never  was.  and  there  never 
will  be,  such  another  baby  in  type  as  that.  Other  jjoets, 
even  of  the  inferior  sex,  have  paid  immortal  tribute  to  the 
immortal  Godhead  incarnate  in  the  mortal  and  transitory 
presence  of  infancy ;  the  homage  of  one  or  two  among 
them,  a  Homer  or  a  Hugo,  may  have  been  worthy  to  be 
mistaken  for  a  mother's ;  but  here  is  a  mother's  indeed  ; 
and  "the  yearlong  creature"  so  divinely  described  must 
live  in  sight  of  all  her  readers  as  long  as  human  nature  or  as 
English  poetry  survives.  No  words  can  ever  be  adequate 
to  give  thanks  for  such  a  gift  as  this. 
"  What  a  wind  !  "  as  Flaubert  said  of  Shakespeare,  "  what 
u  wind !  " 


Mr.  Georoe  Moore  will  find  in  Cosiuopolis  Mr.  Lang's 
estimate  of  Evdyn  Inncs.  If  lio  expected  approbation,  he 
will  certainly  bo  disappointed.  Mr.  Lang  does  not  care 
for  psychology  and  sox  problems,  and  Mr.  Moore  cares  for 
little  ejise ;  hence  some  spirited  passages  of  criticism. 
Here  are  a  few  : 

An  Irishman  without  humour  is  capable  of  anything, 
and  Mr.  George  Moore  has  proved  capable  of  writing 
Evelyn  Innes. 

On  her  [Evelyn's]  pious  side  she  seems  to  have  been 
capable  of  ecstasies  interesting  to  the  psychologist,  and 
this  part  of  the  novel  reminds  one  of  that  edifying  work, 
E)i  Route,  which  makes  an  Enghshman  ill. 

Sir  Owen  himself  meant  to  exhibit  "  books  of  a  lighter 
kind,"  and  selected  a  passage  from  one  which  does  not  seem 
so  very  light.  The  text  begins, ' '  I  am  a  man  of  the  Homeric 
time."  Men  were  men  in  the  Homeric  time.  Their  very 
vices  were  manly  and  natural,  and  they  could  not  have 
endiired  a  page  of  Kvelyii,  Innes. 

Evelyn's  other  young  man,  Ulick  Dean,  is  in  the  Celtic 
Renascence  and  Rosicrucian  line  of  nonsense.  You  could 
make  him  out  of  Mr.  Yeats's  ingenious  works. 

The  story  becomes  a  tract ;  the  people  are  the  puppets 
of  the  tract-writer ;  and  the  Ulick  puppet  is  a  mere  study 
of  a  contemporary  aftectation,  an  isolated  freak  in  the 
great  business  of  forced  originality. 

The  London  County  Council  intend  to  place  on  the  site 
of  Andrew  Marvell's  cottage  at  Highgate  this  inscription  : 
Four  feet  below  this  spot  is  the  stone  step,  formerly  the 
entrance  to  the  cottage  iu  which  lived 
ANDREW   MARVBLL, 
Sometime  M.P.  for  Hull, 
and 
Latin  Under  Secretary  to  Oliver  Cromwell, 
Patriot,  Poet,  Wit,  and  Satirist. 
Bom  ;ilst  March,  1621. 
Died  18th  August,  1673. 
He  was  buried  in  St.  Giles-in-the-Pields. 
This  memorial  brass  was  placed  here  by  the  London 
Comity  Coimcil,  November,  1898. 
The  spot  being  now  within  the  walls  of  Waterlow  Park,  a 
stanza  from  Marvell's   beautiful   "Garden"  poem  might 
well  be  added  to  this  bald  record. 


Wk  have  recoive<l  from  RuMia  a  curioun  docamant  on  a 
subject  not  quite  witliin  our  uauul  scope.  It  oonnuto  of 
a  letter  and  poem  in  Ruaaian,  and  it  is  aocumpaniod  by  a 
translation.  The  letter  runs  thus,  the  immediata  reference 
being  to  the  assassination  of  the  Empresa  of  Auatria : 

The  dark  reactionary  ]K>werB  of  all  Euroiie  would  now 
....  morally  compel  England,  also,  to  withhold  the 
traditional  and  sacred  right  of  aiiylum  from  political 
refugees  inditcrimimiMy.  It  is  iu  viow  of  this  that  I  auk 
you  to  bo  so  kind  as  to  afford  room  fur  the  accompanying 
short  poem  by  an  old  contributor  of  yours  (you  may 
remember  my  "  rondeaux  "  published  in  the  Academy  iu 
I880)  in  one  of  the  early  issues  of  your  excellent  journal- 
[We  had  then  been  in  existence  some  ■ixt<>en  years ;  but 
that  is  a  detail.]  You  need  not  trouble  to  send  me  any 
proofs  for  correction  as  they  would  be  sure  to  attract  the 
attention  of  the  censors. 

And  this  is,  in  bald  English,  the  invocation  : 
To  Britannia. 
Oh  !  mighty  ruler  of  the  seas. 
Thou  staunch  protector  of  liberty  : 
The  exile's  faithful  friend,  thou  honourest  him, 
And  defendest  the  Word  of  Truth ; 
Whomsoever  Tyranny  at  home  menaces 
With  the  fetters  of  bondage  or  the  agonies  of  death, 
Thou  art  ever  ready  to  rescue  : 
He  regains  Freedom  who  treads  on  British  soil ! 

Amiable  sentiments!     Would  they,  we  wonder,  have  left 
the  censor  very  feverish. 


Mr.  Robbrt  Ford,  author  of  Tayiide  Sony*,  and  editor 
of  Thistledown  and  Ballad*  of  Baimhood,  will,  through  Mr. 
Gardner,  Paisley,  publish  on  an  early  date  a  book  some- 
what unique  in  Scottish  literature.  The  work  will  be 
entitled  Vagabond  Songt  and  Ballad*  of  Scotland,  and  it  will 
consist  of  a  collection  of  ballads  and  homely  lyric  verse 
which  have  been  chanted  and  sung  by  the  rural  population 
in  many  districts  of  Scotland  for  several  generations  gone 
by.  Fully  fifty  of  such  ballads  will  now  be  published  for 
the  first  time,  among  which  will  be  :  "  The  Tinker's 
Waddin,'  "  "  The  Bonnie  Wee  Window,"  "The  Plains  o' 
Waterloo,"  and  "Dumb,  Dumb,  Dumb."  The  ballad 
"  Heather  Jock  "  will  also  be  published  entire,  the  author 
named,  and  interesting  particulars  furnished  regarding^ 
the  hero  of  the  ballad— all  cf  which  facts  have  never 
previously  been  made  known. 


Every  reviewer  is,  of  course,  entitled  to  his  own  opinion 
of  a  book ;  but  now  and  then  a  pronouncement  appears 
which,  with  all  sympatliy  for  differences  of  judgment, 
pulls  one  up.  Such  a  one  is  this  notice  of  Mr.  Hewlett's 
play  in  the  Daily  Mail : 

The  clean  and  polished  literary  style  of  Mr.  Maurice 
Hewlett,  which  gave  such  distinction  to  his  romauce.  The 
Ftirml  /Mi-em,  is  again  insistently  evident  iu  his  new  two- 
act  pastoral.  Pan  and  the  loiing  shepherd.  It  is  a  very 
delightful  book  for  reading  on  a  quiet  Sunday  afterroon. 
What,  then,  does  the  Daily  Mail  critic  say  of  Dean  Farrar 
and  "EdnaLyall"? 

The  method  of  carrying  the  design  of  a  book-cover  right 
across  both  front  and  back,  often  employed  by  the  artists 
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who  design  covers  for  paper-backed  French,  novels,  is 
not  common  here.  Mr.  Grant  Eichards,  however,  has  used 
the  device  in  his  Sylvan  Library  very  effectively.  We  repro- 


A  COVER    BESIGN. 


duce  the  original  drawing,  made  by  Mrs.  Nora  Chambers 
— an  excellent  and  striking  piece  of  decorative  work. 


To  Monday's  Chronicle  Mr.  John  Davidson  contributed 
an  essay  upon  poetry,  romance,  and  other  matters,  in  tlio 
form  of  a  dialogue  between  himself  and  one  John  Smith  ; 
and  therein  showed  how  comfortable  a  thing  an  interview 
with  oneself  can  be — the  questions  are  so  skilful.  The 
talk  roved  from  the  bust  of  CromweU  at  the  National 
Portrait  Gallery  to  the  art  of  Mr.  G.  F.  Watts,  and 
touched  then  upon  Matthew  Arnold's  definition  of  poetry 
as  the  "  criticism  of  life."  This  produced  the  best 
passage  in  an  article  of  conspicuous  interest  and  sanity  : 

J,  G. — Ah  I  you  don't  accept  that  utterance  ':' 

J.  D. — No.  To  criticise  is  to  judge,  to  appraise,  to 
forgive,  and  condemn — a  necessary,  but  thankless,  office. 
I  should  rather  say  that  Literature  is  a  Statement  of  the 
World  (you  have  lured  me  into  definition),  and  Poetry, 
being  the  inmost  heart  of  literature,  might  be  called  an 
interpretation  of  the  World.  There  is  no  Criticism  in 
Shakespeare ;  ParoUes  and  Timon  are  stated  and  inter- 
preted as  gently  as  Adam  and  Hamlet  :  there  is  no 
Criticism  in  Ibsen  ;  Peer  Gynt,  fool,  Har,  and  dastard,  is 
stated  and  interpreted  as  sympathetically  as  Brand,  the 
heroic  Titan.  Biuns's  "  Holy  Willie's  Prayer,"  commonly 
supposed  to  be  a  scathing  satire,  is  not  satire  ;  it  is  drama, 
every  line  of  it  tingling  with  the  humane  feeling  of  the 
poet  for  the  disgraceful  creature  he  interprets.  No ;  it  is 
Religion  that  is  a  Criticism  of  Life,  not  poetry.  The 
existence  of  society  depends 

'/.  S. — We  can  discuss  that  again.  Stick  to  "Poetry; 
no  Criticism."  The  poet,  .1  understand,  must  not  con- 
demn, must  not  blame  ;■" 

J.  D. — That  is  the  ultimate  fate  of  the  poet,  I  believe. 
A  thoroughly  awakened  intelligence  dare  not  despise 
anybody  or  anything. 

That  is  a  fine  sentiment  and  a  true  one.  We  hope  that 
these  Ute-a-tetes,  as  Mr.  Davidson  calls  them,  may  be 
continued. 


have  just  received  from  him  a  French  version  of  Mr. 
Wilde's  Ballad  of  Reading  Gaol.  "  Ballade  de  la  Geole  de 
Eeading  "  is  the  new  title.  This  is  a  taste  of  M.  Davray's 
method,  which  is  studiously  literal : 

I  walked,  with  other  souls  in 
pain, 
Within  another  ring. 
And    was    wondering  if    the 
man  had  done 
A  great  or  little  thing. 
When  a  voice  behind  me  whis- 
pered low, 
"  'I'hat  fellow's  got  toswinij." 


J'allais  avec  d'autres  ames 
en  peine,  dans  un  autre  preau, 
et  je  me  demandais  si  cet 
homme  avait  commis  beaucoup 
ou  pen  de  chose,  quand  une 
voix  derriure  moi  murmura 
tout  has  :  Celni-ld  sera  pvndu. 


The  following  interesting  account  of  the  Euskin  Colony 
in  Tennessee  has  recently  been  printed  : 

The  promoters  of  "  Euskin,"  as  the  colony  have  chosen 
to  call  their  estate,  claim  most  strongly  that  they  have 
already  solved  the  labour  question;  but  time  alone  can 
prove  the  validity  of  such  a  claim.  Each  member  of  the 
colony,  a  vigorous  community  of  about  200  soids,  and, 
according  to  Mr.  A.  E.  Wallace,  "perhaps  the  best  type 
of  a  co-operative  colony,"  receives  the  same  wages,  no 
matter  what  may  be  the  state  of  his  health,  and  no  matter 
what  may  be  his  work.  The  labour  day  is  fixed  at  nine 
hours,  and  whUe  there  is  no  interference  permitted  with 
religious  or  domestic  atfairs  or  with  individual  tastes,  each 
member  is  supposed  to  suppress  that  instinctive  desire  for 
natural  freedom  which  prompts  human  beings  everywhere 
to  ignore  the  rights  of  others,  and  every  member  is 
guaranteed  employment  by  all. 

The  estate  itself  is  the  property  of  the  association,  as 
also  are  the  means  of  production  and  distribution,  but 
each  individual  may  claim,  as  his  own  special  possessions, 
his  clothing  and  household  fiu-nitiu-e.  While  the  members 
enjoy  a  common  diniug-hall  and  kitchen,  they  have  separ- 
ate dwellings.  Of  course,  no  police  are  required,  and 
the  only  officials  in  this  happy  land  are  a  postmaster  and 
a  notary  public.  It  seems  that  the  chief  business  of  the 
community  is  in  connexion  with  the  pubhshing  of  a 
Socialistic  weekly  (the  Coming  Nation),  which,  notwith- 
standing the  fact  that  it  contains  no  news  or  advertise- 
ments, has  an  outside  circulation  approaching,  in  round 
numbers,  40,000  copies,  and,  as  each  member  receives  the 
same  wages,  wood-choppers  aud  farm  hands  rejoice  in  the 
receipt  of  salaries  equal  to  those  paid  to  the  editors  aud 
other  members  of  the  staff  of  the  paper.  The  community 
is  composed  principally  of  Americans,  among  whom  are  a 
few  Germans. 


M.  Henry-D.  Davray,  of  the  Mercurc  de  France,  has 
added  another  to  his  translations  from  the  English.     We 


At  a  certain  preparatory  school  the  boys  —  quite 
youngsters  —  have  recently  started  a  debating  society, 
which  they  conduct  entirely  without  adult  assistance.  The 
following  notice  was  posted  up  in  one  of  the  class-rooms  a 
few  days  ago  (the  real  names  are  not  given) : 

Debating  Society. 

The  subject  of  the  next  debate  will  be  "total  abstananoy  " 
proposed  by  A.  Brown.  \ 
B.    Smith.  / 

opposed  by  C.  Robmson.  I  ^^o  disagree  from  drunkenness. 
D.  Jones        J 

CARtYLE  on    "Luck"  is  not  very  stimidating.     The    I 
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passage  (jccurs  in  one  of  his  letters  to  his  sister,  which 
are  lieing  printed  in  the  Atlantic  Monthly  : 

I  Our  outward  fortuuo,  lucky  or  whiit  in  culled  uulucky, 

wc  cannot  couiinaud ;  but  wo  can  comiuand  our  own 
behaviour  under  it,  and  wo  do,  either  wisely  or  el«o  not 
wisely  ;  and  tlmt,  in  real  truth,  makes  all  the  difTereuce, 
aud  does  in  reality  stamp  un  as  either  "lucky"  or  else 
"  unlucky."  For  there  is  nobody  but  ho  that  acts  foolishly 
and  wi-(in<j  that  can,  in  the  end,  be  called  "  uulucky  "  ;  he 
that  acts  wisely  and  riijlit  is,  before  all  mortals,  to  be 
accounted  "lucky";  he  and  no  other  than  he.  So  toil 
honestly  along,  my  dear  little  Jenny,  even  as  heretofore ; 
aud  keep  up  your  heart. 

I  This  is  tho  true  butterwomau's  rank  to  ISunday-school. 
I  A  BOOK  for  boys,  which  appears  to  be  of  American 
vigin,  reaches  us,  with  the  title,  The  Young  Reporter 
■[elrose).  The  adventures  of  the  hero  are  brisk  and 
many,  and  all  have  more  or  less  reference  to  journalism  at 
high  pressure.  This  is,  we  suppose,  a  sign  of  the  times. 
It  is  certainly  the  first  occasion  in  our  knowledge  of  a 
reporter  occupying  the  central  position  of  a  boys'  book. 


notorious    sinner    in   this  respect.      With  biin    intetuity 
almost  always  meant  blank  verse. 


It  is  becoming  more  and  more  the  j)ractice  of  book- 
sellers to  purchase  non-copyright  books  in  ([uantity  and 
put  tliese  works  into  their  own  bindings.     A  City  finii  has 
its  "City  Library"    composed  of  the  same  books  which 
aother  bookseller  binds  and  sells  as  tho  "  Strand  Library." 
be  profit  on  non-copyright  books  tends  to  increase,  for 
lie  cost  of  production  sinks  lower  and  lower.     Mijny  liook- 
lers  would  like  to  take  the  fullest  possible  advantage  of 
I  fact ;  hence  the  proposal,  which  occasionally  struggles 
)  the  front,  that  the  Booksellers'  Association  should  pro- 
ice  non-copyright  books  in  wiiich  each  member  would  be 
shareholder.      By  this  means  the  profits  in  this  branch 
bookselling  would  become  <juite  handsome. 


A  coRKEsposDExr  noting  a  sentence  which  we  (quoted 
icently  from  the  Quarterly,  to  the  efi'ect  that  a  certain 
novelist  is  apt  to  confuse  poetry  and  prose,  sends  some 
examples  of  a  similar  confusion  of  which  other  authors 
have  been  guilty.  He  writes  :  "  Permit  mo  to  transcribe 
here  a  few  specimens  of  the  late  J.  A.  Symonds's  prose, 

fen  from  his  description  of  the  Cornice : 
These  veterann  [the  olive  trees]  are  caveruous  with  age: 
(hmrleil,  split,  and  twisted  trunks,  throwing  out  arms 
That  break  into  a  hundred  branches. 
These  are  the  leaves,  and  the  stems  are  grey  with  lichens, 
Thr  sky  and  sea,  tiro  blues,  one  full  of  sunlight, 
aud  tho  other  purple,   set  these  fountains   of  perennial 
brightness  like  gems  in  lapis-lasiuh. 
When  the  wind  bloirs  these  branches  all  one  way 
They  ripple  like  a  sea  of  silver.     Far  and  wide 
Red  anemones  burn  like  fire. 
With  interchange  of  blue  and  lilac  buds, 
White  arums,  orchises,  and  pink  gladiolus. 
Wandering  there  and  seeing  the  pale  flowers 
Stan  white  and  pink  and  odorous,  we  dream 
Of  Olivet,  or  the  Orave  Garden  of 
The  Agony,  and  the  trees 
Seem  alwiiys  whisjiering  of  sacred  things. 

I  could  multiply  tho  examples  from  other  parts  of  tho 
volume,  mats  d  quoi  bon?"     Dickens    was,  of  course,   a 


Wk  give  below  the  latest  portrait  of  Mr.  Bret  Harte, 


MU.    IIUKI    UAllTK. 
FroM  a  photoffraph  by  T.  fall. 


whose  new  book,  Stories  of  Light  and  Shadow,  has  just 
been  published  by  Messrs.  Pearson. 


Last  week  we  mentioned  Oean  Pigou's  delightful  cata- 
logue of  mis-spellings — say,  rather,  misapprehensions — 
of  his  own  name — as  Pigue,  Pigoe,  Pico,  Pickles,  Pagan, 
&c.  We  can  add  Pigori  to  the  Dean's  collection.  But 
for  the  vigilance  of  our  proof-readers  his  name  would 
have  appeared  in  that  masquerade  in  our  Book  Market 
columns  this  week. 


The  large  sales  which  the  cheap  edition  of  the  Eney- 
cloptcdia  Britannica  has  enjoyed  have  affected  general 
bookselling  unfavourably.  Many  good  b<x)k-buyers  excuse 
themselves  from  making  purchases  on  the  ground  that  they 
have  exhausted  their  available  funds  on  this  work. 


The  proprietore  of  this  Encyclopiedia,  by  the  way,  have 
done  a  graceful  thing  in  issuing  a  circidar  offering  the 
work  to  editors,  journalists,  and  newspaper  publishers  at 
a  reduction  of  £2.  One  stipulation  is  that  a  review  of  the 
work  shall  follow,  and  that  the  books  shall  not  be  sold. 
All  journalists,  however,  are  not  in  a  position  to  promise 
reviews.  These,  we  take  it,  will  not  be  debarred  on  that 
account  from  the  advantages  which  the  Timet  offers. 


The  interview  with  the  secretary  of  the  Sanctum  Society 
which  we  published  last  week  has  brought  us  an  inquiry 
from  an  interested  correspondent.  We  refer  him  to  the 
se<'rotary  himself,  Mr.  W.  Green,  of  90,  Clifton-hill,  St. 
Jolm's  Wood,  N.W.,  who  will  be  happy,  wo  have  no 
doubt,  to  answer  all  ininiiries. 


28o 


The   Academy. 


19   November,  1898. 


Bibliographical. 

In   pubUshing   the   text    of    "The    Ambassador,"    John 
Oliver    Hobbes    has    followed     the     exceUent     example 
set  by  certain  of  her   brother  playwrights.     Dramatists 
havo    printed    and    circulated   their  works    from    Eliza- 
bethan  times    downwards;    but,    so   far  as   the  present 
generation  is  concerned,  I  think  it  was  Mr.  W.  S.  Gilbert 
who  led  the  way  with  a  volume  of    Original  Plays  (con- 
taining  three   "fairy"   comedies,  a  modern   comedy,   an 
extravaganza,  and  "Trial   by  Jury")  in   1875-6.     Since 
then  he  has  issued  three  series  of  his  plays ;  he  has  always 
printed  the  full  text  of  his  comic  operas.     Mr.  Pinero  has 
given  to  the  reading  world  about  a  dozen  of  his  dramatic 
pieces;    Mr.   Henry   Arthur    Jones    about   half-a-dozen. 
Mr.  Grundy  has  exhibited  no  such  enterprise,  though  I 
believe  some  of  his  works  are  on  French's  Ust.     Of  course, 
I  am  speaking  of  the  acted   drama;    the   contemporary 
unacted  drama  is  largely  represented  in  book  form— as, 
for  example,  the  plays  of  Mr.  John  Davidson  and   the 
The'itricah  of  Mr.  Henry  James.     Of  Mr.  Bernard  Shaw's 
seven  Phyn  Pleasant  and   Unpleasant  only  four  have  been 
performed. 

In  one  respect  John  Oliver  Hobbes  sets,  in  her  turn,  an 
example  to  her  brethren  in  the  dramatic  art.  When 
printing  their  plays,  neither  Mr.  Pinero  nor  Mr.  Jones  has 
taken  any  account  of  the  actors  therein.  The  names  of 
the  players  have  been  ignored,  as  if  of  no  importance. 
John  Oliver  Hobbes  is  more  generous.  In  her  new 
volume,  the  original  cast  of  "The  Ambassador"  is  given 
in  fuU. 

Those  who  think  favourably,  or,  at  least,  in  a  kindly 
way,  of  the  late  Canon  Bell's  literary  output,  may  be  glad 
to  have  the  following  little  list  of  his  successive  verse- 
books :  Four  Seasons  at  the  Lakes  (1878),  Songs  in  the  Twi- 
light (1881),  JIgmns  for  Church  and  Chamber  (188'2),  Songs 
in  Many  Keys  (188-1),  Poems  Old  and  New  (1893),  and 
Diana's  Looking- Glass,  and  Other  Poems  (1894).  His  prose 
work  was  mainly  hortatory  ;  but  he  was  the  author  of  at 
least  two  books  of  tvnYel— Gleanings  from  a  Tour  in  Palestine 
and  the  Fast  (1887),  and  .^  Winter  oh  the  Nile,  in  Egypt, 
and  in  Nubia  (1888)— of  Reminiscences  of  a  Boyhood  (1889), 
and  of  Some  of  Our  English  Poets  (1895).  He  was  one  of 
the  last,  though  not  one  of  the  least,  of  our  poetical 
parsons. 

Mr.  William  Poel,  Director  of  the  Elizabethan  Stage 
Society,  has  got  it  into  his  head,  apparently,  tliat  Sliylock 
ought  to  be  represented  as  a  comic  character.  One  would 
like  to  hear  or  read  his  argument.  In  a  leaflet  issued  by 
the  Society,  Ulrici  is  quoted  in  support  of  Mr.  Poel's 
view  ;  but  who  now  cares  for  Ulrici  y  Besides,  our  best 
authority  is  the  text  of  "  The  Merchant  of  Venice."  There 
is  a  tradition  that,  till  Macklin  impersonated  Shylock, 
the  r6le  was  always  regarded  as  the  perquisite  of  the 
low  comedian;  but  where  and  what  is  the  evidence? 
And  even  if  the  evidence  were  conclusive,  what  then? 
The  text  would  still  be  the  only  arbiter  in  the  matter. 
Mr.  Poel  should  print  his  paper  (read  somewhere  the  other 
day)  and  let  us  dissect  it  at  our  leisure. 

Dipping  into  Mr.  Edwin  Hodder's  Suggestive  Lives  and 
Thoughts,  I  alight  upon  a  curious  blunder.     On  p.  243,  in 


the  course  of  a  quotation  from  Mr.  W.  J.  Dawson,  the 
stanza  in  In  Memoriam  beginning 

I  stretch  lame  hands  of  faith  and  hope 
is  attributed— to  whom,  do  you  think  ?— why,  to  Pope,  of 
ali  people ! 

Mr.  G.  W.  Cable,  we  are  told,  thinks  of  calling  his  next 
piece  of  fiction  Tlw  Cavalier.  The  title  seems  familiar,  and 
yet,  so  far  as  I  am  aware,  it  has  not  been  overdone.  I 
find  that  a  "  T.  Eoscoe,  jun.,"  published  in  England  a 
romance  in  three  volumes  called  The  Cavalier,  but  I  do 
not  know  the  date,  except  that  it  was  between  1816  and 
1850.  Perhaps,  when  "The  Cavalier"  seems  familiar  as 
a  title,  it  is  because  we  are  thinking  of  the  play  so-named 
by  Charles  Whitehead.  Anyway,  Mr.  Cable  is  free  to 
christen  his  story  as  he  pleases. 

The  announcement  of  a  second  series  of  London  Visions 
by  Mr.  Laurence  Binyon  reminds  one  that  it  is  just  two 
years  since  he  brought  out  the  first  series.  He  first  came, 
by  name,  before  the  public  in  the  summer  of  1890,  when 
he  published  his  Newdigate  Poem,  Persephone.  Then, 
early  in  1894,  appeared  his  Lyric  Poems,  and,  late  in  1896, 
his  Praise  of  Life  (in  "  The  ShiUing  Garland  ").  In  his 
Porphyrion,  of  the  present  year  of  grace,  he  reprinted  the 
London  Visions,  and  some  pieces  privately  printed  (by  the 
Eev.  H.  Daniel)  in  1895. 

It  seems  that  we  are  to  have  a  new  edition  of  the  late 
Mr.  W.  B.  Eands's  verses  for  children,  under  the  title  of 
Lilliput  Lyrics.  It  is  a  good  title,  but  Eands's  was 
Lilliput  Levee— the  name  of  the  little  book  of  rhymes 
published  by  him  in  1864.  After  that  he  produced,  in 
1871,  Lilliput  Lectures  (republished  last  year)  and  Lilliput 
Revels,  Lilliput  Legends  following  in  1872.  He  was,  in  his 
day,  the  Laureate  of  the  nursery  and  the  schoolroom,  and 
deserves  to  be  remembered. 

A  sixpenny  edition  of  Through  the  Looking- Glass, 
including  all  the  original  illustrations  (fifty  in  number) : 
this  is  indeed  a  boon !  It  is  difficult  to  believe  that  the 
inspired  tale  is  a  quarter  of  a  century  old,  and  yet  that  is 
the  absolute  fact.  Last  year  it  went  into  its  sixty-first 
thousand.  Alice  in  Wonderland,  which  is  over  thirty  years 
old   (alas!    alas!),    went   last   year  into    its   eighty-sixth 

thousand. 

One  welcomes  the  promise  of  a  new  and  revised  edition  of 
Prof.  A.  W.  Ward's  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature 
to  the  Death  of  Queen  Anne.  It  is  more  than  two  decades 
since  the  work  was  first  issued,  and  much  has  been  dis- 
covered and  written  in  the  internal.  My  only  complainf 
against  the  History  is  that  it  is  so  limited  in  its  purview. 
Why  has  the  Professor  not  occupied  these  past  twenty- 
three  years  in  bringing  his  survey  down  to  date  ? 

A  chartered  libertine  (in  the  way  of  literary  ./«M.r  d' esprit) 
has  been  suggesting  lately  that  Mr.  Andrew  Lang  is  not  ~ 
an  individual  at  all,  but  a  syndicate  formed  for  the  pro- 
duction of  readable  letterpress.     I  had  the  curiosity  the^ 
other  day  to  look  up  the  list  of  his  publications  as  given' 
in  the  Catalogue  of  the  British  Museum  Library.     The 
list  runs  to  eleven  columns  ;  but  "as  every  column"  is 
not  full,  we  may  reduce  the  number  to   nine   or   eight. 
Even  then,  the  result  is  a  remarkable  testimony  to  Mr. 
Lang's  industry.  The  Bookworm. 
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Reviews. 

Time  :    "  What  you  will." 

Pan  -and  tho    Young   Shepherd.     A  I'astoral  in  Two  AcU. 

By  Miiurioe  Hewlett.  (Lane.  38.  6d.) 
Ari'ER  80  mucli  of  tho  niachmery  of  romance,  here  is  the 
real  thing  once  more  :  romance  gentle  and  courageous,  and 
radiant  and  sure.  Mr.  Hewlett  has  made  tho  conquest, 
has  done  what  no  me<:hanic  can  ever  do :  he  has  not  only 
created  a  new  land  (whicli  is  within  tho  power  of  most 
writers),  but  ho  has  created  its  atmosphere  too. 

Let  us  give  tastes.     The  time  is  "  What  you  will  "  ;  the 
scene  is   "  Pastoral  Country  :  Champney  Valtort  and  the 

I  Hills  about  it."  At  the  beginning  of  the  play,  Qeron,  an 
old  shepherd,  is  seated  in  tho  ingle-nook  upholding  the 
merits  of  the  quiot  and  sheltered  life  against  the  wayward 
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thusiasm  of  Neanias,  his  grandson,  a  young  shepherd — 

the  play  touches  much  upon  sheep.     The  youth  is  for 

reedoui  and  the  world.    But  "you  may  change  cages,"  says 

the  old  man;   "  you  will  still  go  round.  .  .  .  No,  no,  cleave 

the  sheep,  boy,  and  the  sheep  will  cleave  to  you.  There's 

safety  in  sheep."     But  Neanias  is  eighteen  and  the  old 

nan  is  eighty,  and  Neanias  has  Iiad  dreams.     He  has  been 

ver  the  Eidge.     "  Over  the  Eidge,"  says  he,   "  there  is 

.1  tarn,  and  by  the  tarn  are  seven  trees.     Men  call  their 

names  the  Seven  Sisters.     And  nights  o'  the  year  you  may 

hear  them  sing — as  I  have  heard  them  sing."     And  then 

\outh  telLs  to  nodding  and  comfortable  Age  the  story  of 

as  adventure  : 

IJgot  up  the  mountain  e<lge,  and  from  the  top  saw  the 
world  streclit  out — cornlands  and  forest,  the  river  winding 
among  meadow-flats,  and  right  off,  like  a  hem  01  the  sky, 
the  moving  sea,  with   snatches  of  foam,  and  large  ships 


reaching  forward,  out-bound.  And  then  I  thought  uo 
more,  but  my  heart  leapt  to  meet  the  wind,  and  I  nui,  and 
I  ran.  I  felt  my  legi  under  me,  I  felt  the  wind  buflei  nM>, 
hit  me  on  the  cheek ;  the  «un  ibooe,  tho  bee*  iwept  fiatt 
me  (ringing ;  and  I  too  tang,  sbonted :  World,  world,  I  oni 
coming  ! 

Is  not  that  fine  ?  The  passage  is  symbolic  of  the  courage 
and  hope  and  beauty  of  Youth ;  and  it  has  sunshine  in  it. 
Neanias  goes  on : 

Thus  I  came  to  the  Tarn  nnd  naw  the  Seven  Sisters. 

The  Tarn  was  fretted  witli  little  bright  waves  that  lapt 

shortly  on  the  stones ;  the  Seven  Sisters  dipiie<l  and  )>owed 

their  heads  to  me  fill  I  loved  them.     I  loved  them  well. 

but  never  stayed  fill  I  was  down  the  edge  and  in  the  di-«'p 

forest.     It  was  all  husht  and  dark.     You  saw  no  lun,  but 

only  shafts  of  blue   light  running  up  among  the  great 

trees ;  and  you  heard  the  wind  a  very  long  way  off  rush 

over  from   the  sea  to  the  hills.      There  were  no  birds' 

voices ;     not    a    foot    crusht    tho    beechmast    but    mine. 

Methought  the  tall  trees  stood  round  me  like  God.     But 

though  a  man  may  love  Ood  he  dare  hardly  breathe  before 

Him  ;    and  so  was   I,  alone  among  the  watchful   tree*. 

Thus  endured  a  time  of  trembling  and  expectation,  I  know 

not  how  long.      Then   I  thought   something  stirred ;    I 

stood  heart  in  mouth,  peering  through  the  trees.      The 

quiet  about  me  while  I  listened  was  terrible  :  I  could  hear 

my  own  heart. 

Here  we  see  tlie  tearfulness  of  Youth  too.      The  something 

that  stirred  was  the  fate  of  Neaniaa — Aglae.     And  ever 

since  the  memory  of  her  has  been  with  the  boy,  and  every 

day  has  brought  him  nearer  to  the  search  for  her.     His 

hour  has  now  struck.      With  the  departure  of  Neanias 

into  the  night,  crying  "  Eide,  Moon,  through  your  silver 

brake ;   discourse,  0  stars,  of   high  ventures,  while  I  fare 

forth  into  the  lovely  hidden  world,"  the  first  scene  closes. 

In  the  second  scene  Neanias  is  found  on  a  heath  on  the 
Hill-Top  gazing  at  the  world  and  dreaming  of  love ;  and 
suddenly  he  comes  upon  the  Seven  Sisters,  the  Earth 
Daughters,  the  handmaidens  of  the  great  god  Pan.  These 
are  Geiima,  called  Thirsty  Corn-Ear,  who  dwells  in  the 
red  wheat ;  and  Pha>no,  called  Tang  of  the  Loam,  who 
"  couches  in  sweet  corners  of  the  earth,  watching  the 
clover  creep  to  tho  light  ";  and  Sitys,  called  Bonny  Beech- 
Mast,  who  suckles  young  fauns  ;  and  Dryas,  Crown  o'  the 
Oak,  who  chiefest  loves  the  Sun  ;  and  Adora,  or  Morning 
Calm  ;  and  Erotion,  or  Warmth  of  the  Earth ;  and  Aglae, 
or  Virgin  Dawn.  These  surround  Neanias,  and  all  would 
have  him  love  them,  save  only  Aglae,  who,  having  spumed 
the  advances  of  Pan,  has  been  struck  dumb  and  icy  cold. 
But  upon  Aglae  only  will  Neanias  look,  and  in  the  teeth 
of  the  sisters'  terrible  threats  he  bears  her  away  for  his 
wife :  scene  iv.  consisting  of  one  long  rhapsody  of  love 
poured  out  by  Neanias  before  this  poor  dumb  Pagan. 

And  so  for  a  while  we  leave  the  supernatural  and  come 
to  rustic  comedy.  In  scene  v.  we  find  Geron  (the  grand- 
father), Balkis  (the  mother  of  Neanias),  Merla  (a  wench 
who  loves  him  well),  and  other  villagers  —  Sphorx, 
Mopsus,  and  Teucer,  sage  and  elderly  men.  They  meet 
to  mourn  the  lost  boy,  and  Merla  tells  of  her  love  for 
him  in  frank  and  primitive  words.  Suddenly,  after 
some  humorous  passages  between  the  villagers,  who 
turn  out  to  be  of  a  habit  of  mind  not  unlike  that 
good  man  Joseph  Poorgrass,  Neanias  appears,  leading 
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his  wife.    It  is  a  pretty  scene,  wherein  Aglae  is  received 
by   Geron   and    Balkis.      Very    refreshing,    too,    is    the 
savour  of  Mr.   Hewlett's  skill  with  clowns.     We  feared 
that  the  trick  of  such  humour  was  for  ever  lost ;  but  Mr. 
He^vlett  has  it  notably.     This  little  book  is  salty  with  it. 
In  the  first  scene  of  Act  II.,  is  another  kindred  passage  : 
SriiOHX :   Alack,  no  vessel  am  I,  but  an  humble  instru- 
ment, friends,  of  the  Lord's  making,  the  Lord's  making. 
Well!    I  will  sing  ye  a    stave  of   an   old   antient  tune, 

perhaps  ye  know  it.     'Tis  all  of  a  man  and ^ 

Geron  :  And  a  woman,  for  a  thousand  pound  : 
SrnoBX :   There  is  mention  of  a  female,  and  of  cider, 
and  of  sheep,  and  of  a  man's  wife  or  wives. 

MoPSUS :  God's  justice '.     Had  he  more  nor  one  in  the 

song? 

Sphorx  :  He  had  that  before  he'd  done. 
Teucer  :  A  man  may  do  what  he  will  in  a  soug. 
SriiORX  :  ShaU  I  pitch  you  out  the  song  ? 
Gerok  {simjing) : 

O  Pasceucy's  a  bittock  place. 
Tight  an'  right  an'  cosy  ; 
The  men  all  look  you  straight  i'  the  face, 
The  girls  are  like  a  posy. 
Clean  an'  fresh  an'  rosy. 
'Tis  the  chorus  of  the  song— maybe  ye  know  it.     (Sing's.) 
Martin  Brewster,  full-grown  man. 
Swore  upon  the  Book,  _• 

For  wife  he'd  have  a  cider  can, 
For  bed  the  ingle-nook. 
Petticoats  he  thus  forsook. 
Now  for  the  chorus,  friends,  we  have  as  aforesaid—"  O 

Pascency " 

Is  not  that  a  cheering  piece  of  antiquity  for  1898?  Let 
us  bo  thankful  for  Mr.  Hewlett's  Elizabethanisms.  Long 
may  he  continue  to  go  backward  into  time ! 

The  second  act  tells  of  Pan's  vengeance.  AU  has  gone 
well  with  Neanias  and  Aglaii  for  a  while  ;  but  Pan  is  not 
to  be  cheated  with  impunity.  One  wild  night  he  descends 
on  Champney  Valtort.  It  is  just  as  Neanias  is  speaking 
low  to  Aglae  of  the  shepherd's  life : 

Your  shepherd  is  very  near  to   Earth.     He  grows  up 
from  her  lap,  he  never  quite  leaves  her  bosom  ;  he  is  her 
foster-child.     He  may  hear  her  heart-beats  and  drink  of 
her  tears.    If  she  smiles  he  knoweth  why.    He  has  listened 
and  be  knoweth.     She  telleth  him  ber   secret  thoughts; 
all  the  day  long  he  may  he  close  in  her  arms. 
At  this  instant  the  unseen  Pan  drives  away  Geron's  sheep, 
and  wills  Aglaii  to  follow.     Unseen  by  Neanias  she  slips 
away,  and  the  wild  terrors  of  the  night  begin.     (We  can 
but   summarise   swiftly.)     Neanias   seeking  Aglae  comes 
upon  Pan  face  to  face,  and  daring  him  is,  with  her,  struck 
icy  cold.     Merla  pursuing  Neanias,  sick  with  love  for  him 
and  with   jealousy  of  Aglaii,  is  mocked  by  the  Sisters, 
but  holds  her    own  with  splendid  spirit,  and  by  and  by 
comes  also  upon  Pan.     In  the  midst  of  a  soliloquy  she 
spies  him,  and  her  words  give  us  the  Earth-Master  to  the 

life: 

Mother's  Mercies,  who's  yonder  ?     A  man,  by  the  light 

■we  have,    a  shagged  an'   bUnking  man  I     What  gnarly 

tree-bole   of  a  face   is  this?      What  eyes  like  darkling 

water !      What   cruddled    hands  I      O   his  brows,   bke   a 

stubbit  thorn  ! 

Pan  approaches,  and  Merla  repulses  him,   and  then,  in 

a  passionate  outburst,  she  calls  on  heaven  for  forgiveness 


for  having  wished  evil  to  fall  upon  Neanias  and  Aglae,. 
and  thus  brought  this  terrible  night's  work  to  pass.  "Oh, 
I  should  wish  to  see  them  back  again  at  their  loving  1 
0  sir,  I  don't  know  why,  but  I  do  believe  you  can  help.  Is 
thfere  no  way  ? "  There  is  a  way,  says  Pan,  and  Merla 
has  the  finding  of  it  in  her  own  hands.  At  this  moment 
in  come  the  shepherds,  and  we  have  more  good  clowning. 
They  leave  delighted  with  Pan:  "A  hairy  man,  yet 
gentleman  born";  and  Pan,  confronting  Merla  with  the 
perishing  lovers,  wins  her  consent  to  a  match,  and  removes 
his  spell.  The  story  ends  with  a  further  scene,  where  aU 
is  happiness  and  Aglai;  Christianised. 

We  have  not  done  justice  to  Mr.  Hewlett  in  the  fore- 
going account  of  his  pastoral.  We  have  paid  too  little 
attention  to  his  subtleties  of  thought,  his  undercurrents  of 
allegory,  his  delicate  poetisings ;  but  we  have  quoted 
sufficiently  diverse  passages  to  give  an  idea  of  the  abundant 
wealth  of  this  little  book  and  the  freshness  and  prismatic 
individuality  of  it.  The  Forest  Lovers  was  good  indeed : 
but  there  are  qualities  in  this  pastoral  for  which  that 
story  did  not  prepare  the  reader.  Pan  and  the  Young 
Shepherd  is  the  work  of  a  writer  who  possesses  creative 
power,  the  vital  principle,  clean  sight,  and  an  imagination, 
both  gay  and  robust. 


The   Jesuits    of  Islam. 
From  Sphinx  to  Oracle.     By  Arthur   Silva  White,  Hon.. 

F.E.G.S.  (Hurst  &  Blackett.) 
Mr.  White  knew  nothing  of  Arabic — as  is  plain  from  his- 
book,  nor  of  Egyptian  antiquities— as  appears  from  the- 
same  source ;  yet  he  determined  to  travel  to  the  oasis  of 
Siwa  in  the  Libyan  Desert,  and  set  forth  thither  in  March- 
of  this  year  with  an  escort  of  seven  men  and  six  camels. 
He  arrived  at  Siwa,  after  a  journey  of  nineteen  days,  at  the- 
cost  of  some  hardship,  but  was  prevented  by  threats  from 
proceeding  to  Jarabub,  a  town  about  100  miles  further 
and  his  real  objective.  Later  he  copied  (imperfecUy)  the- 
wall-paintings  of  an  unexplored  tomb,  disinterred  a  few 
mummies,  and  returned  to  Cairo  with  a  rare  Ptolemaic  coin, 
and  two  ornaments  which  he  bought  of  a  native. 

So  far,  there  is  little  remarkable  in  Mr.  White's  journey,. 

and  for  our  own  part  we  cannot  see  that  it  was  worth,  from. 

an  archroological  point  of  view,  even  the  few  lines  which 

this  year's  report  of   the   Egypt   Exploration  Fund  ha*- 

bestowed  upon  it.     Yet  it  is  abundantly  interesting  from  the 

fact  that  it  was  an  attempt— though,  as  it  turned  out,   an 

unsuccessful  attempt— to  reach   the   headquarters   of  the 

great  Senussi  sect,    which   may  not   improbably  give  us 

nearly  as  much  trouble  as  the  Dervishes  have  done  when.| 

we  seriously  take  in  hand  the  re-civilisation  of  the  Soudan.-i 

These  fanatics  are  the  followers  of  Mohammed-es-Senussin 

a  lawyer  born  near  Mostaganem,  in  Algeria,  in  the  early 

part  of  the  century  ;  and  are  even  more  puritanical  in  their* 

tenets  than  the   better-known  Mohammedan  sect  of  tt* 

Wahiibis.     The  Senussi  must  not  only  abstain  from  wJdfeii 

as  is  til p  r,,^e  with  all  Sunni  Mohammedans,  but  must  touch 

neither  collee  nor  tobacco.     He  must  also  give  up  dancings 

singing,  and   aU  forms   of  recreation;   must  set   himseli 

sternly  against  Western  and  even  Turkish  civilisation,  and 
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must  kill  all  Christiana  and  Jews  as  soon  as  he  conveniently 
can.  Above  all  tilings,  he  must  pay  blind  obedience  at  all 
times  to  his  spiritual  but  self-appointed  superiors,  whose 
existence  is  often  only  revealed  to  him  by  an  elaborate 
system  of  signs  and  passwords,  some  of  which  are  repro- 
duced in  the  present  volume.  Senussi  seems,  indeed,  to 
have  aimed  at  reproducing  the  Society  of  Jesus,  as  it  is 
rej)re8ented  in  the  works,  say,  of  Dumas,  for  the  benefit  of 
Islam. 

To  our  very  slender  knowledge  of  this  strange  sect  Mr. 
White's   book   makes   some  not  inconsiderable  additions. 
At  Siwa  he  was    admitted  to  more   than  one  interview 
with  the  local  head  of  the  sect,  who  apparently  finds  that 
godliness  is  great  gain,  and   is   the   richest  man  in  the 
place.      He  discovered    that    Jarabub   was  not,    as    has 
.tlierto  been  supposed,  in  Egypt  proper,  ])ut  in  the  vUayet 
'  Tripoli ;  altluiugh,  as  the  Senussi  sheikh  even  at   Siwa 
wa,s  a  much  more  powerful  person  than  the   Mamur  or 
police  officer  who  represented  Egypt,  ho  would  not  havo 
found  it  more  accessible  had  it  belonged  to  the  Khedive. 
J'rom  the  sheikh's  information,  however,  which  was  con- 
firmed by  that  of  a  foUower  of  Mr.  White's  who  had  once 
spent  ten  days  iu  Jarabub,  we  learn  that  the  general  of 
the  Senussi  order  has  now  left  that  city,  and  has  migrated, 
with   3,000   followers,  to   the   oasis  of   Kufra,  350   miles 
further  south.     From  here  he  has  opened  up  direct  routes, 
not  only  to  Siwa  and  Benghazi  (the  Mediterranean  port 
of  the  sect),  but  also  to  Khargeli,  within  Egyptian  territory, 
and  within  a  few  days'  march  of  the  Nile.     Along  these 
routes  anyone  wishing  to  become    a  convert  to  the  sect 
may  pass  without  money,  by  a  system  somewhat  resembling 
that  of  the  "  Underground  EaUway  "  across  the  border, 
of  which  we  used  to  hear  during  the  American  War ;  and 
the  parallel  is  more  close  from  the  fact  that  most  of  the 
traveUers   are   slaves.      The    Sheikh-el-Senussi   has    also 
established  centres  of  influence  at  Fezzan,  in  Tripoli ;  at 
Tibesti  and  Borku,  further  south  ;  and  also  at  Wadai  and 
Darfur,  although  the  statement  of  Mr.  White,  that  Abu 
Gemaizan's  attack  on  the  latter  province  during  the  Mahdi's 
occupation  was  in  reality  inspired  by  the  Senussi,  requires 
confirmation      As  the  sect  has  long  been  known  to  possess 
convents  in   Morocco,    Somaliland,  Arabia,   and  Mesopo- 
tamia, they  are  already  too  near  neighbours  to  civilisation 
to  be  neglected  altogether  by  it.     At  present  their  great 
desire   seems  to  be  to  remain  hid  in  the  desert,  but  all 
such  fanatics  come  sooner  or  later  among  Semitic  races  to 
have  apocalyptic  visions  of  blood  and  slaughter ;  and  if  it 
be  true,  as  Mr.  White  asserts,  that  their  secret  adherents 
are  already  more  than  three  millions,  it  wiU  probably  not 
be  long   l)eforo   they   try   to   hasten   the   miUennium  by 
murder  and  pillage  after  the  Baggara  manner. 

Mr.  White's  book  is  lightly  and  pleasantly  written, 
with  a  commendable  absence  of  affectation  and  padding. 
It  WHS  apparently  the  airy  insouciance  of  his  conversational 
style  which  so  won  the  hearts  of  the  Senussis  of  Siwa 
that  they  allowed  him  to  photograph  them,  and  the  same 
want  of  convention  distinguishes  his  writing.  Here  is 
a  specimen : 

I  made  no  attempt  to  divest  these  mummies  of  thtir 
Fcanty  vejtuieuts :  tboy  were  so  distressingly  dusty. 
Neither  were  thfy  worth  carting  away.      They  appeared 


like  a  middle-olaM  family  party— probably  of  tb«  Itomaa 
age.  I  left  them  reclining  where  I  found  th<«in.  haviujc 
forgotten  to  tell  the  man  to  reint«r  tb«m,  and  give  tb«ai 
decent  burial. 


^^::^^ 


KXCAVATIOX  OF  MUMMIES. 


If  some  present-day  imitator  of    Burton    could  be  per- 
suaded to  visit  Jarabub  or,  better  still,  Kufra,  he  would 
probably  do  the  State  service. 
There  are  two  excellent  maps  in  the  book. 


The  Roots  of  Poverty. 

riu)  Standard  of  Life,  and  Other  Studies.     By  Mrs.  Bernard 
Bosanquet.     (Macmillan.     3s.  6d.  net.) 

About  a  year  ago  Mrs.  Bosanquet  published  a  singularly 
fresh  and  illuminating  book  under  the  title  of  Rich  and 
Poor.  In  this  she  attempted  such  a  survey  of  the  main 
problems  of  modem  poverty  as  might  serve  to  lighten  the 
way  of  the  many  who,  anxious  to  devote  themselves  in 
some  degree  to  the  social  service  of  their  generation,  are 
yet  bewildered  and  discouraged  by  the  complexity  of  the 
problem,  and  doubtful  whether,  after  all,  their  tentative 
efforts  are  not  likely  to  do  more  harm  than  good.  It  was  a 
wise  and  a  sympathetic,  and,  to  many,  a  most  helpful  book. 
The  studies  in  the  present  volume  may  all  be  regarded  as 
in  one  way  or  another  subsidiary  to  the  main  object  of 
Rich  and  Poor.  They  are  attempts  to  get  at  the  facts,  the 
indispensable  facts,  without  which  any  schemes  of  social 
reconstruction  are  bound  to  be  more  or  less  futile;  attempts 
to  put  aside  the  impenetrable  veil  of  ignorance  which  hides 
the  lower  strata  of  London  from  those  who,  so  far  as  mere 
space-relations  go,  are,  after  all,  .so  very  near  them;  to  show 
how,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the  poor  do  live,  and  what,  their 
psychologj-  being  what  it  is,  would  be  the  real  effect  of 
this  or  that  proposal  to  ameliorate  their  condition.     The 
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inquiries  are  models  of  the  way  in  wliich  such  subjects 
ought  to  be  approached.  Mrs.  Bosanquet  has  precisely 
that  combination  of  qualities  of  heart  and  head  which  the 
effective  social  worker  needs.  Her  enthusiasm  is  not 
undisciplined ;  she  has  a  wholesome  mistrust  of  royal  roads 
to  the  millennium ;  and  yet  her  scientific  temper  is  no 
dry  light,  but  touched  and  humanised  by  a  very  real 
and  sincere  desire  for  increased  well-being  and  increased 
righteousness.  Of  course  she  sees,  what  every  clear-eyed 
observer  of  social  phenomena  must  surely  be  coming  to 
see,  that  at  this  moment  it  is  on  the  intellectual  rather  than 
the  ethical  side  of  charitable  endeavour  that  stress  has  to 
be  laid.  For  one  philanthropist  who  will  patiently  study 
facts,  and  nerve  himself  to  withhold  help  where  it  wiU 
only  do  harm,  there  are  a  dozen  who  from  the  best  of 
motives  wiU  blunder  into  the  breach,  and  will  only  leave 
the  problems  they  claim  to  solve  more  hopelessly  entangled 
than  before.  The  clergjonan  with  his  doles,  the  reformer 
with  his  Utopias,  are  the  real  obstacles  to  social  progress. 
And  of  course  Mrs.  Bosanquet  realises  that  in  the  long  run 
it  is  the  working-classes  themselves  who  must  work  out  their 
own  salvation ;  all  that  can  be  done  from  the  outside  is  to 
clear  away  the  stumbling-blocks  in  their  path,  less  to  help 
them  than  to  make  it  easier  for  them  to  help  themselves. 

The  essay  which  gives  its  title  to  the  book  is  a  care- 
ful attempt  to  elucidate  the  economic  conception  of  the 
Standard  of  Life  as  a  determinant  of  the  rate  of  wages  of 
a,  class,  and  to  show  its  relation  to  that  formula  of  the 
Living  Wage  which  is  rapidly  becoming  a  social  and 
political  war-cry.  Here  Mrs.  Bosanquet  is  dealing  with 
more  or  less  abstract  economics,  and  although  her  intimate 
personal  knowledge  of  social  details  enables  her  to  give 
some  telling  illustrations  of  her  argument,  the  main  con- 
tentions are  themselves  comparatively  familiar.  More 
interesting,  perhaps,  are  the  facts  collected  in  this  essay 
and  in  the  shorter  one  entitled  "  A  Hundred  Years  Ago," 
which  bear  upon  the  actual  difference  between  the  standard 
of  life  of  the  modem  working-man  and  that  of  his  pre- 
<lecessor  a  century  back.  In  1896  the  Economic  Club 
induced  various  selected  families  to  put  upon  record 
their  actual  income  and  expenditure  from  regularly  kept 
f.ccounts.  In  1797  investigations  of  much  the  same 
character  were  published  by  Sir  F.  Eden,  in  a  work  on 
The  State  of  the  Poor.  Mrs.  Bosanquet  compares  the 
budgets  of  two  typical  agricultural  labourers  drawn  from 
these  sources.  Samuel  Price,  of  Monmouthshire,  in  1797, 
had  a  total  income  of  £25  a  year.  Of  this  nearly  the 
whole  went  in  bread;  meat  or  beer  he  never  touched. 
And  then  it  fell  short  of  his  necessary  expenditure  by 
some  £6.  Sir  E.  Eden  thus  describes  the  way  of  life  of 
this  "  honest  and  industrious  "  man  : 

The  man  says,  his  children  mostly  go  without  shoes 
and  stockings,  and  that  the  cloaths  worn  by  him  and  his 
family  are,  mostly,  if  not  wholly,  given  them  by  charitable 
people.  The  gentleman,  for  whom  this  labourer  works, 
allows  him  about  three  pints  of  milk  a  day,  which,  with  a 
little  bread,  serves  his  children  for  breakfast;  his  wife 
drinks  tea  ;  their  dinner  is,  bread,  potatoes,  and  salt,  some- 
times a  little  fat  or  dripping  if  it  can  be  procured  cheap : 
their  supper,  generally  bread  or  potatoes.  The  man  says, 
his  family  is  little  more  than  half  supplied  with  what  they 
could  eat. 


Against  this  description  put  that  of  a  typical  Somersetshire 
labourer — by  no  means  a  county  of  high  wages — in  1 896. 
When  rent,  food  and  clothing  are  paid  for,  his  income 
leaves  him  5s.  a  week  for  luxuries  or  thrift.  His  food  is 
ample,  if  homely.  "  He  '  breakfasts  '  before  starting,  at 
six  .o'clock,  and  takes  lunch  and  dinner  of  bread  and 
cheese  or  bacon  from  home  ;  he  has  tea  at  home  and  a  hot 
supper  at  eight  o'clock.  They  use  fresh  meat  'once  a 
year,'  but  have  bacon  two  or  three  times  a  day." 

Mrs.  Bosanquet  concludes,  justifiably  enough,  that, 
although  the  agricultural  labourer  has  probably  advanced 
less  in  the  last  hundred  years  than  any  other  class,  yet 
even  he,  judged  by  the  test  of  the  amount  of  income  avail- 
able after  the  elementary  necessities  have  been  satisfied, 
has  considerably  raised  his  standard  of  life. 

Many  of  the  facts  and  statistics  which  Mrs.  Bosanquet 
has  disinterred  from  Sir  F.  Eden  are  full  of  matter  for  the 
student  of  human  culture,  as  well  as  for  the  practical 
reformer.  There  is  a  touch  of  the  idyU  in  the  life-history 
of  James  Strudwick,  of  Witlej',  in  Surrey,  and  Anne, 
his  wife : 

He  worked  more  than  threescore  years  on  one  farm  ;  and 
his  wages,  summer  and  winter,  were  regidarly  a  shilling  a 
day.  He  never  asked  more,  nor  was  ever  offered  less.  They 
had  between  them  seven  children ;  and  lived  to  see  six 
daughters  married,  and  three  of  them  mothers  of  sixteen 
children  ;  all  of  whom  were  brought  up  ....  to  be  day 
labourers.  Strudwick  continued  to  work  till  within  seven 
days  of  the  day  of  his  death  :  and  at  the  age  of  fourscore, 
in  1787,  he  closed  in  peace  a  not  inglorious  life,  for,  to  the 
day  of  his  death,  he  never  received  a  farthing  in  the  way 
of  parochial  aid, 

Anne  Strudwick  resembled  her  husband  in  independence  of 
character  ;  and  the  neighbours,  affluent  and  pauper  alike, 
thought  her  proud.  This  she  was  said  to  have  shown  by 
her  determination  to  bury  her  husband  in  what  she  con- 
sidered a  decent  manner,  with  handles  and  a  name-plate 
to  his  coffin. 

She  was   also   charged  with    having    behaved    herself 
crossly   and   peevishly  towards   one   of  her  sons-in-law, 
who  was  a  mason,   and  went  regidarly,  every  Saturday 
evening,  to  the  ale-house,  as  he  said,  jud  to  drink  a  pol  (/ 
heer.     James  Strudwick,  in  all  his  life,  as  she  often  told 
this  ungracious  son-in-law,  never  spent  five  shillings  in  any 
idleness  ;  luckily  (as  she  was  sure  to  add)  he  had  it  not  to 
spend.    A  more  serious  charge  against  her  was  that,  living 
to  a  great  age,  and  but  little  able  to  work,  she  grew  to  be 
seriously  afraid  that  at  last  she  might  become  chargeable 
to  the  parish  (the  heaviest  in  her  estimation  of  aU  human 
calamities),  and  that,  thus  alarmed,  she  did  suffer  herself 
more    than  once,   during  the   exacerbations   of    a  fit   of 
distempered   despondency,   peevishly   (and  perhaps  petu- 
lantly) to  exclaim  that  God  Almighty,  by  suffering  her  to 
remain    so    long    upon    earth,    seemed   actually  to   have 
forgotten  her. 
In  another  series  of  essays  Mrs.  Bosanquet  tackles  the 
question  of  woman's  education,  and  urges  the  im])ortance 
of  giving  every  girl,  as  every  boy  is  given,  such  a  training, 
either  industrial  or  literary,  as  will  enable  her  to  earn  her 
own  living,  and  so  bo  at  least  ^potentially  independent  of ! 
marriage.     So  far  as  the  industrial  side  of  the  question  1 
goes,  the  information  which  she  has  got  together  as  to  the  < 
forms  of  employment  at  present  open  to  women,  as  to  the  \ 
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rates  of  wages  paid  them,  and  as  to  the  reasonn  why  those 
forms  of  employment  are  uot  more  numerous  and  those 
rates  of  wages  liigher,  is  a  valuable  tontrihution  to  a  dis- 
cussion in  which  many  of  those  who  take  part  in  it  speak 
of  they  know  not  what. 


JOHN  BLACKWOOD. 


More  Blackwood  Annals. 

"Annai.s  of  a  Pubi.isiiino  House."— Vol.  III.  :  John 
Blackwood.  By  his  Daughter,  Mrs.  Gerald  Porter. 
(Blackwood  &  Son.     2s.) 

In  saying  that  the  ponisnl  of  this  voliuue  renews  our 

regret  for  Mrs.  Oliphant's  deatli,  we  say  only  what  Mrs. 

Gerald  Porter    would    most    cordially  approve.      In   the 

first  two  volumes,  which 
related  tho  history  of  the 
house  of  Blackwood,  there 
was  not  only  a  mass  of 
highly  interesting  mate- 
rial, but  also  apparent  on 
every  page  the  hand  of 
a  skilled  artist  in  the 
treatment  of  such  mate- 
rial. Mrs.  Porter  has 
shown  herself  quite  com- 
petent to  the  task  assigned 
her;  but  it  is  no  disparage- 
ment to  say  that  she  is 
not  Mrs.  Oliphant.  It  is 
fortunate,  therefore,  that 
the  letters  and  recollec- 
tions at  her  disposal  were, 
perhaps,  even  more  in- 
eresting  than  those  which  furnished  out  the  two  earlier 
olumes.  Four  figures  stand  out  from  the  rest — Trollope, 
Borge  Eliot,  Laurence  Olipliant,  and  Lever. 
Here  is  a  nice  sketch  of  TroUope's  "  genial  presence  " 

knd  large  laughter  : 

Mr.  TroUope's  big  voice  drowned  everyone  else  as  he 
chaffed  my  father  down  the  length  of  the  dinner  table. 
He  had  jested  over  golf  [John  Blackwood  was  a  devotee, 
and  attained  to  being  oap'ain  of  the  St.  Andrews  Club], 
what  woidd  he  not  do  next "  He  used  to  make  daring 
assaults  upon  the  most  cherished  articles  of  the  Blackwood 
faith.  Blind,  unswerving  devotion  to  the  Sovereign  was 
one  of  his  favourite  points  of  attack.  "Now,  Blackwood, 
how  could  the  death  of  tho  Sovereign  possibly  affect  you  ?  " 
he  would  say.  "  If  you  lieard  of  it  to-morrow  morning, 
you  know  perfectly  well  you  would  eat  just  as  good  a 
broakfast — you  would  not  even  deny  yourself  that  second 
kidney."  It  was  in  vain  to  protest  that  iu  face  of  such  a 
calamity  the  very  thought  of  broiled  kidneys  would  be  dis- 
tasteful. Mr.  Trollope  bore  everything  before  him,  and 
prepared  for  .inother  attack.  The  Conservative  Party  and 
Dizz}-  was  a  tempting  subject  for  a  tilt.  "You  know, 
Blackwood,  you  know  you  think  exactly  about  Dizzy  as  I 
do  :  J  ou  kiioiv  you  would  be  very  glad  to  hear  he  had  beeu 
had  up  for— for  shoplifting."  Tableau!  all  holding  up  their 
hands,  and  Mr.  Trollope  delight«d  with  the  sensation  he 
had  produced. 
That  passage  will  show  that  Mrs.  Porter  knows  very  well 


how  to  utilise  hor  recollections,  and  owing  to  tlie  nature  of 
John  Blackwood's  relations  with  his  authors,  most  of  them 
were  not  only  liousoheld  words,  but  familiar  iigures.  A 
great  stand-by  was  General  Edward  Ilaniloy,  but  nothing 
specially  characteristic  is  rocorde<l  of  liim;  Mrs.  Porter, 
however,  shows  a  viae  appreciation  of  his  extraordinary  tour 
de  force — "  Shakespeare's  Funeral " — certainly  one  of  the 
best  things  that  ever  appeared  in  Maga.  Laurence  Oliphant 
is  everywhere  in  the  book,  and  always  an  attractive  figure. 
George  Eliot  and  Lewes  wore  constant  corrospondontu,  and 
their  letters  are  perhaps  those  to  which  the  publisher  would 
have  pointed  to  witli  most  pride.  Fur  George  Eliot  was 
diffident  and  despondent  to  a  fault;'  in  the  early  days, 
when  Scenes  from  Clerical  Life  began  to  appear  in  Maga, 
Lewes  wrote  to  implore  Blackwood  to  spare  criticism  lest 
he  should  "quench  a  flickering  Hame."  But  in  the  later 
correspondence  Blackwood's  letters  are  welcomed  a«  the 
best  stimulus.  In  1871  he  wrote  his  enthusiasm  over  the 
early  parts  of  Middlemarch ;  and  Lewes  answered  : 

Talk  of  tonics,  you  should  have  seen  the  stimulating 
effect  of  your  letter  yesterday  respecting  "  Miss  Brooke  "  I 
She  who  needs  encouragement  so  much  to  give  her  some 
confidence,  and  shake  tho  ever-present  doubt  of  herself 
and  her  doing,  relies  ou  you,  and  takes  comfort  from  you 
to  an  extent  you  can  hardly  imagine.  Unhappily,  it  don't 
hist.  A  week  hence  she  will  be  as  sceptical  as  ever  \ 
Thank  Uod,  she  is  really  improving  now,  though  still  very 
weak,  and  burning  with  poetic  fire  to  be  at  Dodo  once 
more. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  letters  in  the  volume  is  from 
Dickens,  whom  John  Blackwood  had  come  to  know  in  the 
days  when,  at  twenty-two,  he  was  sent  to  manage  the 
Loudon  branch  of  the  house.  Blackwoo<l,  still  himself 
ignorant  of  the  secret,  bad  written  apparently  to  urge 
arguments  for  believing  the  writer  of  Seenet  from  Clerical 
Life  to  be  a  man.     Dickens  replies : 

The  portions  of  the  narrative  to  which  you  refer  had 
not  escaped  my  notice.  But  their  weight  \s  very  lig'jt  iu 
my  scale,  against  all  the  references  to  children,  and  against 
such  marvels  of  description  as  Mrs.  Barton  sitting  up  in 
bed  to  mend  the  children's  clothes.  The  selfish  young 
follow  with  the  heart  disease  in  "Mr.  Gilfil's  Love  Story" 
is  plainly  taken  from  a  womau's  point  of  view.  Indeed, 
I  observe  all  the  women  in  the  book  are  more  alive  than 
the  men,  and  more  informed  from  within.  As  to  Janet, 
in  the  last  tale,  I  kuow  nothing  in  literature  done  by  a 
man  like  the  frequent  references  to  her  grand  form  and 
her  eyes  and  her  height  aud  so  forth  ;  whereas  1  do  know 
innumerable  things  of  that  kind  in  books  of  imagination 
done  by  women.  And  I  have  not  the  faintest  doubt  that 
a  woman  described  her  being  shut  out  into  the  street  by 
her  husband,  and  conceived  and  executed  the  whole  idea 
of  her  following  of  that  clergyman.  If  I  be  wrong  in 
this,  then  I  protest  that  a  womau's  mind  has  got  into 
some  man's  body  by  a  mistake  that  ought  immediately 
to  be  corrected. 

Of  Thackeray,  a  much  closer  friend  than  Dickens,  the 
book  contains  many  pleasant  glimpses.  But  the  best 
thing  in  the  volume  is  the  chapter  devotetl  to  Charles  Lever. 
Much  of  the  work  written  in  his  later  and  more  mature 
manner  appeared  in  Maga,  not  without  trepidations  on  the 
part  of  the  editor,  who  was  asked  to  accept  a  serial  on  the 
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strength  of  four  chapters.  But  Lever  could  only  work  in 
his  own  way.  "You  ask  me  how  I  write.  My  reply  is, 
just  as  I  live — from  hand  to  mouth.  I  can  do  nothing 
continuously — that  is,  without  seeing  the  printed  part  close 
behind  me.  This  has  been  my  practice  for  five-and-twenty 
years,  and  I  don't  think  I  could  change  it."  But,  by  way 
of  an  offset,  he  solicited  rather  than  deprecated  criticism. 
"Use  the  knife,"  he  wrote,  "don't  be  afraid  to  cut.  I 
can  change ;  in  fact,  it  is  the  one  compensation  for  all  the 
artistic  demerits  of  my  way  of  work  that  I  can  change  as 
easily  as  I  can  talk  of  changing." 

Relations  between  the  kindly  publisher  and  his  irre- 
sponsible contributor  grew  close  and  touching.  Lever's 
son  died,  and  Blackwood  wrote  offering  to  suspend  instal- 
ments of  the  novel  then  running.  "  I  will  make  any 
arrangements  to  suit  a  man  suffering  under  sorrow  such 
as  yours."  It  was  not  always  in  sorrow  that  the  men 
drew  together;  many  brilliant  evenings  were  spent  in 
London,  when  "Cornelius  O'Dowd"  kept  the  editor-pub- 
lisher and  his  friends  in  laugliter  by  the  hour.  "  God 
forgive  me,"  writes  Lever,  in  a  letter  to  the  present 
Mr.  Blackwood,  "  but  I  grow  less  wise  as  I  grow 
older." 

The  chapter  is  the  one  which  we  would  pick  out,  not 
only  for  the  intrinsic  charm  of  Lever  and  all  his  epistles, 
but  as  perhaps  the  extreme  instance  of  all  those  qualities 
which  make  John  Blackwood  a  living  centre  to  this  book. 
Kindly,  generous,  and  straightforward,  he  was  more  than 
that ;  he  came  near  to  being  the  ideal  editor.  Never 
writing  himself,  his  whole  mind  was  taken  up  with  the 
effort  to  make  Maga  as  good  as  it  could  be ;  he  was  a 
shrewd  and  excellent  critic,  and,  what  is  still  rarer, 
abundant  in  suggestion.  Politics  perhaps  sat  nearest  his 
soul;  but  literature  was  really  alive  to  him,  though,  like 
all  men  whose  interest  in  literature  is  keen  and  personal, 
he  had  his  limitations.  Few  more  attractive  personalities 
have  been  set  before  us  in  a  memoir ;  and  if  there  was  a 
seamy  side  to  the  stuff  of  his  nature,  we  can  only  say  that 
we  never  have  heard  of  it. 

One  or  two  slips  in  the  book  may  be  noticed  :  "  Clitanus  " 
for  Clitumnus  (p.  8),  "en"  for  au  dhenpoir  (p.  14),  "  dis- 
illmione  "  for  destUusionne  (p.  134),  and  "  Lord  Crewe  "  for 
Lord  Kew,  in  Thackeray  (p.  35).  And  one  phrase  from 
a  letter  of  George  Eliot's  may  fitly  terminate  this  notice  : 
"  Eeviewers  are  fellow-men  towards  whom  I  keep  a 
Christian  feeling  by  not  reading  them." 


appearance  of  the  page  quite  satisfactory.  In  short,  the 
book  is  a  book,  and  not  a  mere  "  art  volume."  Wo 
reproduce  a  couple  of  the  smaller  portraits,  and  a  facsimile 


A  Splendid  Gift  Book. 

Gainshorough  and  His  Place  in  English  Art.     By  Walter 
Armstrong.     (Heinemann."    £0  5s.) 

The  Director  of  the  Irish  National  Gallery,  aided  by  his 
enthusiastic  publisher  and  by  owners  of  Gainsborough 
pictures  all  over  the  kingdom,  has  contrived,  in  this 
magnificent  volume,  to  produce  a  worthy  memorial  of  the 
greatest  English  artist  of  the  eighteenth  century.  The 
numerous  reproductions  in  photogravure  and  lithograph 
are  thoroughly  well  done,  and  have  been  most  carefully 
priited.     The  paper  is  good,  the  type  excellent,  and  the 


GAIXSBOHOUGH. 
From  the  Picture  by  Zajf^^ni/, 

of  the  famous  letter  Gainsborough  wrote  to  the  Royal 
Academy,  in  one-half  the  size  of  the  original.  Apropos 
this  letter,  Mr.  Armstrong  says  :  "  If  I  am  right  in  my 
reading  of  the  facts,  Gainsborough  has  lain  all  these  years 
under  an  unfair  imputation,  and  the  discredit  of  a  silly 
quarrel  belongs  quite  as  much  to  the  Academy  as  to  him." 

u^  ^  ^^^.€l-A^^-  --^  -^  '^^^--- 

GAISSBOEOUGH  AND  THE  HOYAL  ACADEMY  : 
AX  AUTOGRAni   LETTER. 

The  text  of  the  book  is  worthy  of  the  superb  illustra- 
tions. In  his  introduction  Mr.  Armstrong  has  written  a 
really  effective  essay  on  the  nature  of  art.  He  has,  of 
course,  proved  himself  before  to  be  an  exceptionally  fine 
critic  of  fflsthetics,  but  he  has  never  done  anything  so  lumin- 
o\is  as  this  essay.  His  estimate  of  Gainsborough  is  perhaps 
the  estimate  of  an  enthusiast,  but  It  is  closely  reasoned, 
and   one   does   not   see  how   it   can  be  overthrown.     He 
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places  him  indubitably  above  Ingres,  Reynolds,  and  Franz 
Hals,  nnd  he  will  not  admit  that  either  Volawjuez  or 
Keiubrandt  was,  on  tlie  whole,  his  superior.     He  has  it 


GEORGK  CANNINO   AS  A  BOY. 
fr\im    ih:  picture  by    Gaintborough. 

■tliat  Eembrandt  "  conceived  on  a  higher  jilane,"  that 
Velasquez  "painted  objects  better,"  but  that  Gainsborough 
painted  better  "  in  the  abstract." 

Mr.  Armstrong  has  the  courage  to  say  that  he  considers 
The  Morning  Walk,"  which,  by  the  way,  forms  the 
frontisijiece  to  the  book,  to  be  the  finest  picture  painted 
since  the  death  of  Rubens  and  Velasquez.  Nevertheless, 
he  keeps  a  vigilant  eye  for  the  master's  limitations.  The 
^Hfirst  of  the  impressionists  (and,  if  Mr.  Armstrong's 
^Bu-gument  is  carried  out,  the  last  also),  Gainsborough  could 
^Bever  attain  perfect  success  when  ho  had  to  begin  by 
^Ronsciously  exercising  liis  intellect  upon  a  composition. 
^nfr.  Armstrong  elaborates  this  point  with  much  skill. 

Indeed,  so  excellent  is  the  "  reading  matter "  of  this 
gift-book,  that  we  should  welcome  its  reissue  in  separate 
form. 


The  Romance  of  Book- Collecting.  By  J.  H.  Sl.\ter. 

Mr.  Slater's  title  to  write  about  books  and  book-collect- 
ing was  made  good  long  ago ;  and  here  he  gives  us  ten 
fJTOssipping  chapters  such  as  only  an  old  book-hunter 
could  write.  He  praises  Catalogues,  compares  Prices, 
lays  down  "The  Rules  of  the  Chnse,"  and  expounds 
•"The  Glamour  of  Bindings."  It  is  rather  unfortunate 
that  in  his  chapter  on  "The  Forgotten  Lore  Society" 
Mr.  Slater  speaks  of  the  Original  Poetry  oi  "Victor  and 
Cazire "  as  a  lost  work,  and  naivelj'  asks,  concerning 
•Stockdale's  destroyed  copies,  "  Where  are  these  dere- 
licts now  ? "  The  answer  is,  they  are  at  the  Bodley 
Head,  at  least  in  facsimile.  Mr.  Slater  persists  that  one 
•copy  may  be  "  lying  perdu  in  the  garret  [?  Garnett]  .  .  . 
of  some  old  farmhouse  [?  British  Museum]  in  which 
.Shelley  is  but  little  known,  and  '  Victor '  and  '  Cazire ' 
absolute  strangers  both."  Wo  must  not  be  understood  to 
blamo  ]Mr.  Slater.  Tlie  psychological  moment  for  pub- 
lishing a  book  on  book-collecting  is  necessarily  elusive, 


and  can  be  captured  lesa  by  forethought  than  by  luck. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Slater's  chapter  on  ".Some  Hunting-Ground* 
of  London  "  is  as  interesting  as  any  in  bi«  book.  "  Speak' 
ing  generally,"  he  says,  "the  second-hand  book  trade 
has  been  driven  bodily  out  of  the  central  and  eastern  parts 
of  London,  and  has  settled  itself  in  the  streets  west  of  Tem- 
ple Bar  and  Holhom  Viaduct,  always  avoiding  th(<  Strand, 
which,  for  some  reason  or  other,  has  over  been  regarded 
as  an  inhospitable  quarter."  On  the  other  hand,  Holhom, 
with  its  creeks  and  inlets,  has  always  been  a  goml  b<Mjk- 
selling  locality.  Mr.  Slater  does  not  forget  to  mourn  the 
disappearance,  not  more  than  five  years  ago,  of  the  shop 
in  Gray's-inn-lane  in  which  Tom  Osborne  made  his  money 
in  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  and  in  which  iJr. 
Johnson  felled  him  to  the  ground  with  a  copy  of  Jliblia 
Graca  Septuaginta  (Frankfort,  1594).  Mr.  Slater  has 
bought  books — and  so  have  we — on  the  barrows  of  the 
New  Cut,  Whitechapel  High-street,  and  the  Farringdon- 
road.  In  the  last-named  market  he  picked  up  an  original 
study  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  An  entertaining  book 
throughout.     (Elliot  Stock.     58.) 


Ave  Roma  Immoktalis. 


By  F.  Maeiox  Crawtokd. 


By  this  work  Mr.  Crawford  makes  Rome  intelligible  to 
tlie  most  ignorant  of  tourists.  He  has  written  a  history 
and  guide-book  in  one,  with  the  Howing  pen  that  is  so 
dear  to  the  readers  of  his  copious  novels,  and  the  result 
is  extremely  agreeable.  True  that  although  the  work  occu- 
pies two  volumes  of  three  hundred  pages  each,  neither  the 
historical  portion  nor  the  guide-book  portion  can  be  called 
exhaustive ;  but  for  a  clear  running  account  of  the  Eternal 
City,  its  beginnings,  its  chequered  career,  and  its  present 
state,  social  and  architectural,  it  is  sufficing.  If  any- 
thing, it  is  more  than  sufficing,  for  Mr.  Crawfonl  has 
an  affection  for  rhetoric  which  has  led  to  quite  unneces- 
sary expansion.  The  value  of  a  book  of  this  character 
is  impaired  by  dividing  it  into  two  volumes.  More  com- 
pression, to  bring  it  all  between  two  covers,  would 
have  been  a  boon.  For  especial  modem  interest  we  re- 
commend the  chapter  on  Leo  Xlll.  Mr.  Crawford  writes 
thus :  "  Straight-minded,  honest  and  simple  he  is,  yet 
keen,  sensitive,  and  nobly  cautious  ;  for  there  is  no  nobility 
in  him  who  risks  a  cause  for  the  vanity  of  liis  own  courage, 
and  who,  in  blind  hatred  of  his  enemies,  8<iuander8  the 
de\otion  of  those  that  love  him."  The  second  half  o£  this 
sentence  illustrates  Mr.  Crawford's  verbosity.  It  might 
easily  go,  and  thus  help  to  reduce  the  work  to  a  form  suit- 
able for  those  who  wish  to  make  a  travelling  companion  of 
it.  The  illustrations,  in  the  form  of  excellent  photographs 
of  modem  Rome,  are  as  good  as  one  could  wish.  (Mac- 
millan.     21s.  net.) 


Some  Verses. 


By  Helex  Hay. 


Miss  Hay  has  left  behind  her  in  England  a  pretty 
memento  in  this  modest  little  book  of  poetry.  It  has  but 
seventy  pages,  and  few  of  the  poems  are  longer  than  a 
page,  but  to  each,  thought  and  careful  pains  have 
been  devoted,  and  each  reflects  a  delicate  personality. 
For  the  most  part  Miss  Hay's  muse  is  serious  and  a  little 


288 


The    Academy. 


ig  November,  iSgSS 


disposed  to  tender  melancholy ;  but  here  is  a  lyric  on  a 
gaj-er  note : 

A  lass  from  the  woods 

With  a  leaf  in  her  hair  I 

And  the  rain  of  the  night 

And  the  wind  of  the  morn, 

They  both  quivered  right; 

For  my  spirit  forlorn 

In  a  garment  of  white 

And  a  laugh  newly  born 

Sprang  in  maddest  of  moods 

Like  a  blossom  in  air 

To  the  kiss  of  the  sun 

And  the  curl  of  the  breeze, 

Caught  the  cobwebs  begun 

In  the  hush  of  the  trees 

All  my  beatings  were  one 

With  the  swirl  of  the  seas. 

Dead  the  creature  that  broods 

In  a  tangle  of  care ; 

There's  a  lass  from  the  woods 

With  a  leaf  in  her  hair. 

The  book  will  be  read  by  Miss  Hay's  many  friends,  and 
it  should  make  for  her  some  new  ones.  (Duckworth. 
38.  6d.  net.) 


Twenty  Years  in  the  Near  East. 


By  a.  H.  Beaman. 


In  1878  the  Government  decided  to  establish  an  Oriental 
school  at  Constantinople  for  the  purpose  of  training  young 
men  for  the  Consular  service  in  the  Levant,  and  Mr.  A.  H. 
Beaman  was  one  of  the  first  batch  of  Student  Dragomans 
sent  out  to  the  school  at  Ortakeui.  His  first  j)ost,  after 
passing  the  examinations  at  the  end  of  his  term,  was  at 
Beyrout ;  thence  he  was  transferred  to  Damascus,  and 
later  on  to  Cairo,  where  he  came  in  for  the  stirring  times 
of  the  Arabi  rebellion.  In  one  way  and  another  he  saw  a 
great  deal  of  service,  for  his  knowledge  of  Arabic  was  of 
ihe  highest  importance  to  our  authorities  in  Egypt.  But 
liis  sj'mpathies  seem  to  have  been  always  more  or  less  with 
the  Arabi  party,  and  so,  when  the  trials  of  the  rebels  were 
going  on,  he  resigned  his  commission  in  the  Consular 
service,  and  defended  some  of  the  cases  in  the  courts.  At 
the  same  time  he  joined  the  staff  of  the  Standard  as 
Egyptian  correspondent,  a  connexion  which  he  has  kept 
up  ever  since.  He  soon  found  his  hands  full  of  work ; 
but,  not  content  with  the  business  his  knowledge  of  Arabic 
and  the  East  brought  him,  he  started  a  little  paper  of  his 
own,  The  Times  of  Egypt,  which  he  sold  before  it  quite 
succeeded  in  breaking  him  down  with  overwork.  His 
paper  then  sent  him  to  Bucharest  and  Belgrade,  and  in  his 
spare  time  he  visited  Macedonia,  Bosnia  and  Herzegovina 
and  Montenegro.  In  1890  he  was  at  Sofia,  and  saw  the 
end  of  the  Panitza  plot.  After  a  visit  to  Russia  he  went 
back  to  Egypt  for  the  Dongola  expedition,  and  when  the 
Cretan  disturbances  began  set  off  for  Canea.  His  opinion 
is  that  Crete  will  have  to  be  annexed  to  Greece,  when  the 
Cretans  will  soon  get  as  sick  of  the  sham  politicians  of 
Greece  as  they  were  of  the  Turks.  The  last  chapter  is  a 
sort  of  summary  of  the  policy  of  the  past  twenty  j-ears  in 
the  Near  East,  and  Mr.  Beaman's  long  experience  tells 
liim  that  we  have  made  a  great  mistake  in  alienating  the 
Turks  and  backing  up  their  and  our  enemy,  Eussia.      M 


Beaman  has  somewhat  belated  ideas  on  our  position  in/ 
Egypt,  and  some  of  his  Servian  history  is  not  bej'ond 
reproach.  Moreover,  the  Princess  Milena,  of  Montenegro, 
can  hardly  be  said  to  have  been  a  peasant  girl,  as  she  is- 
the  daughter  of  Velikivoivode  Peter  Yukotic,  one  of  the 
greatest  Montenegrin  warriors  of  the  century.  But  Mr. 
Beaman's  autobiography  is  as  interesting  as  a  romance, 
and  throws  many  sidelights  on  the  last  twenty  years  in 
the  Levant.  No  one  who  studies  the  Eastern  Question 
should  miss  this  book,  though  a  better  index  woxild  be  a 
great  advantage  to  it  and  to  the  reader.     (Methuen.) 


MoNASTICISM. 


By  H.  J.  Feasey. 


This  is  not  a  very  weU-written  or  a  very  scholarly 
book,  but  it  may,  perhaps,  serve  as  a  popular  summary 
of  a  large  subject.  The  first  half  of  the  book  deals,  in. 
two  chapters,  with  the  earlier  monastic  developments  in 
East  and  West,  and  then  with  the  new  birth  of  the 
institution  under  the  I'ule  of  St.  Benedict  and  his  followers. 
The  second  half  is  a  detailed  account  of  the  constitution 
and  customs  of  medireval  monastic  life.  It  would  have- 
been  more  valuable  if  authorities  had  been  given,  and 
if  care  had  been  taken  to  distinguish  the  characteristics- 
of  the  different  orders.  Fosbroke's  liritish  Monadicism  is 
antiquated,  but  in  many  respects  Fosbroke  has  the  advan- 
tage over  Mr.  Feasey.     (Sands.) 


Little  Bertha. 


By  W.  J.  SiiLLirAN.. 


This  pretty  story  which  Mr.  Stillman  wrote  years  ago  for 
his  little  boy,  was  originally  printed  in  that  excellent 
magazine.  Good  Words  for  Children.  In  a  preface  addressed 
"to  critic  and  parent  only"  Mr.  Stillman  states  his  creed 
with  regard  to  this  form  of  literature.  "  The  fairy  story," 
he  says,  "  which 

turns  out  an  allegory,  with  its  haecfahula  dvret,i3tome 
utterly  detestable  as  it  was  in  my  childhood,  as  is  that 
which  is  written  to  meet  the  exigencies  of  the  adult 
intellect  and  its  standards  of  criticism.  What  children 
want  is  best  known  to  the  children,  but  it  is  absolutely 
certain  that  it  is  not  what  the  adult  wants,  and  I  should 
as  soon  have  thought  of  writing  a  new  Gospel  of  Chris- 
tianity as  a  new  fairy  story,  had  I  not  in  the  latter  under- 
taking had  the  guidance  of  a  little  child." 

Finally,  says  Mr.  Stillman  of  the  story,  "I  wish  that  it 
may  be  judged  by  those  only  for  whom  it  was  written .. 
Dulce  est  desipere  in  loco,  and  that  place  for  me  is  with  the 
children."  Yet  we  take  the  libertj-  of  saying  that  Little 
Bertha  seems  to  us  a  charming  tale,  although  children  have 
been  accustomed  of  late  to  such  high  seasoning  that  some- 
of  them  may  find  it  a  shade  too  quiet  in  tone.  (Grant 
Eichards.     Is.  Cd.) 


Postscript. 

"  We  seeined  to  have  stumbled  across  the  one  bit  of 
Europe  which  Las  not  been  pilloried  on  paper  at  one  time- 
or  another,  and  so  we  here  venture  to  take  up  a  couple  of 
notebooks  which  were  originally  made  for  personal  grati- 
fication, and  amplif}-  them  into  a  volume.  .  .  ."     This  is  a 
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sentence  from  tlie  preface  to  Through  Arctic  Lapland 
(Black;,  by  CutclifTe  Hyne,  and  it  is  typical  of  the  manner 
of  the  book.  The  book  is  not  literature:  it  is  written  in 
slap-dnsh  journalese :  "Asa  first  luxury  we  went 
mid  bathed,"  and  is  dilfuse  and  hail-fellow-well  met; 
but  it  is  interesting.  Mr.  Hyne  is  continually  recording 
now  facts,  continually  informing  us  of  this  and  that  which 
wo  are  not  unwilling  to  hear  ;  he  never  wearies  of  the  r^lt 
of  returned  traveller,  and  never  loses  his  spirits.  Hence 
tlie  book  is  entertainment.  Tho  sketches  by  Mr.  C.  Hayter, 
Mr.  Hyne's  travelling  conipanion,  aro  of  assistance  to  the 
text. 

A  year-book  of  fine  thoughts  and  great  examples  should 
bo  an  agreeable  variation  upon  Shakespeare  calendars  and 
those  littlo  devotional  works  which  are  comforting  ratlier 
than  stimulating  by  their  gentle  piety.  Mr.  Edwin  Hodder 
has  compiled  a  very  excellent  work  of  this  kind  in 
Suggestive  Lives  and  Thoughts ;  or,  Brief  Studies,  Literary, 
Biographical,  and  Religious,  for  Every  Bay  in  the  Year 
(Murray).  The  selection  has  been  carefully  made,  and  to 
eacli  morning  is  placed  enough  reading  matter  to  occupy 
its  owner  some  five  to  ten  minutes.  To-day  (November  19), 
for  example,  is  devoted  to  Disraeli,  who  on  this  date,  in 
1«73,  was  installed  Lord  Eector  of  Glasgow  University. 
Mr.  Hodder  prints  some  extracts  from  Disraeli's' address. 
To-iuorrow  (November  20)  belongs  to  Thomas  Chatterton, 
who  was  born  on  that  date  in  1752.  Mr.  Hodder  quotes 
passages  concerning  Chatterton  from  Daniel  Wilson,  Prof, 
lasson,  and  Wordsworth.  Tlie  scheme  of  the  book  is 
Jood,  and  it  has  been  well  carried  out. 

Sir  Edward  Hamilton's  monograph  upon  Mr.  Gladstone 
l[Murray)  is  a  little  work  of  great  interest.  Sir  Edward 
bad,  as  private  secretary,  opportunities  of  knowing  Mr, 
lladstone  very  intimately,  and  he  has  here  set  down  his 
apressions  clearly  and  modestlj',  and  with  the  distinction 
ttf  simplicity.  The  book  is  for  Gladstonians  rather  than 
toT  those  hostile  to  its  subject,  for  Sir  Edward  Hamilton 
i  a  hero-worshipper  of  impregnable  devotion.  Particularly 
ateresting  to  us  is  the  account  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  metho- 
dical habits  with  his  correspondence  and  money  matters. 
Sir  Edward,  after  telling  how  all  ordinary  receipts  were 
accounted  for,  says:  "But  the  item  which  afforded  him 
aost  satisfaction  was  receipts  which  he  might  derive  from 
bis  literary  labours.  Such  earnings  he  entered  separately 
a  little  book  kept  for  the  purpose,  and  the  entries  were 
aade  with  that  pride  which  is  characteristic  of  amateur 
luthors."  Altogether,  a  very  charming  estimate  of  Mr. 
Gladstone  the  gentleman. 

Mr.  Horatio  F.  Brown  is  preparing  a  new  edition  of 
lie  late  Addiugton  Symonds's  Sketches  in  Italy  and  Greece, 
Sketches  and  Studies  in  Italy,  and  Italian  Byways.  For  the 
onvenience  of  travellers'  he  has  altered  the  order  of  the 
says  in  these  three  volumes,  and  has  given  them  topo- 
raphical  arrangement.  This  being  so,  a  new  general 
fetle  seemed  advisable,  hence  the  books  in  their  new  form 
rill  be  known  as  Sketches  and  Studies  in  Italy  at.d  Greece. 
phe  First  Series  and  Second  Series  now  lie  before  us. 
fehe  First  Series  begins  with  "The  Love  of  the  Alps" 
essay,  and  passes  through  Davos,  Provence,  Lombardy, 
and  Conio,  to  Venice.  The  Second  Series  begins  with 
IJavenna,  and  dallies  in  Umbria,  Florence,  and  Tuscan 
villages,  among  scenery  and  Renaissance  poets. 


Mr.  Dent  has  just  added  to  hiit  reprints  of  Engliah 
classics  an  odition  of  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield  with  full-pag» 
coloured  illustrations  by  Mr.  F.  D.  Be<lford.  Some  are 
chamiing,  notably  tiiat  entitled  "  Fortune  Telling  "  ;  but 
the  art  of  colour-printing  has  not  yet  l>een  mastered  in 
Bedford-street.  The  book  has  an  intrtxluction  which  i» 
not  likely  to  delight  true  lovers  of  Goldsmith's  book, 
although  those  who  now  come  to  the  story  for  tho  first 
time  may  not  grumble. 

From  the  week's  crop  of  fairy  stories  wo  pick  out  Th0 
Pink  Hen  (Hurst  &  Blackett)  as  a  very  readable  one.  The 
author  is  Mr.  Cuthbert  Spurling,  whose  name  is  new  to 
us.  "  There  was  once  a  little  girl,  who  lived  with  her 
parents  and  her  nurse  in  the  country.  She  had  no  brother* 
or  sisters,  no  cousins,  no  uncles,  and  not  even  a  pet  rabbit. 
She  had,  it  is  true,  one  aunt,  who  came  to  visit  the  house 
once  a  year.  When  she  came  she  always  shook  her  head 
at  Barbara  (that  was  the  little  girl's  name)  and  said  that  in 
her  day  children  were  not  spoilt."  Such  is  the  promising; 
opening,  and  the  story  develops  quickly  into  a  fresh  and 
meiTy  one,  with  a  whimsical  king  in  it,  and  a  giant  who 
accounted  for  much  mortality.  The  lists  of  a  year's  deaths, 
for  example,  ran  thus  : 

Scarlet  Fevpr         20 

Measles      .  .                    ...  ^'' 

Cold            .  10 

Giant          3 

We  recommend  The  I'ink  lien  very  cordially. 

Every  autumn  produces  at  least  one  alphabet.  Thie 
week  we  are  brought  face  to  face  with  Br.  ./ollyboy's  ABC 
(Gardner  &  Co.),  by  Mr.  Gordon  Browne.  The  method  is 
a  cumulative  one.  Instead  of  confining  each  letter  to  one 
thing,  each  letter  has  an  assortment.  Thus  D  stands  for 
dame,  dustcart,  dragon,  digger,  drum,  dumpling,  deer, 
dish,  downs,  dog,  distaff,  dragoon,  dairy,  dairymaid,  damsel, 
and  duke,  and  Mr.  Browne  has  made  a  drawing  intro- 
ducing them  all.  The  plan  is  good,  for  there  is  nothing 
that  pleases  a  small  child  more  than  to  run  tilings  to 
earth  in  a  picture. 

Messrs.  Bradbury,  Agnew  &  Co.'s  Handy  -  Folunu 
Shakespeare  has  now  been  divided  into  thirty-nine  tiny 
little  tomes  bound  in  red  limp  cloth,  clearly  lettered  on  the 
back,  each  containing  a  play.  It  makes  a  very  attractive 
present. 

Messrs.  AVanl  &  Lock  are  beginning,  with  Katerfelto,  a 
cheap  edition  of  AMiyte-Melville.  The  first  volume  was 
well  chosen,  considering  the  interest  that  novel-readers  are 
now  taking  in  Jacobite  affairs.  Miss  Lucy  E.  Kemp- 
Welch  has  made  some  good  pictures  for  it,  particularly  in 
those  cases  where  a  horse  plays  a  part  in  the  scene. 

To  the  American  series  of  "  liittle  Masterpieces"  which 
Messrs.  Service  &  Paton  are  introducing  to  this  country 
they  have  now  added  M-icihome.  The  book  is  suitable 
for  the  pocket,  and  even  by  those  of  Hawthorne's  readers 
who  do  not  quite  agree  with  the  selection  it  shoidd  bo 
made  welcome.  The  stories  chosen  are  "  Dr.  Heidigger's 
Experiment,"  "The  Birthmark,"  "Ethan  Brand," 
"AVakefield,"  "  Drowne's  Wooden  Image,"  "The  Am- 
bitious Guest,"  "The  Great  Stone  Face,"  and  "The  Grey 
Champion."     A  portrait  of  Hawthorne  is  given. 
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Fiction. 

Phases   of  an   Inferior   Planet.     By  Ellon   Glasgow. 
(Heinemann.     6s.) 

This  is  a  New  York  story  of  Bohemian  art  life.  The 
chief  fault  is  that  the  author  has  so  passionately  concen- 
trated herself  on  the  two  leading  characters  that  the  minor 
.figures  are  carelessly  imagined,  and  drawn  without  force 
or  originality.  But  it  will  be  read  for  its  extraordinary 
and  pitiless  analysis  of  a  very  woman  of  the  time.  The 
•  effect  achieved  is  one  of  unrelieved  misery.  For  ourselves, 
we  say  frankly — and  it  is  a  tribute,  in  a  way,  to  the  writer's 
power — that  we  regret  having  opened  it,  so  painful  was 
the  depression  it  left  behind.  The  life  of  everyone  is,  in 
large  measure,  a  struggle  against  pessimism  and  melancholy, 
and  contains  sorrow  enough,  without  calling  in  this  ill- 
omened  prophet  to  destroy  the  last  germ  of  hope.  For 
that  is  the  conclusion  of  the  whole  matter.  Mariana 
passes  through  all  the  deep  experiences  of  life,  and  finds 
nothing  but  illusion.  She  wins  such  a  love  as  might  be 
thought  to  redeem  any  existence  from  despair,  j'et  it  leads 
but  to  deeper  sorrows.  Motherhood  yields  no  consolation. 
"  It  seemed  inexplicable  to  her  that  women  went  on 
travailing  and  giving  birth.  That  a  woman  who  had  once 
known  the  agony  of  maternity  should  consent  to  bear  a 
second,  a  third,  or  a  fourth  child  struck  her  as  ridiculous. 
She  closed  her  eyes  and  laughed."  The  experienced 
novel-reader  needs  no  telling  that  a  story  written  in  this 
temper  ends  in  death  ;  but  how  that  gloomy  consummation 
is  reached  we  leave  the  explorer  to  discover.  The  hero  is 
left  in  despair— he  is  a  "  Father,"  but  an  atheist.  He  has 
uncorked  a  bottle  of  poison,  when  a  knock  comes  to  the 
door : 

He  replaced  the  stopper,  still  holding  the  phial  in  his 
hand.  For  a  moment  the  heavy  silence  hung  oppressively, 
and  then  he  answered  :  "  What  is  it  ?  "  His  voice  sounded 
lifeless,  like  that  of  one  awakening  from  heavy  sleep  or  a 
trance. 

"You  are  there?  Come  quickly.  The  men  at  the 
Beasley  Rolling  Mills  have  gone  on  strike.  A  policeman 
was  shot  and  several  of  the  strikers  wounded.  You  are 
wanted  to  speak  to  them." 

"  To  speak  to  them  ?  " 

"  I  have  a  cib.     You  may  prevent  bloodshed.     Come." 

Father  Algarcife  returned  the  phial  to  its  drawer,  with- 
drew the  key  from  the  lock,  and  rose.  He  opened  the  door 
and  faoad  the  messanger.     His  words  came  thickly : 

"  There  is  no  time  to  lose,"  he  said.     "  I  am  ready." 

With  this  message,  and  the  moral  underlying  it,  the  book 
abruptly  ends.  It  is  not  to  be  disputed  that  Ellen  Glasgow 
has  obtained  a  brilliant  success,  if  her  aim  was  to  impress 
the  miserable  doctrine  that  life  is  not  worth  living.  Were 
such  a  mournful  philosophy  well  founded,  its  dissemination 
could  only  end  in  discouragement  and  decay.  But  her 
insight  is  not  equal  to  her  powers  of  observation.  The 
best  of  her  work  is  largely  made  up  of  externals,  and  the 
reader  cannot  help  feeling  at  the  salient  points  in  the  career 
of  her  hero  and  heroine  that  there  must  have  been  in  their 
lives  much  more  than  comes  within  her  ken.  Every 
thinker  has  moments  of  despair,  but  none  has  attained  real 
greatness  who  has  cast  the  shadow  of  these  over  all  life. 


"  We  bid  you  to  hope  "  was  the  final  message  of  the 
greatest  writer  of  this  century,  and  one  cannot  help  think- 
ing that  the  latter-day  lady  novelist  would  not  be  so  gloomy 
and  pessimistic  if  she  would  ponder  the  grounds  on  which 
that  message  was  based.  At  all  events,  of  all  the  "  isms  " 
in  ihe  category — realism  and  sensationalism  included — we 
are  inclined  to  think  tliis  •'ism"  of  blank  misery  by  far 
the  most  pernicious. 


A  Deltterance.     By  AUan  Monkhouse. 
(Lane.     3s.  6d.) 

Mr.  Monkhouse's  tragedy  is,  we  suppose,  open  to  the 
charge  of  morbidity.  There  are  two  women  and  a  man, 
who  vacillates  between  them,  drawn  to  this  relation  by  the 
brain,  to  that  by  the  pricking  of  the  sense.  Man  and  one 
woman  are  in  pathological  states,  of  mind  or  body  or 
both :  and  on  the  other  woman,  the  sane  large-souled 
creature,  the  burden  of  the  suffering  falls.  Ursula 
Harland  sweetens  the  book.  She  is  a  type  to  which 
fiction  has  done  less  than  justice,  the  woman  who  is  slowly 
shaping  herself  for  the  future  of  our  race,  resolute  to  live 
her  own  life  with  open  eyes,  resolute  also  "  to  express  and 
control  herself,"  not  to  gain  her  experience  only,  but  td 
gamer  it.  Throughout  the  story  the  demand  upon  her  is 
excessive,  and  her  rich  nature  meets  every  claim.  Mr. 
Monkhouse  deserves  credit  for  the  fine  conception,  as  also 
for  the  treatment  of  Harry  Searle,  a  poor  creature,  but  a 
subtle  study.  And  the  merit  which  the  book  derives  from 
its  subject  is  added  to  by  the  admirable  way  in  which  it  is 
written.  The  dialogue  is  particularly  excellent.  Wits 
rather  than  phrases  battle,  without  any  failure  to  be 
natural.     This  seems  a  fair  average  sample  : 

"  Sixty !  it's  a  long  way  off.  I  wonder  whether  I  shall 
know  you  at  sixty  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes!  we  shall  be  the  cheery  old  friends  of  the 
optimistic  novel." 

"  Sixty  !  it's  a  great,  weary  way  off.  I  can't  do  it.  I 
can  never  do  it." 

"  It  excites  me — the  thought  of  all  that  life  to  come." 

"I  can't  look  so  far  ahead.  I  wish  that  the  summer 
were  here." 

"  I  don't  think  you  wish  for  the  summer  quite  in  the 
right  way." 

"How?" 

"  You  wish  it  as  a  relief — a  distraction." 

"Well." 

"  You  should  love  the  summer  for  itself." 

Altogether,  this  is  a  book  of  distinction. 


The  Rue  Bargain.  By  E.  Murray  Gilchrist. 
(Grant  Elchards.  2s.  6d.) 
Mh.  Murray  Gilchrist  continues  his  Peakland  studies  in 
a  happy  vein.  It  is  high  praise  to  say  that  he  reminds  one 
at  times  of  Mr.  Thomas  Hardy.  It  is  a  similar  type  of 
realism,  a  cognate  pagan  feeling.  His  characters  are 
clear-cut  and  distinct,  especially  the  farm-folk,  with  their 
homely  metaphors  redolent  of  labour  in  the  fields  and 
nearness  to  the  earth.  Touches  of  poetrj',  too,  underlie 
all  the  rough  exterior.  Take,  for  instance,  the  following 
passage.  It  is  Elizabeth  Burdekin's  wedding  morning. 
It  will  be  a  surreptitious  wedding  to  a  fascinating,  but 
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undesirable,  wooer.     Hannah  White,  her  uncle's  house- 
keeper and  cousin,  comes  to  waken  her. 

She  was  sixty-five  years  old;  very  bowed  in  the  back, 
but  with  a  face  ruddy  and  soixud  as  a  woU-wintured 
pippin.  Although  her  night  liad  bonii  tormented  vnth 
scnuiles  eoncerning  her  abetting  of  the  youthful  lovers, 
her  black  and  beady  eyes  wore  sparkling  merrily.  She 
was  the  last  woman  in  the  Peak  to  wear  the  Howered 
bedgo\vn.  Beneath  thi?,  as  Elizabeth  knew,  were  a  pair 
of  cowskin  corsets — "jumps,"  she  called  them — and  eight 
wi'iillen  petticoats  of  varying  lengths. 

"My  pratty,  pratty  weuch,"  she  said,  as  she  kissed 
Elizabeth,  "  yo're  as  sweet  an'  fresh  as  th'  momin'.  I 
ne'er  thowt  yo'ld  be  up  yet,  au'  so  I  cera  to  wekken  yo'. 

IBu',  since  I'm  here,  I'm  goin'  to  dress  yo'  i'  yor  bride- 
gaan.     Yo'll  be  a  happy   wife,  Liz,  though  yo'  '  wed  i' 
May.'  " 
Maria  knelt  to  gather  her  hawthorn  flower* ;  the  dame, 
seeing  them  for  the  first  time,  was  overcome  with  anger. 
"  Drat  th'  biiim  I  "  she  cried,  "  a-bringin'  'em  into  th' 
haase !     Theere's  nowt  unluckier — if  we  let  'em  stop." 
She  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  over  the  white,  half- 
opened    buds,    and     after     mumbling    some    incoherent 
formula,  flung  them  disdainfully  from  the  window. 

Elizabeth    Burdekin   and   Maria  Astringer   are   the  two 

beautiful    nieces   of   old   Daniel  Pursglove,    a   Peakland 

fanner.      Elizabeth's  first   husband   sets  off  to   seek   liis 

fortune  in  America,  and  is  no  more  heard  of.     Elizabeth 

marries  again,  and  her  second  husband  seduces  her  cousin 

Maria,  and  tlie  complications  are  finally  solved  by  the  first 

^husband's  return.     Daniel  Pursglove  is  a  delightful,  tender- 

^^■earted,  bluff  old  farmer,   and  Elizabeth  is  perhaps  the 

i^Teast   interesting  personage   in   an    excellent  story.     The 

cover  design,   in  three  colours,  which  we  reproduce  else- 


Poor 


Human  Nature.     By  Elizabeth  Godfrey. 
(Grant  Richards.) 

This  is  an  old-fashioned  story.  It  tells  of  the  true  love  of 
a  tenor  and  a  prima  donna,  its  unhappy  course  and  happy 
ending ;  and  it  tells  it  exceedingly  well,  with  quiet  con- 
fidence and  easy  straightforwardness 

The  tenor  is  Herr  Dahlmanu,  a  village  schoolmaster  in 
a  German  hamlet,  with  a  big,  clean  soul  and  an  inexorable 
sense  of  duty.  The  prima  donna  is  a  young  American, 
•Clare  Arrowsmith,  and  together  they  sing  Wagner  in  the 
Opera-house  at  Dresden  (disguised  thinly  in  this  book  as 
Blankenstadt),  and  thus  fan  the  flame  of  passion.  But 
Dahlmann,  in  his  simple,  school-teaching  days,  had  become 
-engaged  to  a  pretty  village  girl,  and  her  he  feels  bound  to 
marry,  although  nothing  but  misery  can  manifestly  come  of 
it.  Misery  does  come.  1  )ahlmann  does  his  best  to  forget 
the  Other,  but  liis  wife  is  jealoiis  and  is  never  contented 
save  with  discontent.  His  voice  suffers;  he  has  a  severe 
illness  ;  and  at  length  the  flight  of  one  of  them  is  found  by 
the  luckless  artinities  to  bo  the  only  solution.  So  far,  all 
is  frustration  and  pitifulness ;  but  then  Dahlmann's  wife 
dies,  and  years  after  he  meets  his  old  love  in  London,  and 
they  are  at  last  united,  and  the  reader  is  transported  with 
delight. 

Upon  the  characters  of  Dahlmann  and  Clare  the  author 
has  lavished  her  attention,  and  they  stand  four  square  to 


the  winds.  We  know  them  intimately,  and  honour  them. 
Among  the  incidentnlflgures  are  some  excellent  itudiM: 
the  village  pa8t<jr,  Ddhlmann's  poor  little  wife,  and  certain 
of  the  operatic  singers.  Miss  Godfrey  has  given  care  to 
every  detail.  Her  literary  skill  in  also  notable.  The  Btory 
is  told  with  grace  and  delicacy,  and  no  little  Htrengtii.  Mim 
Godfrey  is  mistress  of  a  steady  narrative  flow  wliich  is  now 
uncommon  in  fiction,  and  her  book  should  deliglit  many  a 
reader  tired  of  less  leisurely  and  concentrated  work  ;  iiiuny 
a  reader  who  cares  for  music ;  and  everyone  who  has  ever 
sojourned  in  the  capital  of  Saxony. 


Otcd  Jiob.  By  Alfred  Ollivant 
(Methuen  &  Co.) 
"  Owu  Boil "  was  a  grey  dog  of  Kenmuir ;  further,  he  wan 
reputed  the  best  sheep-dog  that  ever  was  or  ever  will  be. 
And  the  sheep-dogs  of  the  North,  according  to  Mr.  Ollivani, 
are  supreme  among  dogs.  Witness  this  description  of  thf 
special  variety  to  which  Owd  Bob  gave  the  last  and  finest 
lustre : 

Should  you,  while  wandering  in  the  wild  sbecpland 
about  the  twin  Pikes,  happen  on  moor  or  in  market  upon 
a  very  perfect  gentle  knight  clothed  in  dark  grey  habit, 
splashed  here  and  there  with  rays  of  moon;  free  by  right 
divine  of  the  guild  of  gentlemen,  strenuous  as  a  prince, 
lithe  as  a  rowan,  graceful  as  a  girl,  with  high  king- 
carriage,  motions  and  manners  of  a  fairy -queen ;  should 
ho  have  a  noble  breadth  of  brow,  an  air  of  still  strength 
born  of  right  confidence,  all  unassuming ;  last,  and  most 
unfailing  test  of  all,  should  you  look  into  two  snowcloud 
eyes,  calm,  wistful,  inscrutable,  their  soft  depths  clothed 
on  with  eternal  sadne^is — yearning,  as  is  said,  for  the  sonl 
that  is  not  theirs — know  then  you  look  upon  one  of  the 
line  of  most  illustrious  sheep-dogs  of  the  Nottb. 

It  will  be  observed  that  Mr.  Ollivant  has  a  pretty  fancy, 
and  that  he  uses  an  agile  pen.  Indeed,  this  novel  has 
distinctly  the  literary  touch — rare  enough  in  the  so-called 
literature  of  sport.  The  author  is  of  those  who  are  nice 
upon  questions  such  as  the  position  of  an  adverb  or  the 
length  of  a  relative  claii«e.  That  he  lias  a  complete  know- 
ledge of  his  subject,  and  has  felt  that  subject  deeply,  is 
beyond  question.  In  fact,  the  book  deserves  to  be  called 
remarkable.  The  plot  is  doggy  to  a  degree,  and  very  com- 
plicated, and  therefore  we  cannot  attempt  hero  even  a 
summary  of  it.  But  it  abounds  in  authentic  thrills  and 
vivid  descriptions  of  dog-life,  end  the  pictures  of  men, 
too,  are  laudably  alive.  To  our  thinking,  Oicd  Boh  might 
have  reached  a  wider  success  if  it  had  contained  a  little 
less  dog  and  a  little  more  man.  However,  Mr.  Ollivant 
set  out  to  write  a  dog-novel,  and  he  has  written  a  very 
good  one. 

Notes  on  Novels. 

[^These  notes  on  the  iceek'i  output  of  fiction  are  not  neceuarilj/ 

final.     Reviewt  of  a  selection  will  follow.'] 
The  OrEN  Qcesxion.  By  C.  E.  B-vimons. 

A  novel  by  the  author  of  George  Mo  udivillts  lluihand,  Alreadv 
a  contemporary,  not  given  to  hysterical  verdicts,  has  described  i 
as  a  "novel  of  genius."  The  Ojien  Qu^j^'oh  is  a  long  sombre  study 
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itt  thft  •ffVtot  of  iiihoritod  <1iM<ii(it<  \i|'(>n  tlio  viiiiuiis  uioiiiYieis  of 
Mt  uld  South  AiDorioAU  fitiuily.  InoidouttiUy  tlioro  is  humour 
of  »  griui,  titrdonio  kiud.  It  ends  in  k  double  suioide. 
(Heinommiu.     (Is.) 

a<)MK  Pkusoss  Unknown.  By  £.  W.  Hornuno. 

A  uuUootion  of  olxveu  short  stories,  seaMtional  or  pathetiu, 
by  tht>  author  t.f  A  llriili  /rum  Ihr  lliith  Rnd  Titi;/  Liittrrll, 
Soiuo  titles:  "Konyou's  Inniugs,"  "The  Widow  of  Piper's 
Poiut,"  "The  MHgio  CiK»r."  "  The  Governess  at  On'enbush," 
■■  A  8|iiu  of  the  Coin,"     (CiissoU.     (is.) 

TiiK  Mess  Dkck.  Hy  W.  K.  Shannon. 

The  publishers  put  this  forwiird  iis  11  coinpiinion  to  Mr. 
Jaooba's  Sen  I'rcliins,  mid  olaiiu  for  it  an  equNl  pnwerof  Ituigliter 
inahing,  \Vi>  hiivo  found  it  lt<88  droll,  but  tliete  is  plenty  of 
humour  and  sound  work  in  it.  Mr.  Shannon's  stories  are  of 
the  Navy,  and  they  are  rich  iu  the  idiom  of  tLe  service  and  blurt' 
humiuuty.     (l.iiwrenoe  iS  Hullen.     ;ts.  (id.) 

TiiK  Si"i.Kxim>  STifANOKH.  Uy  Koiikh  1'  Lekiiiton. 

A  vigrorous  story  of  Monmouth's  rebellion.  The  narrator  is 
one  Peter  Kudii-ott,  and  he  wields  a  ready  an<l  servioeable  pen. 
Among  the  oharaeters— indeed,  he  is  almost  the  hero  of  tlie 
book — is  Daniel  Foe.  or  Defoe.    (The  Sunday  School  Union.    "Js. ) 

Mam'/.ki.lk  Qranii'miuk.  By  Fm  i.\k. 

Qrand'un'Te  begins  by  being  Mrs.  D'Aroy.  aged  flfty-one,  the 
custodian  of  Chon.  a  charming;  girl  of  niiu>t(eii.  And  after 
many  {wiges  jiaoked  with  feminine  waywardness  and  human 
narrowness  genersUy.  (Jmnd'mi'Te  ends  by  becoming  Mrs. 
Drake,  and  being  at  Inst  |K>rfectly  liapjty  and  willing  to  think 
about  growing  old.  The  author  calls  the  book  "a  frivolity." 
(Lawreuee  &  Bullen.     lia.  (id.) 

Slum  Sii.HonKrrKs.  By  J.  D.  Brayshaw. 

Iu  his  preface  the  author  assumes  that  because  he  deals  with 
tht>  slums  his  work  will  be  called  rubbish.  But  this  is  to  argue 
himself  Wlated.  Slum  tiction  is  surely  a  fashion  just  now. 
These  ar«>  new  stories  of  n\eaii  streets,  and  the  book  is  saturated 
with  tlie  Essex  /Hitnis  called  Cockney.  *'  You  orter  seen  them 
two  gals  scrap.  .  .  .  But  Kitty  was  no  uu»(cb  for  Li/,  an'  she 
found  it  aht."     And  so  forth.     (Chatto  &  Windus.     ;ts.  (id.) 

Curios.  By  RiniAiui  Maksii. 

Some  more  of  Mr.  Marsh's  studies  in  the  horrible  and 
grotesque.  The  curios  are  a  pipe,  an  ikon,  a  great  auk's  egg. 
and  such  things,  and  to  each  belongs  a  mystery.  The  pipe 
ymt  mounted  with  a  living  re]>tile  eiu'tiscd  in  gum  arabic. 
When  cold  the  roptile  appeared  to  be  dead,  but  after  the  pipe 
had  been  alight  awhile,  it  danced  and  writJieA,  and  gave  the 
smoker  parlicidar  thrills  and  agonies.     (Long,     (is.) 

TiiR  Cakdixal's  Paob.  By  Jamks  Bakkk. 

A  story  of  historical  adventure,  by  the  a\ithor  of  Mark 
Tillot»o»,  "  I  was  but  a  babe  when  my  father  fought  at 
Agiaoourt,"  says  the  supiwsed  narrator.  "Did  I  suck  liattle 
and  ndventun>  in  with  my  mother's  milk  y  I  know  not ;  but 
tndy,  i\ow  1  be  a  man  full  of  y.nrs,  nu'thiuks  my  life  has  not 
faileil  in  nun-ing  scenes— ay,  in  ficrct>  scenes — and  niai\y  a  good 
adventure  that  bears  the  telling."     (Chapmiui  v^  Hall.     (>s.) 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Neviu.k  Tyso«  By  May  Sinclair. 

There  is  some  wit  and  subtlety  in  this  story,  by  the  author 
of  Amirry  Citiirii.  It  ooneerus  married  life  ttuder  modern 
conditions.  There  is  a  Miss  Batchelor,  who  is  "condemned  by 
her  owTi  cleverness  to  perpetual  maidenhood."  To  her  Mr. 
Neville  Tyson  says  :  "  Even  a  gi-eat  intellect  is  a  great  mis- 
fortiuie  to  a  woman.  Look  at  my  wife,  now.  She  has  about 
as  much  intellect  as  a  guinea-pig,  and  the  consequence  is  she 
is  not  only  happy  herself,  but  a  cause  of  happiness  to  others." 
(Blackwood  &  Sons,     (is.) 


By  Gkowuey  Penworth. 


The  Romancks  of  a  Musical 
Bacuklor,  &o. 

These  stories  of  a  Cheshire  village  are  put  into  the  mouth 
of  a  jMirish  clerk,  iind  (hey  nn-  si  ',]»m1  in  local  colour  and 
feeling.  "  Here,  in  this  villagti  oi  SiillnuTc,  we  stand  upon  an 
emiiieoce,  as  it  were,  aiul  review  the  past  as  it  uu<rge8  into  the 
present.  It  is  here  that  we  tind  the  bucolic  mind  passing  from 
its  eighteenth  century  lethsrgy,  and  adapting  itself  to  nine- 
teenth century  activity."     (Simpkin  Marshall,    .'is.  (id.) 


A  Boi.T  VROM  THE  Blue. 


By  Si'orr  Ohaham. 


"  Sarah  can  do  anything,"  says  Mrs.  Lc  Breton,  the  yoinig 
wife.  "Sarah"  is  the  servant,  for  whoso  character  a  Mrs. 
Arrowsniith  has  called.  "  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  replies  that 
lady.  "  And  now,  thank  yo\i  once  more  for  allowing  me  to 
sec  you.     I  (rust  that  if  at  any  future  time  I  can  do  you  a 

sin\ilar  kindness,  you  will- W'liiU  !  "      The  stranger's  eye 

has   fallen   on  the  portrait  of  Mr.    Le  Breton.     The  bolt  has 
fallen.     A  readable  novel,     (ilarrold  it  .Sons,     (is.) 

KAfRiNA.  By  Annik  IIowarth. 

This  "  tale  of  the  Karoo,"  by  the  author  of  Jan,  an 
A/riliinuhr,  opens  in  the  good  old  way,  with  a  solitary  horse- 
man ;  and  from  the  iirst  few  ])age8  the  reader  easily  gathers 
tluit  th«  story  is  concerned  with  English  and  Dutch  settlers 
and  farnu>rs  in  the  sixties.  The  local  colour  of  the  story  is 
strong,  but  genuine  human  interest  is  its  chief  recommendation. 
(Smith.  Elder  &  Co.     (is.) 

A  tiiAKRU  Maid.  By  Mus.  J.  F.  B.  Fiuth. 

This  story  is  a  deliberate  attempt  to  portray  Uuakcrism  of 
tlie  old  unbending  kind  and  Quakerism  of  the  largeT-miuded 
typ»<  now  more  commoidy  nu>t  with.  The  writer  was  herself 
Iwirn  and  bred  in  tlie  Society  of  Friends.     (T.  F.  Unwin.     (is.) 

Kansoxmoor.  By  Rorert  1)awhai!n 

Described  as  "a  modem  story."  It  deals  with  partnership 
and  forgery  among  other  matters,  and  has  these  lines  by 
Browning  for  its  motto  : 

By  ]>aiutiug  saintship  I  depicture  sin  : 
Beside  my  pearl,  1  prove  how  black  thy  jet. 

(Digby,  Long  vt  Co.     (Is.) 

The  River  oi'  Pkari.8.  By  RENf.  dk  Pont-Jesi. 

This  is  a  romance  of  Chinese  life.  The  story  opens  with 
a  wedding  and  ends  with  an  execution.  It  is  prefaced  by  a 
congratulatory  letter  to  the  author  from  General  Tchen-ki- 
Tong.     (John  Macqueen.     (is.) 

Phu.  FLirrix's  Rise.  By  Fu.vnk  Yeri.ock. 

The  story  of  a  street  Arab  in  a  great  Midland  city  who  rose 

to  be  mayor.     "  Gk>e  up  I  gee  up !  "  said  his  little  sou  to  him. 

"  You's  a  mare,  you  know !  "    A  simple  t4ile.    (Digby  &  Long.) 

The  Forest  of  Bouro-Marie.  By  S.  F.  Harrison. 

One  of  the  eharactei-s  in  this  book  is  a  Mr.  Murray  Carson, 
an  expert  in  horseflesh,  which  seems  to  argue  a  curious  over- 
sight on  the  part  of  the  publisher.  The  st^ry  is  Canadian- 
French,  and  is  romantic  and  picturesque.    (Arnold.     (>s.) 

NiKL  MACLEOD.  BY    L.   GLADSTONE. 

"  A  tale  of  literary  life  in  London,"  in  the  Kailyard  nianuer. 
When  a  Maii'n  Simjie  was  this  also,  luid  more;  but  Mr.  Glad- 
stone has  individuality  and  humour,  wliieh  nii«ki>  his  work  new 
and  interesting.  One  sentiment  in  the  book  should  please  the- 
canny  Scot :  "  The  oof-bird  wears  the  tartan  at  present." 
(Hixlder  &  Stoughton.     (is.) 
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Editorial  and  Publithing  Offices,  43,  Chancery-Unc 
Special  Notice. 

The  A/.'AUEMY  wi/l  be  lent  yM-frnt  to  every  Annual  Bubteriier 

in  thf.  (.'iiiU/l  Kingdoia. 
FritA  fi/r  (hit  Itrnut,  Thrtepenee ;  poetage  One  Ilal/peitny.    Priee 

/i/r  C2  Utwts,  Thirteen  BUOinfi  ;  jMHta^t /ree. 
To  Hvtmmanam  AhuoAv. 

A  TuiJf  "PxnM  RUU'm  U  j/riitUfl  wrh  week  f<tr  Fi/reitjn  clriM- 

I'ltion,  lltr  potUigt  11/ whirh  U  (hir.  I'mny,     Fiffiga  i/zidage 

im  the  ordiwiry  paifr  edUUm  U  Tw/ptwf., 

FoKEioy  Ratw  roE  Teakly  SiiNcsimoira. 

On  TMn  Paper \1$.  U.,  imeludtng  poetaye. 

Oh.  Ordinary  Paj^r 21«.  <V/„ 

Tkt  ABAOmr  i*  jnMieliM  eony  Friday  vumdiiy.     A'lutrtiie- 

meiit»  thinJd  reach  the  oJfUx  not  later  than  4  p.m.  on  Tluiriilay. 
M  htldneM  Uitert  rf^rdin/j  the  tupfdy  0/  tfte  jtajitr,  dec.,  $liould 

i»  rnddrtieetl  Ut  t/ie  Pcklmhzk. 

To  CoxTuihtmmM, 
The  BonOB  will  make  every  effi/rt  to  return  rrjetie'l  emdrfbuUone, 

prinridei  a  itamped  and  ad/trcjufl  »nrtvi'Jfip>:  i»  md'tte/l. 
fJeeasknal  eontributen  are  reefyMmemUd  tti  htme  their  MBS.  type- 

wrilien* 

Views. 

••  The  Man  Who  Would  Be  King." 
By  laowiL  Joiurnoy. 
I  <ptriM*  oceoCT  widi  inipi  tmire  iUntioa  in  Mr.  0*Bri<a'» 
'    taOntiMttie  life  of  TaneO^—"  Kag^."    PanuO 
,  ttfli  u,  "Th«  Chief,"  hy  right  iiritui  of  the  geaiwt 
ralM  and  Uadc.    Uke  Otomwell,  like  Xaf^oUon,  h* 
Ida  ftofl*  leaa  m  a  popnlar  tnhmu;  than  t»  a 
rtynat;  fovaid  mob  aad  mnhttado,  «  mob  and 
bo  feb  dio   tadHbnoeo  of  Coridamu,  iite 
^    _  at  mit-eamadoaB  iattOmi.    (yCoantO,  tfco  ob« 

Iriaiimaaof  tiimeimtmjrtoafnMe  wiAiumiaelUetir^ 
naaa,  Wad  tibo  rtryTibjmtti  eemtaet  widi  eroirda,  whom 
hi«  Toi««  aarsjrod  irraudblj.  Pandl,  «v«b  at  hia  liaieMt, 
aad  whan  hia  aadiaMe  waa  friaadliaat,  vaa  alone  aad 
alooi;  doiagr  Ua  datjr  aad  hatiag  it  (TConai^  waa 
proftuo  of  hia  owa  panoaalitjr,  aad  took  life  wilfa  aa 
«xnbenat  enjoyoMBt,  aurjiafi  imaaM  m  thoof^fa  inft»y 
Iriafanian  vera  hia  frfaad  aad  Vwif— ^^  Ifaajr  aa  Iriab' 
maa  will  apeak  of  hia  two  or  dhraa  woida  with  PaiBcll  aa 
thon^  he  w«e  a  devout  CMiolie  tcOia^  of  aa  andimw 
with  tihe  Popevaa  hoaoar  Aat  nu^  oobm  batOMaiaa 
lifetiflM.  Tmatad  eoOaagaaa,  valaad  aUiaa^  HapMtal 
adriaen.  toferatad  aMJifMh  ParaaU  had;  bat  aato^dba 
wh^  Iriah  nee  Hkey  wen  Urn  iadeed  who,  withoat 
*hrawd  ansMagiv  waU  caU  Oemaelraa  hia  fUaada. 
StertUm  memm  mthi  ha  aaaaw  alw^a  to  hare  Mid, 
aad  ha  dadiaad  to  wear  eiOar  Ua  heart  <0r  hia  bnia 
upon  hia  afeere.  He  waa  "Ae  atao^  atiU  ana  **  ta  aot 
'aMataat,"batamoatloqaa«walaad;  aad  Ua  eoaatrj- 
t  looked  fermoKfnutfhaai  bk  rilrarw  Ibaa  fnrm  tba 
loCothan.    To  bia  on  p«ifle ba  wm  Aa  Maa 


of  Deatiny,  and,  aa  a  con«e'ia«n<;a,  in  ^^nmi  maaaara  a  Maa 
<A  MytUiry ;  but  they  knew  that  Irolaad  fiUad  hia  life, 
that  hia  will  waa  of  adainaat,  that  KoffiuiA  faarwi  him, 
an/1  that  ha  carad  abaolotaljr  aotiiiaf  fr>r  KoKl«n/i.  In- 
lan/l  found  in  aoeh  a  niaa  an  aaaaptaUa  tyrant,  wurtity  of 
obetlienca  an/1  of  conffdenea ;  ami  aha  found  in  him  a  ntw 
man.  A  Prcteataat  landlord;  f/f  a  family  not  long,  m 
Iriwhmea  eatimate  aoeb  matten,  tattled  in  Irataad,  aad 
thtfUffh  of  honourable  repute,  ity  no  meaaa  "  an  lu/tuehold 
word"  with  N ationaliata ;  with//ut  th«  ai^ile  or  ferraat 
iruaginativeneaa  i/t  Iriah  f/ntiirn,  witiumt  hintarienl  hn*  or 
infitu^  «ympatfay ;  an  Iriahman  wh/i,  to  hia  U«t  day*,  waa 
conatantly  deacri^^  by  F4>gliahman  aa  Kogliah  in  waya 
and  mannen,  the  yning  maatbar  for  Boyal  Maath  in  I  HTft 
hardly  aaamad  the  man  to  aaftnth  an/l  U>  r;a(itain  th« 
NatiMial  canaa,  to  imag  Ireland  witliin  aif(ht  of  aalf- 
^oreminent,  and  in  leaa  than  twenty  yeara  to  paaa  to  hia 
(p«ve  amid  the  awful,  wrathful,  an/1  ilmpnlrinif  mrrrom  //f 
hia  oountey.  Kren  l«aa,  ^fi)ui\m,  <Vu\  hut  i/iuniryuuia 
Uif^f^  tliat  th«  tadtom  youn(f  man  deatined  to  bring 
Ireland  mt  iXtm:  to  the  goal,  waa  alao  deatiaed — in  f>art  by 
hia  own  fault,  ifmaeaaamUy  mora  by  the  faalt  of  //there — 
t//  mak<r  the  (f//al  unattainable,  may  be,  fer  geaeiatioaa. 
U/utd  iMue  annrtal. 

WhMt  Bearenoto  Cdlini  had  nmrdatad  a  aaa«  aal 
Pop«  Panl  HI.  waa  pinfawag  to  eoadono  tho  peaaadillo, 
one  //f  hia  tAHoMlti  wonatrated.  Haid  hia  HoMnaM : 
"  Y//U  d//n't  nndaiataad  tbaao  dnaga  ao  waU  am  L  Kaow 
that  maa  lifca  Baavaaato,  oaiqno  is  their  pmfeaaioa,  ataad 


*  The  Ufe  f/f  f,'haHe$  tKemmrt  ParmM  (IMkUM). 
VarryO-heiem,    {SmO.  EU«  A  Co.) 


rmz  uiit  monKnura 
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above  the  law."     A  thoroughly  Eenaissance  sentiment; 
yet,  in  a  sense,  not  so  entirely  antinomian  as  it  sounds. 
Assuredly  Parnell  was  a  Machiavellian,  because  Machia- 
vellian tactics,  in  a  national  cause,  seemed  to  him  necessary 
and  "  common-sensible  "  :    what  Thomas  Davis  or  John 
Martin  would  have  rather  died  than  done,  was  sometimes  to 
Parnell  part  of  the  disagreeable,  but  inevitable,  political 
orders  of  the  day.     Among  his  deepest  convictions  lay  his 
settled,  imtheatrical,    essential   conviction   that   England, 
being  "  the  enemy,"  should  be  treated  as  such;  that  to 
the    House  of   Commons,  in  which  he    sat    as,   in   Attic 
phrase,    "  a  resident   alien,"    explanations,    self-defences, 
regrets,  apologies,  could  never  be  due  from  an  Irishman  ; 
that  his  dutj'  was   to  ignore  even  what  some  Irishmen 
might  think  the  legitimate  demands  of  the  House  upon 
one  who  belonged  to  it  by  his  own  choice  and  upon  no 
compulsion.     But  Parnell  sat  at  "Westminster  from  first  to 
last  as  a  foreigner  ;  it  had  no  charm  for  him,  no  fascination, 
merely  the  interest  of  being  the  j^lace  where  he  could  be  most 
serviceable  to  Ireland,  because  most  irritating  to  England. 
The   British    Parliament  was    his    strategic    field.     The 
strangest,  the  most  romantic  figure  in  that  assembly,  he 
was  there  in  superb  isolation,  directing  his  followers,  but 
by  the  force  of  an  iron  wiU,  not  of  intimacy  and  affection  : 
the  "uncrowned  king"  cared  nothing  for  popularity,  even 
among    his     immediate     courtiers     and     officials.       Mr. 
Stevenson  wrote  of  him  upcn  a  great  occasion  :   "  Horror, 
in  this  case,  is  due  to  Mr.  Parnell :  he  sits  before  posterit}' 
silent,  Mr.  Forster's  appeal  echoing  down  the  ages."    Yes; 
silent  to  England  and  to  English  posterity,  but  in  a  silence 
most  eloquent  to  Ireland  ;  the  silence  of  one  to  whom  the 
opinion  of  England  was  irrelevant  and  valueless,  of  one  to 
whom   English   execration   or  misunderstanding   was    as 
nothing,  compared  with  the  opportunity  of  showing  Irish 
enmity  and  independence.     He  would  negotiate  with  Tory 
or  with  Whig,  accept  measures  from  this  government  or 
irom   that,  precisely  as  his   political   genius  discerned  it 
best ;  but  he  would  never  be  fettered  by  the  bonds  of  an 
alliance.     He  dealt  with  British  parties  as  he  dealt  with 
the  Clan-na-Gael,    honourably,  yet  with    all  manner  of 
cunning  and  dexterity,  of  diplomatic  finesse.      There  was 
no  waste  in  the  man  ;  his  speech,  his  silence,  his  activity, 
his  inaction,   were  calculated  and  full  of  purpose :   they 
were  all  part  and  parcel  of  his  one  inveterate  aim  to  serve 
and  save  Ireland  at  any  cost  or  risk  to  himself,   but  to  do 
80  in   his   own    convinced    and    determined    way.     Like 
Strafford,  he  was  thorough;  like  Pius  IX.,   he  knew  the 
power  of  a  brief  non  possumus. 

Underneath  his  personal  and  intellectual  hauteur,  his 
nature  concealed  strange  elements  :  the  least  modern  and 
"  advanced  "  of  Connemara  peasants  was  not  more  sincerely 
and  passionately  superstitious,  more  profoundly  fatalistic. 
The  master  of  tactics,  the  man  of  intuitive  decision,  of  a 
mind  rather  scientific  than  imaginative,  kept  a  watch  for 
omens  and  portents  and  presages  no  less  keenly  than  for 
political  signs  and  indications  of  the  times.  Probably  no 
one  ever  knew  all  that  was  in  his  unique  nature  :  his,  as 
an  Irish  writer  has  said,  was  an  "  ice-clear,  ice-cold  in- 
tellect, working  as  if  in  the  midst  of  fire."  The  tragedy 
of  passion,  which  proved  his  fall,  served  but  to  intensify  in 
men's  eyes  the  intensity  of  his  resolute  temperament :  the 


fight  of  his  last  days  showed  the  depths  of  his  nature 
breaking  forth  and  surging  up  in  a  storm  of  fierce 
emotions.  "  Once  again,"  he  cried  to  a  gathering  of  his 
countrymen,  "once  again  I  am  come  to  cast  myself  into 
the  deep  sea  of  the  love  of  my  people."  What  miracles 
aikl  marvels  of  self-repression  must  have  been  his,  who, 
with  this  fire  of  feeling  in  him,  was  so  long  its  master, 
that  the  world  thought  him  austerely  cold  and  hardly 
human !  The  stern  brevity  and  directness  of  his  speech 
became  glowing  and  winged  with  "  the  love  of  love,  the 
hate  of  hate,  the  scorn  of  scorn  "  :  he  spoke  and  worked 
with  "  thunders  of  thought  and  flames  of  fierce  desire," 
and  yet  did  not  suffer  himself  to  be  carried  away  even  by 
the  strained  passion  of  the  moment.  And  the  bitterness 
of  the  pang  was  terrible.  That  "hypocritical"  England 
should  howl  at  "  immorality  "  was  but  natural  in  his  eyes ;. 
that  Ireland,  of  her  own  free  will,  should  cast  him  off 
would  have  seemed  but  justifiable,  however  painful.  But 
that  Ireland  should  do  so  at  England's  bidding  was  the 
great  betrayal,  the  national  humiliation,  the  disastrous 
disgrace  ;  and  that  the  leaders  in  the  shame  should  be  his 
own  creatures,  and  all,  doubtless,  "honourable  men."  So, 
if  he  fought  for  himself,  it  was  not  for  love  of  power  in 
itself,  but  for  the  work  and  achievement  of  his  manhood,^ 
lest  it  be  utterly  undone,  and  Ireland  enter  upon  a  new 
period  of  sordid  wranglings  and  patriotic  impotence. 
Ireland  had  "the  Man,"  who  could  bring  round  "the 
Hour."  ParneU  felt  the  hideous  irony  of  fate  which 
destroyed  the  first  in  the  name  of  the  second. 

Mr.  O'Brien,  with  masterly  skill  in  the  choice  and  dis- 
position of  his  material,  has  presented  to  us  a  living  man, 
intelligible  and  credible,  without  in  any  degree  lessening 
our  sense  of  his  wonderf ulness  and  most  rare  individuality. 
He  has  portrayed  him  with  all  those  limitations,  moral 
and  intellectual,  which  seem  necessary  to  the  making  and 
moulding  of  a  certain  order  of  greatness.  A  small  man 
has  gone  down  to  history  as  "  single- speech  Hamilton  "  ; 
this  great  man  might  be  known  as  "  single-will  Parnell." 
The  thought  of  Ireland  seized  him  in  late  youth  or  early 
manhood,  and  the  thought  fell  upon  almost  virgin  soil ;  no 
legacies  of  ancestral  suffering,  no  memories  of  martyred  or 
exiled  forefathers,  no  exigencies  of  social  or  religious 
position,  brought  home  to  him  the  national  cause  and 
claim.  But  when  they  came,  they  came  home  indeed ; 
they  came  to  a  will,  a  mind,  an  heart,  incapable  of  vacilla- 
tion, forgetfulness,  or  fear.  They  came  to  one  in  whom 
fixity  of  purpose  was  combined  with  endless  adaptability  of 
means  to  ends :  to  one  who,  if  not  always  and  essentially 
iustus,  was  magnificently  ^roj!;o«i/'/  tenax.  These  pages  are, 
as  it  were,  a  glorification  of  will ;  we  might  almost  say 
that  Parnell  irresistibly  predestined  his  own  free  will,  and 
went  forward  by  inevitable  compulsion  of  his  own  creating. 
By  the  side  of  most  other  Irishmen,  in  whom  versatility  is 
a  charm  and  instability  a  danger,  he  appears  the  incarna- 
tion of  set  and  sworn  endeavour.  Others,  and  better  men 
than  he,  have  hoped  and  longed  to  redeem  their  country  ; 
this  man,  with  all  his  subtleties  and  wiles,  Inew,  had  the 
child-like  simjilicity  of  feeling  sure,  that  he  could  do  it. 
He  did  not  do  it ;  but  if  it  can  be  done  in  his  way,  he  must 
come  again  to  do  it. 
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A  Meditation. 

By   a    Rising-    Author. 

[JF»  received  the  MS.  of  the  Meditation  that  follows  lad 
week.  It  wan  type-written,  and  the  first  page  bore  the  follnw- 
in II  note:  "This  is  sent  without  name  or  address.  The 
Editor  is  implored  not  to  fret  about  these  things."  We 
never  fret. — Eu.] 

I  The  Eising  Author  sits  at  his  ostentatiously  character- 
'  istic  table,  meditative.  The  immature  masterpiece  is 
scarcely  visible ;  strips  of  printed  matter  obscure  it,  each 
strip  trailing  from  a  square  of  green  paper  bearing  the 
legend  "  Eomeike,"  bearing  also  the  portrait  of  that  fame- 
dispensing  world-famous  man.  And  the  Kising  Author 
holds  yot  another  of  these  strips,  pink,  ill-printed,  care- 
lessly revised,  in  his  increasingly  well-known  hand. 
Virulent  abuse,  and  good  business,  no  doubt,  but  as  yet 
he  is  not  altogether  indurated.  He  has  written  books  for 
some  years  with  a  certain  interest  and  endeavour,  and  this 
particular  paper  has  scarce  had  a  line  for  them.  And  at 
last  comes  notice — he  has  been  interviewed.  The  simple 
kit  of  the  enterjjrise  lies  yonder  on  the  shelf — bull-dog 
pipe,  groou  flannel  trousers,  conical  straw  hat,  and  the  rest 
of  the  personal  touches.  And  here  is  the  paper  that 
ignored  him  so  long  frothing,  foaming  down  the  best  part 
of  a  column.  Tliree-quarters  of  a  column !  Never  has 
Eomeike  sent  such  a  bundle,  not  even  during  the  season  of 
his  preliminary  announcements.  For  the  most  part  they 
are  unexpectedly  hostile.  One  proclaims  in  an  onset  title 
the  Eising  Author's  "regrettable  fall."  His  rise  it  never 
proclaimed.     Well,  well  .... 

The  Rising  Author  is  as  God  made  him,  and  he  cannot 
blind  himself  to  things  he  has  been  shaped  by  destiny  to 
see — witli  a  clearness  that  sometimes  terrifies  him.  Here 
is  his  name  occupying  space,  beating  up  and  down  columns, 
threescore  of  indignant  pressmen  proclaiming  the  easily 
remembered  bull-dog  hat,  conical  pipe  (is  it  ?)  to  a  once 
heedless  world.  No  doubt  they  know  what  is  easy  to  write 
and  pleasant  for  the  readers  to  read.  When  he  simply 
wrote  books  they  passed  him  by,  hurrying  with  lashes  for 
such  as  he  has  now  become.  Those  others  they  whipped 
into  fame  while  he  seemed  in  the  way  of  perishing  from 
neglect.  And  now,  at  the  cost  of  a  conical  straw  hat 
(thirteen-pence  halfpenny),  a  bull-dog  pipe  of  indifferent 
briar,  decidedly  inexpensive  things,  at  the  (ibst,  too,  of  an 
afternoon's  conversation  with  an  earnest  stenographic  and 
curiously  uninteresting  young  man,  he  has  at  last  got  them 
all  busy  with  him.  The  name  will  stick  in  dozens  of  minds 
by  reason  of  that  interview.  It  is  infinitely  sad  that  it 
should  be  so,  but  it  is  so.  They  will  i-emember  his  name 
and  his  pipe  and  hat,  and  ascribe  the  pressman's  indigna- 
tion to  unwortliy  motives — certainly  a  quite  unjust  adscrip- 
tion.  And  they  will  ask  for  his  books  at  the  libraries,  and 
they  will  choose  them  from  the  bookstalls  in  preference  to 
those  by  men  with  unfamiliar  names.  And  that  will  mean 
profit  to  the  Rising  Author,  and  that  profit  will  mean 
leisure  and  an  easier  mind ;  thence  to  bettor  work,  and 
certain  things  greatly  longed  for.  Does  not  this  end  justify 
these  means  ? 

The  Eisin-'  Authc  r  rises.     He  walks  to  a  shelf  where. 


carefully  hidden  under  innocent,  unattractive  litter  the 
periodical  with  tho  interview  lies.  He  tuma  to  that 
proclamation  of  himself,  and  for  a  space  stutlies  the 
carefully  posed  and  retouched  rendering.  Even  with 
these  qualifications  .  .  .  the  Eising  Author  tries  to  roa<l' 
as  an  utter  stranger  would  do,  and  with  the  most  charitable 
wishes.  There  is  matter  about  "  a  powerful  jaw,"  tho 
"affection"  excited  in  hnlf-an-hour  in  tho  "  hardene«l 
journalistic  breast "  ;  and  there  is  the  bull-dog  pipe  1  and 
the  hat !  "  I  really  don't  know  what  I  could  have  been 
thinking  of  when  I  read  that  proof !  "  says  the  Eising 
Author.  The  paper  is  suddenly  lying  in  the  comer  of  the 
room,  astonished,  protesting,  in  the  attitude  of  "  Nar  then, 
'hasty!"  .  .  .  Tlie  press  cuttings  are  scattered,  and  we 
are  on  the  verge  of  an  ill-considered  vow.  .  .  . 

"What  is  the  alternative?"  says  the  Eising  Author, 
his  indisputable  lucidity  coming  to  his  rescue.  "Assume 
we  stop  this  humbug,  abandon  the  pretence  of  virile 
smoking,  and  sell  or  give  away  the  hat ;  assume  that  the 
supply  of  photographs  to  economical  editors  of  illustrated 
papers  is  stopped  ;  assume  that  we  suddenly  descend  upon 
the  excellent  business  man  who  has  haggled  us  up  to 
"x  per  thou,"  and  tell  him  we  have  considered  the  lilies; 
assume  that  certain  circles  where  an  inundation  of  gabble 
fertilises  the  germinating  soil  of  the  paragraph  crop  are 
no  longer  frequented:  and  all  these  renunciations  are 
attractive.  Let  us  further  assume  that,  written  in  a  quiet 
seclusion,  his  books  will  be  as  good  or  better  than  before. 
But  where  is  the  Eising  Author  ? 

A  certain  nuniber  of  people  who  have  read  and  liked  his 
books  will  continue  to  i-ead  them.  A  certain  number  of 
reviewers  even  will  continue  to  praise  them ;  but  a  con- 
siderable number  of  people  who  might  read  and  like  his 
books  will  never  hear  of  them,  because,  since  he  will  be 
an  imperfectly  known  man,  editors  will  hesitate  to  devote 
much  space  to  his  reviews  and  projects.  Young  reviewers, 
timid  reviewers,  and  stupid  reviewers  will  hesitate  to- 
review  an  obscure  stranger  at  length,  and  publishers  will 
employ  their  money  in  the  advertisement  of  more  flourish- 
ing promises.  Certainly  he  will  have  the  praise  of  his 
circle,  the  inestimable  admiration  of  a  few ;  but  the 
Eising  Author  knows  quite  well  that  there  is  no  body  of 
reviewers  in  the  country  prepared  to  fight  for  a  Tuan  who- 
will  not  fight  for  himself ;  and,  being  a  poor  man,  he 
reflects  that  he  will  also  have  worry  in  his  reward,  and 
that  he  will  not  only  enjoy  but  share  the  sense  of  martyr- 
dom for  his  own  good  taste ;  and,  knowing  his  own  nature, 
he  hesitates  over  certain  concomitants  of  that  renunciation. 
At  present  he  can  see  the  joke  of  his  contemporaries' 
interviews  and  attitudes,  and  (less  vividly)  the  humour  of 
his  own  ;  but,  after  some  more  years  of  poverty,  and  tlie 
postponement  of  work  and  the  hurrying  of  work,  what 
then?  And  nothing  to  set  against  it  all  but  a  terrible 
consolation  of  having  done  righteously. 

The  Eising  Author  is  now  quite  sure  of  his  mind,  for  a 
space.  It  is  an  age  when  booming  has  to  be  done ;  he 
can — '.vithin  limits — boom,  and  he  will.  He  resumes  the 
interview,  holds  it  at  arm's-length  a  blur  of  grey,  regards 
it  optimistically.  It  reallj'  does  not  look  so  awful — »o.  He 
puts  it  carefully  on  tlie  side  table.  He  paces  the  room  as 
one  whose  mind  is  cleared  of  cant.  His  eye  alights  on  the 
conical  straw  hat.     "A  red  ribbon,"  he  says,  "and  worn 
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dn  the  depth  of  winter.  The  multitudinous  idiot  would 
never  forget  that — or  me.  I  imagine  him  getting  my 
books  from  the  library,  reading  in  a  weak,  promiscuous 
way,  and  then  putting  down  the  book  to  tell  his  dear  that 
item.  .  .  .  And,  of  course,  once  the  interviewer  has  left 
the  house  I  can  burn  the  silly  thing  forthwith." 

He  becomes  illoglcally  defensive.  "  At  any  rate,"  he 
•says,  "  I  have  never  told  an  interviewer  any  lies  about  my 
work.  .  .  .  Except  that  time  when  I  invented  how  my 
books  are  written.  .  .  .  But  that  was  impromptu.  .  .  . 
One  has  to  say  something,  of  course.  .  .  .  Ah  1  and 
-that  about  eight  thousand  words  an  hour !  But  one  must 
•say  something." 

For  a  space  the  Eising  Author  contemplates  interviewing 
in  its  relation  to  lying.  He  asks  himself  what  it  matters 
-what  one  tells  this  gaping,  extraordinary  public.  You 
simply  want  to  catch  their  interest  with  something  extrava- 
gant, and  after  that.  .  .  .  But  he  knows  it  does  matter. 

The  disagreeable  thing  that  has  been  at  the  back  of  the 
!Bising  Author's  mind  now  insists  on  attention.  The 
Eising  Author  is  fairly  well  satisfied  with  his  work  beside 
the  boom  books.  It  is  stout,  and  sound,  and  himself,  and 
he  has  shirked  no  difficulties.  But  there  are  certain  other 
books.  .  .  .  Measured  by  paragraphs,  and  so  forth,  or  in 
-the  matter  of  sales,  the  Eising  Author  is  already  a  far  more 
distinguished  person  than  X,  or  Y,  or  Z.  It  is  a  ridiculous 
quibble,  a  triviality  of  etiquette,  and  yet  the  Eising  Author 
is  troubled  by  this  presentation  of  his  back  to  X,  and  Y, 
and  Z.  He  thinks  of  X  the  Master,  who  has  never  boomed, 
who  has  worked  through  years  of  neglect,  who,  only 
yesterday,  was  compared  unfavourably  with  the  Eising 
Author.  "  They  ought  to  see  after  their  own  booming," 
•says  the  Eising  Author.  And,  ' '  I  can't  hunt  up  a  man 
who  paragraphs  me  and  tell  him  his  estimate  of  X  shows 
his  quality."  The  phrase  "democratic  age"  fails  to  destroy 
■the  flavour  of  disloyalty.  There  is,  as  they  say  in  dramatic 
■circles,  further  business  with  the  conical  straw  hat ;  it 
burns  merrily. 

But  the  eminent  lucidity  of  the  Eising  Author  asserts 
itself  as  the  straws  tumble  to  dust.  The  change  is  not 
without  its  quality  of  humour.  "  After  all,"  he  says, 
"the  mischief  is  done.  There  is  such  a  thing  as  being 
interviewed  and  paragraphed  to  death.  Over-stimulation 
is  as  bad  as  neglect.  I  am  fairly  weU  known  now.  .  .  . 
And  prices  seem  steady — steady."  He  paces  the  room. 
"  I  can  afford  to  do  it,"  he  says;  "I  can  afford  to  do  it. 
And,  besides  ...  I  owe  it  to  X,  and  Y^,  and  Z  that  the 
thing  should  be  done." 


Vixi. 

I  HAVE  lived  and  I  have  loved  ; 
I  have  waked  and  I  have  slept ; 
I  Lave  sung  and  I  have  danced; 
I  have  smiled  and  .1  have  wept; 
I  have  won  and  wasted  treasure ; 
I  have  had  my  fill  of  pleasure ; 
And  all  these  things  were  weariness, 
And  some  of  them  were  dreariness. 
And  all  these  things — but  two  things 
Were  emptiness  and  pain: 
And  Love — it  was  the  best  of  them; 
And  Sleep — with  all  the  rest  of  them. 

L.  S.,  in  the  "  Sydnatj  BullHiiiJ' 


Things  Seen. 

Crime. 

A  SM.\LL  crowd  blocked  the  pavement  opposite  the  shop 
which  displays  poultry,  eggs,  and  sausages  in  profusion. 
Even  the  doorway  is  festooned  with  sausages.  Inside  two 
shopmen  were  contemplating  something  which  appeared 
to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  floor.  Standing  on  tip- 
toe, I  saw  it  was  a  very,  very  small  boy.  With  one  arm 
he  was  rubbing  his  eyes.  With  the  other — ah  I  he  had 
no  other. 

"  Eun  away  with  a  string  o'  sawsingers,"  said  a  man,  in 
answer  to  my  question.     "  Copped  'im  up  the  road  there." 

"And  'is  mother's  at  'ome  stawvin',  I  dessay,"  said  a 
woman  with  a  basket.  "  It's  a  shime  if  they  give  'im  in 
chawge." 

A  very  big  policeman  parted  a  way  through  the  crowd, 
apparently  without  seeing  it.  We  pressed  close,  and  saw 
the  policeman  take  out  a  note-book  and  write.  The 
little  boy  rubbed  his  sleeve — his  only  sleeve — across  his 
eyes. 

In  less  than  a  minute  the  policeman  returne  1  his  note- 
book to  Lis  pocket. 

"Now  then,  stand  back;  clear  away!"  he  said  with 
great  fierceness ;  and  we  fell  back  obediently,  to  let  the 
policeman  pass  with  the  little  boy,  who  had  now  no  arm 
wherewith  to  wipe  the  tears  from  his  grimy  little  face.  As 
they  passed,  the  policeman  stooped  down. 

"  Awright,"  he  said ;  "I've  got  a  sweetie  in  me  pocket." 

And  the  big  man  and  the  small  boy  went  off  in  the 
direction  of  the  police-station. 

"  That's  how  they  manufacture  criminals,"  said  a 
bystander. 


A  Family  Affair. 

I  WAS  dining  alone  at  the  smartest  restaurant  in  London 
— alone,  for  the  desire  to  watch  things  was  on  me.  Had 
Cabinet  Ministers  been  seated  at  my  table  I  should  still 
have  watched  Her,  for  she  was  the  most  radiant  creature 
I  have  ever  seen.  She  swept  into  the  room  as  if  she  had 
brought  it  over  with  her  at  the  Conquest,  a  tiara  flashing 
in  her  copper-coloured  hair.  Her  feet  tripped  to  the 
wanton  music ;  tripped  through  an  avenue  of  obsequious 
waiters.  Her  silken  petticoats  swished ;  her  satin  gown 
shimmered ;  her  triumphant  eyes  danced.  Just  beyond 
where  I  sat  she  must  pass  the  screen  behind  which  the 
scullions  received  the  dishes  from  the  head  waiters.  Of 
one  of  them  I  caught  glimpses — an  undersized,  mean- 
looking  man,  with  straggling  sandy  whiskers,  and  a  fringe 
of  sandy  hair  round  his  bald  head.  As  she  sailed  past 
him,  a  gleam  of  recognition  passed  between  them.  Odd ! 
I  thought.  Indeed,  so  odd  did  it  seem,  that  I  thouglit  of 
nothing  else  through  that  long  dinner.  An  hour  later, 
the  sparkle  of  champagne  in  her  eyes,  she  again  sailed 
triumphantly  down  the  room,  and,  as  she  passed  the 
screen,  again  that  gleam  of  recognition  passed  between 
her  and  the  sandy- whiskered  little  man.    I  strolled  towards 
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tlio  screen.  "You  know  that  lady?"  I  said.  The 
Hc^uUion's  cunninj!;  cyns  mot  mine.  "  We're  brotJior  and 
sister,"  lie  ohuuklod,  llicking  his  napkin  over  a  plate. 
"Weill    well  I   Jane  always   had  the  bulge  over  me  in 

looks." 


D'Annunzio  and  Incense. 

Gaiiriki.e  d'Anjiunzio  has  just  recently  been  interviewed 
at  his  magnificent  villa,  "  Capponcina,"  in  the  Florentine 
siiburl)  of  Settignano.  The  enthusiastic  interviewer's 
(losoription  of  his  apartments  and  furniture  is  almost  as 
good  as  a  page  from  one  of  d'Annun/io's  novels.  Hero 
is  an  example : 

A  servant  led  us  through  a  lofty  entrance  hall  and 
corridor  into  a  suporb  room,  over  the  door  of  which  I 
remarked,  embedded  in  marble,  the  siguificant  carved 
words,  "  Gabriel  Nuncius."  A  subdued,  greenish  radiance 
pervaded  the  room ;  the  walls  were  hung  with  exquisite 
flower-bordered  Gobelin  tapestry,  as  a  background  for 
bas-reliefs  in  majolica  and  terra-cotta.  On  the  large 
table  and  antique  cabinets  shimmered  statuettes,  rare 
uhjets  d\trt,  choice  Greek  bronzes,  the  Madonna  of  Ducci, 
&c.  In  one  corner  was  a  dainty  spinotte  decorated  by  a 
seventeenth  century  pencil  in  a  delicate  rosebud  design. 
A  Pompeian  jug  held  a  nosegay  of  violets,  which  filled 
the  air  with  their  fragrance. 


Into  this  violet -scented,  mysteriously -lighted  room  the 
slender  figure  of  the  poet  entered  from  behind  a  portiere 
of  dark  purple  velvet.  He  discoursed  frankly  in  his 
"melodious  voice"  on  the  contents  of  his  new  novel, 
//  Fiweo,  which  is  to  be  jiublished  at  the  end  of  the 
month ;  and  discussed  his  pet  ambition  of  founding  an 
ideal  theatre  in  Italy  on  the  Bayreuth  model,  thus  inau- 
gurating a  revival  of  the  Italian  drama.  In  d'Annunzio's 
oi^inion,  the  drama  at  its  best  is  the  highest  and  most 
effective  expression  of  art.  Apropos,  he  talked  of  a  play 
that  he  has  just  completed,  and  of  two  he  intends  to 
write.  Frale  Sole,  of  which  the  central  interest  will  be 
the  mystic  figure  of  the  Saint  of  Assisi,  and  Za  Tra- 
gedia  della  Folia,  dealing  with  the  tragic  elements  of  here- 
ditary insanity,  a  congenial  theme  to  the  author  of  Vergine 
della  Rocee. 

The  interview  ends  as  it  begins,  with  an  inventory  of 

Ihric-(i-brac.  D'Annunzio's  dining-room,  we  are  told,  is  a 
veritable  "  Cinquecentist  refectory,"  where,  in  a  shadowy 
recess,  the  bust  of  Donna  Luigia  Gonzaga,  watches  over  a 

ij     costly  old  edition  of  Petrarch,  opened  at  the  third  chapter  of 

I  the  Trionfa  d'Amore.  In  the  four  comers  of  d'Annunzio's 
bedroom  stand  statues  ascribed  to  a  Master  of  the 
IJenaissance.  The  bed  is  low  and  broad,  covered  with 
brocade  embroidered  with  lilies  in  gold  thread.  Above  it 
hang  triangular  jewelled  frames,  in  which,  translated  by 
tlie  poet  and  reverently  written  out  in  his  own  hand,  are 
the  immortal  verses  put  into  Helen's  mouth  by  Homer. 
"n    the    opposite   wall   hangs   the   stem,    calm   mask   of 

y    Beethoven. 

I  No  wonder  that  the  interviewer,  when  he  quitted  the 
villa  and  stood  beneath  "the  sunset  sky,"  could  find  only 
Due  word  to  express  his  ecstasy,  the  word  "  Gloria." 


UB.  ANBRBW  LAXQ  AS  SEKN  BY 
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The  Contributors'   Playground. 

Balditude. 

The  state  of  being  bald — or  balditude,  as  the  king  in 
Hicckleberrij  Finn  called  it — would  seem,  if  the  literature  of 
advertisement  is  any  sign,  to  be  on  the  increase.  No 
student  of  the  hoardings  can  fail  to  be  ignorant  that 
even  dramatist-novelist-humorists  feel  it  their  duty,  once 
having  acquired  a  recipe  against  this  calamity,  to  pass  it 
on  to  their  fellow  men.  There  was  a  time  when  the  author 
and  the  capillary  artist  were  separate  and  distinct,  but 
to-day  authors  are  also  our  friends.  Going  back  to  the 
Elizabethans,  however,  the  example  of  the  particular 
gentleman  in  question  can  be  matched  ;  for  we  come  then 
upon  Gervase  Markham,  a  very  various  and  enterprising 
man  of  letters,  whose  works  include  plays,  poems,  manuals 
upon  farriery,  sport  and  agriculture,  and  complete  guides 
to  cooking  and  medicine.  Among  his  prescriptions  in  the 
medicine  book  are  two  which,  if  of  use  to  our  thinly- 
thatched  ancestors  of  the  seventeenth  century,  may  be  of 
use  to-day.  This  is  one,  and  it  is  quoted  here  in  a  spirit  of 
purest  altruism:  "To  breed  hair,  take  Southernwood, 
and  burn  it  to  ashes,  and  mix  it  with  common  oyl,  then 
anoint  the  bald  place  therewith  morning  and  evening  and 
it  will  breed  hair  exceedingly."  One  cannot  see  any 
reason  why  the  efficacy  of  this  remedy  should  have 
suffered  detriment.  The  other  is  more  sticky :  "  Take 
treacle-water  and  honey,  boil  them  together,  and  wet  a 
cloth  therein,  and  lay  it  where  you  would  have  hair  to 
grow,  and  it  will  come  speedily."  What  man  has  done, 
says  someone,  man  can  do.  Hence,  if  man  ever  prodiiced 
hair  in  this  particularly  messy  way,  let  him  do  so  again. 
Personally,  I  am  hirsute  enough. 

J.    JOLLIBOY    (of   JoLLIBOY    &    Son). 


Parables. 
Comfort. 
A  WISE  book  and  a  foolish  book  lay  waiting  review. 

"They  are  a  long  time  coming,"  whispered  the  Wise 
Book.     "  Eeally,  I  begin  to  feel  quite  nervous." 

"Pooh!"  laughed  the  Foolish  Book.  "The  chances 
are  that  they  will  never  see  us;  and,  in  any  case,  it  is 
pretty  sure  to  be  my  turn  first." 

Probed. 

"  An  thy  skUl  be  sufficient,"  quoth  the  king,  "  the 
place  is  thine.  .  .  .  But  I  doubt  thy  skill." 

"  My  lord,"  protested  the  lutanist,  "I  ask  for  nothing 
better  than  a  trial." 

' '  Well,  we  will  have  them  bring  thee  instruments. 
Meanwhile,  what  thinkest  th'ou  of  mankind  ?  " 

"Rogues  all!" 

"Now  I  know  that  thou'rt  an  iU  performer,"  quoth  the 
king. 

New  Light. 

A  poet  who  had  written  many  choice  verses  was  bidden 
to  the  palace. 

And  being  advised  of  his  arrival,  one  of  the  princesses 
hastened  from  her  bower  to  gaze  upon  him, 


And  behold  he  sat  below  the  salt,  partaking  lustily  of  a 
pasty. 

"  Heart  and  body  o'  me !  "gasped  the  princess ;  "  why, 
the  feUow  eats !  " 

Contradiction. 

"Footle!  "  said  one  reviewer. 
"  Fine  work  !  "  said  another. 

"  I  am  persuaded  that  both  of  you  are  right,"  said  the 
author. 

Pleased. 

"  Tell 's  a  tale,"  quoth  Bottom. 

And  the  youth  told  him  a  tale  that  was  half  a  jest  and 
half  a  sadness. 

"You  have  some  skill,"  observed  Bottom.  "  Here  are 
pence."  T.  W.  H.  C. 


Coy  Gillian  Kissed. 

(A  Song.) 

"  The  whole  viUapje,  the  town  will  ttock  to  the  spot  where 
some  wretched  adventure  takes  place  ;  but  there  are  none 
will  pause  for  an  instant  and  let  their  eyes  rest  on  a  kiss,  on  a 
vision  of  beauty  that  gladdens  the  soul,  a  ray  of  love  that 
illumines  the  heart." 

M.  Maeterlinck:  "  Wisdom  and  JJcdiiii/." 

I. 

0  Gillian,  my  winsome  ! 

I  kissed  thee,  good  lack, 

1  kissed  thee,  for  in  some 
Sweet  eyes  Love  kissed  back  : 

Coy  Love  in  eyes  basking 

(Is't  not,  dearie,  so  ?), 
Cries  "Have  for  the  asking  I  " 

Sing  hey  nonny  no  ! 

II. 

Sky's  blue,  and  tiu-f's  grassy. 

Life's  sweet,  but  ah  me  I 
Without  winsome  wee  lassie 

'Tis  bitt«r  't  would  be. 
So  I  kiss  thee,  good  earnest, 

Love  prompt«th  me  so, 
And  thou  ?  ah,  thou  turnest — 

Sing  hey  nonny  no ! 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

Admiual  Maxse,  who  fought  the  magistrates  the  other 
day  for  a  music  and  dancing  licence  at  the  Prince's  Skating 
Club  at  Knightsbridge,  and  who  more  or  less  succeeded 
in  his  application,  despite  the  preposterous  opposition  of 
the  barracks  across  the  way,  is  the  same  Admiral  Maxse  to 
whom  Modern  Love  is  dedicated,  "in  constant  friendship," 
by  Mr.  George  Meredith,  and  who  is  supposed  to  be  to  some 
extent  the  prototype  of  the  hero  in  Beauchamp's  Career. 


The  death  of  Mrs.  Bishop,  an  Irishwoman  by  birth  (she 
was  a  sister  of  Judge  O'Connor  Morris),  removes  a  lady 
whose  name  is  known  perhaps  to  few  outside  the  largo 
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circle  of  her  frienda  and  a(X|ualntanceB.  For  yean  her 
houBo  in  I'rince  of  WiUes' -terrace  was  a  rendezvous  of 
authors  aud  journaliHtH,  Churchmen  and  politicians,  as  well 
as  of  Frencli  men  and  women  of  distinction.  (Jne  habilueg 
was  Mrs.  Aujjustus  Graven,  a  member  of  tlio  delightful 
Do  la  Ferronnays  fuuiily,  whom  one  knows  so  intimately 
through  lior  Ilecil  d'une  Saur ;  and  after  Mrs.  Craven's 
death  her  "Life"  was  written  by  Mrs.  Bishop.  In  that 
drawing-room  in  Prince  of  Wales' -terrace  great  things 
were  done.  There  one  heard  Coventry  Patmore  read 
aloud  his  Odes,  and  Mr.  Euskin  lecture  to  an  audience  of 
guests  on  the  occasion  of  one  of  his  last  appearances  in 
general  society. 


That  was  in  the  June  of  the  year  1883.  The  Professor, 
as  Mr.  Ruskin  was  then  commonly  called — and  the  name 
suited  him  who  was,  and  was  proud  to  be,  a  teacher — 
had  had  his  first  illness ;  and  his  coming  into  the  world 
again  was  something  in  the  nature  of  a  resurrection. 
Such,  at  loast,  it  seemed  to  some ;  and  there  was  about 
the  whole  man  a  spiritual  presence  belonging  only 
to  those  who,  in  one  way  or  other,  are  dead  to  this 
world.  During  his  illness  he  had  grown  his  brown 
beard,  and  liis  thick  brown  hair  was  brushed  close  to 
his  head,  which  is  abnormally  flat  at  the  top ;  so  that, 
at  a  little  distance,  he  looked  like  the  picture  of  a 
liooded  Capuchin  Friar.  Nor  would  that  description 
have  been  one  he  would  wish  to  repudiate.  For  the  Pro- 
fessor had  been  dreaming  many  dreams  during  his  illness 
and  before  it,  and  once  he  had  dreamt  that  he  was  a  friar 
of  St.  Francis.  After  that,  in  actual  waking  life,  he  was 
in  Eome,  and  each  day,  on  the  steps  of  the  Pincio,  within 
sight  of  the  window  which  slowly  grew  "  a  glimmering 
scjuare"  to  the  dying  eyes  of  Keats,  he  used  to  give  alms  to 
an  old  beggar-man.  The  beggar-man  once  kissed  his  hand, 
whereupon  the  benefactor — all  Englishman  and  a  Professor 
though  he  was— stooped  down,  on  an  impulse,  and  kissed 
the  beggar  on  the  cheek.  On  the  nest  day  the  beggar 
came  to  his  lodging  with  tears  of  gratitude  and  with  an 
offering — a  shred  of  the  brown  robe  which  had  once  been 
worn  by  St.  Francis.  Then  the  Professor  remembered  his 
old  dream,  that  he,  too,  was  a  Franciscan ;  and  he  set  oil  to 
Assisi  and  to  the  convent  of  St.  Francis,  where  he  had  his 
reward  in  a  sight  of  the  frescoes  of  Giotto,  and  much  more 
besides. 


But  now  he  was  back,  for  the  moment,  in  a  London 
drawing-room,  face  to  face  with  an  audience  of  friends. 
{It  is  only  fifteen  years  ago,  yet  what  changes,  what 
endings,  what  tragedies,  come  to  mind  as  one  recalls  tliat 
I  interesting  group!  Mr.  Lowell  was  there,  man  of  the 
world,  man  of  two  continents,  and  hence  doubly  mundane, 
^yet  also  man  of  letters ;  alas  I  mundane  now  no  more. 
iMatthew  Arnold  was  there,  mundane  too,  by  the  measure 
of  the  man  he  had  come  to  hear :  not  of  this  world  any 
more.  Lord  Loighton  came  late,  and  came  late  purposely, 
jnervous  lest  his  sensitiveness  should  be  shattered  by  some 
sally  of  that  lecturer  of  whom,  as  a  critic,  it  had  once  been 
said:  "Damn  him,  why  doesn't  ho  back  his  friends?" 
That  sensitive  presence  is  ours  no  more;  nor  is  that  of 
Sir  Edward  Bume-Jones,  who  sunned  himself  that  after- 


noon in  Buakin'B  farour.  MiMTtan  Ingelow,  a  true  woman, 
and  therefore  sure  of  Raskin,  was  there;  but  ahn  ia  not  here. 
Mr.  Hutton,  of  the  Spedalor,  sat  beside  Mr.  Knowles  of 
the  Niiuttenth  Century,  a  contrast  in  editors,  of  whom  one 
is  taken  and  the  other  left.  And  others  of  the  then  young 
generation  are  of  the  elder  now — Miss  Gladstone,  great 
then  as  a  daughter,  and  Jlallani  Tennyson,  groat  tliim  as 
a  son.  He,  perhaps,  was  a  little  bored  by  talk  about 
"  Francesca's  Book,"  and  took  notes  of  that  blue  tie  of 
the  lecturer  of  which  he  was  to  teU  us  in  his  father's 
future  biography.  It  was  the  eye,  rather  than  the  tie, 
to  tell  the  truth,  tliat  caught  you,  whether  you  would  or 
not :  a  distracting  heavenliness.  So  blue  an  eye,  indeed,  is 
Mr.  Buskin's  that  one  must  be  resigned  if  some  future 
disciple  lays  down  the  a.xiom  that  to  be  an  art  critic  your 
eye  must  be  blue;  just  as  l^Ir.  Buskin  himself  has 
declared,  from  his  own  obsen'ation,  knowledge,  and  inner 
consciousness,  that  to  paint  well  your  eye  must  be  g^y. 


Th£  lecture  was  a  good  deal  about  Miss  Frances 
Ale.\ander,  that  American  lady  who  had  then  spent  half 
her  life  among  the  peasants  of  Tuscany,  studying  their 
manners,  their  songs,  their  legends,  their  religion.  Then 
the  lecturer  spoke  of  children's  books — their  needed  grace, 
their  imagination,  their  sweet  mission  in  dealing  with 
peace,  dutifulness,  and  innocence.  Kate  Greenaway,  ho 
said,  he  adored ;  and,  catching  sight  of  coy  Lord  Leighton, 
he  congratulated  liim  on  having  so  much  of  the  Goth  in 
him  that  he  cared  to  show  the  world  the  childhood  of 
a  goddess.  Lord  Leighton  was  not  quite  sure  how  to 
take  it ;  and  the  Professor  went  on  quickly  to  say  that  it 
was  only  when  Christianity  was  fully  interpreted  to  the 
nations  that  the  Woman  and  Child  became  the  centre 
of  all  that  was  beautiful  and  pure  in  Nature  and  in  Art. 
Coming  to  modern  authors.  Buskin — with  whom  Mr. 
Henley  would  be  one  for  once — paid  homage  to  Dickens 
as  a  benefactor  of  the  child ;  but  no  word  had  he  for 
George  Eliot,  an  author  he  had  scorned.  And  all  this  was 
gaily  interspersed  with  denunciations  of  railway  bridges, 
steam  printing-presses,  mowing  machines,  and  the  Timts 
newspaper.  Mrs.  Bishop  was  a  happy  hostess  that  after- 
noon, or  shoidd  have  been ;  but  when  you  cong^atulateil 
her  she  only  replied :  "  What  a  pity  that  Mr.  Browning 
could  not  come." 


TuE  ceremony  of  "pricking  for  sheriffs"  on  "the 
morrow  of  St.  Martin  "  often  reads  as  if  it  would  be  inter- 
esting. Judged  by  the  other  day's  instance,  it  was  stale 
as  any  ceremony  could  be.  How  diill  it  was  may  be 
judged  from  the  thing  that  was  accounted  as  wit  in  its 
sombre  environment.  One  gentleman  begged  to  be  excused 
service  for  Leicestershire  as  he  had  "  not  a  foot  of  land  in 
the  county."  Near  to  his  case  was  that  of  another  beggar- 
off  with  the  plea  that  he  had  "  no  foot "  at  all :  whence 
immense  merriment,  hugely  increased  when  a  wag  observed 
that  of  course  he  "  could  not  stand  "  for  the  post.  When 
the  Court  amuses  itself,  emd  it  is  a  Law  Court,  no  reporter 
should  be  there.  This  fact  is  so  well  appreciated  by  one 
of  the  judges  that,  before  making  a  joke,  he  always  asks 
his  clerk  if  the  particular  reporter  of  the  paper  the  Judge 
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reads  is  in  Court.     Only  when  that  reporter  is  away  does 
the  humour  of  the  Judge  have  its  play. 


GboD  luck  to  Mr.  H.  B.  Baildon  ;  may  he  prosper  in  his 
attomjits  to  brinj^  Germany  and  Austria  to  a  better  under- 
standing of  English  literaturfe !  He  is  now  lecturing  in  the 
University  of  Vienna — the  Vienna,  as  we  know,  of  Marie 
Corelli  rather  than  of  George  Eliot — just  as  he  has  in  past 
days  lectured  in  Germany — the  Germany  of  Ben  Jlur 
(perhaps  it  is  Mr.  Baildon  himself  who  is  the  authority  for 
this  in  an  amusing  Pall  Mall  Gazette  article  this  week)  rather 
than  of  Marry  Richmond.  Meredith  they  do  not  know, 
nor  Kipling — but  Bellamy.  That  is  the  way  everywhere 
abroad.  Mr.  Baildon,  then,  in  his  lectures  to  young  Vienna 
on  modem  English  writers,  has  something  of  a  business  in 
hand. 


One  part  of  this  task  Mr.  Baildon  will  approach  with 
sing^ar  felicity — that  which  deals  with  the  writings  of 
his  old  schoolfellow,  Eobert  Louis  Stevenson.  They  were 
associated  editors — these  two — of  a  schoolboy  magazine, 
written  and  illustrated  by  their  own  hands.  It  was  only 
when  E.  L.  S.  made  the  dining-room  of  the  BaUdon  house- 
hold the  scene  in  fiction  of  a  gruesome  murder  that  Mr. 
Baildon,  senior,  interposed,  and  that  Mr.  Baildon  junior 
was  obliged  to  sever  his  connexion,  as  they  say,  with  the 
MS.  periodical.  The  trick  was  an  inveterate  one  with 
"E.  L.  S.,"  as  Mr.  "William  Archer  could  bear  witness  in 
the  matter  of  an  address  given  in  The  Wrong  Box. 


Mu.  A.  J.  Balfoitr,  at  Canford  Manor,  as  the  guest  of 
Lady  AViiuborne,  will  no  doubt  hear  echoes  of  "  the 
Catholic  Eevival"  controversy,  to  which  his  hostess  has 
added  fuel  by  her  rather  belated  and  innocent  letters  to 
the  Times,  but  on  which  Mr.  Balfour  himself  has  tlirown 
cold  water.  A  copy  of  the  Times  of  Wednesday,  open  at 
the  last  letter  of  Sir  William  Harcourt  as  Reformer- 
General,  was  no  doubt  left  prominently  about  where  it 
might  meet  the  eye  of  the  golfing  guest. 


TuK  two  portraits  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  to  be 
painted  by  Mr.  Sargent,  E.A.,  are  both  of  them  the 
commissions  of  members  of  the  Bussell  family. 


The    Book    Market. 

The  Six   Best  Selling   Books. 

We  gather  from  the  lists  given  lielow,  each  of  which  has 
been  supplied  to  us  by  a  bookseller,  that  the  following 
books  are  in  most  demand  at  the  present  moment.  We 
place  them  in  order  of  popularity,  and  append  to  each  the 
number  of  votes  it  has  received  : 

1.  With  Kitchener  to  Khartum,  12. 

2.  The  Day's  Work,  9. 

3.  The  Castle  Inn,  6. 

4.  Aylwin,  .5. 

/  The  Red  Axe,  \ 

o.  <  The  Battle  of  the  Strong,  |  3  each. 
'  Rupert  of  ITentiau 


The  lists  upon  which  the  above  statement  is  based  have 
been  supplied  to  us  by  booksellers  in  London,  Dublin, 
Manchester,  Leeds,  Bristol,  Newcastle,  and  other  large 
centres,  and  they  are  as  follows : 

LONDON  (W.). 
Gainsborough  :  His  Place  in  English  Art.    Armstrong. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.    .Stoeveus. 
In  the  Forbidden  Land.     Landor. 
Through  Asia.     Sven  Hedin. 
Aylwin.     Watts-Dunton. 
The  Castle  Inn.    Weyman. 

LONDON  (K.O.). 
London  Types.     Nicholson  and  Ilenlcy. 
Forgotten  Children's  Books.     Tuer. 
Bismarck.    Busch. 
The  Encyclopii^dia  of  Sport. 
Aylwin.     Watts-Dunton. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.    Steevcns. 

DUBLIN. 
The  Day's  Work.     Kipling. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.    Steevens. 
Gainsborough  :  His  Place  in  English  Art.    Armstrong. 
Aylwin.     Watts-Dunton. 
John  Splendid.     Munro. 
High  Crosses  of  Castle  Dermot,  \;c.    Stoke. 

MANCHESTER. 
The  Day's  Work.    Kipling. 
Aylwin.     Watta-Dunton. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.     Steevens. 
The  Battle  of  the  Strong.    Gilbert  Parker. 
Sea  Urchins.    .Jacobs. 
A  Deliverance.     Monkhouse. 

BIHMINGHAM. 
The  Day's  Work.    Kipling. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.    Steevens. 
The  Castle  Inn.     Wejman. 
Hodcn's  Corner.     Mcrrimaii. 
Aylwin.     Watts-Dunton. 
The  Red  Axe.    Crockett. 

CHELTENHAM. 
Sea  Urchins.    Jacobs. 
The  Castle  Inn.     Weyman. 
Hope  the  Hermit.    Edna  Lyall. 
Concerning  Isabel  Carnaby.    Fowler. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.    Steevens. 
In  the  Forbidden  Land.    Landor. 

BRISTOL. 
Phases  of  My  Life.     Pigou. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.     Steevens. 
The  Red  Axe.    Crockett. 
The  Day's  Work.     Kipling. 
The  Battle  of  the  Strong.     Parker. 
Rupert  of  Hentzau.     Hope 

LEEDS. 
Rupert  of  Hentzau.    Hope. 
The  Day's  Work.     Kipling. 
Second  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow.    Jerome. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.     Steevens. 
Fire  and  Sword  in  the  .'>oudan.    Slatiu  Pusha. 
Secret  History  of  the  Oxford  Movement.     Walsh. 

NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNB. 
In  the  Forbidden  Land.    Landor. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.    Steevens. 
The  Caatle  Inn.     Weyman, 
Windyhaugh.    Travers. 
A  Fatal  Gift.    Moore. 
Secret  History  of  the  Oxford  Movement.    Walsh. 
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EXETEB. 
Ronndabout  Rhymr?.    Dearmer. 
Forty-one  Years  in  India.     Robert». 
The  Catitln  Inn.     Weyman. 
Omar  Khayyam.     Fit/.Qcrald. 
The  Day's  Work.     Kiplin^r. 
Fire  and  Sword  in  the  Soudan.     Slatin  Panha. 

EASTBOURNE. 
With  Kitchener  to  Khartum,    Steereni. 
The  Day's  Work.     Kiplinfr. 
Xhe  Castle  (nn.     Weyman. 
Across  the  World  for  a  Wife.     Boothby, 
Boden's  Corner.    Merriman. 
Hope  the  Hermit.    Edna  Lyall. 

BUXTON. 

With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.    Sceevens. 

The  Bed  Axe.    Crockett. 

The  Castle  Inn.    Weyman. 

Gloria  Mundi.    Frederic. 

Windyhaugh.    Travers. 

The  Battle  of  the  Strong.    Parker. 

DARLINGTON. 

With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.      Steevens. 
Rupert  of  Hentzau.      Hope. 
Memoir  of  Bishop  Walsham  How. 
Forty-one  Years  in  India.      Boberts. 
Concerning  Isabel  Camaby.     Fowler. 
The  Day's  Work.       Kiplintr. 

CAMBRIDGE. 
Kipling. 


The  Day's  Work 

Sea  Urchins.      .Jacobs. 

The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Mark. 

The  First  Epistle  of  Peter.      Hort. 

With  Kitchener  to  Khartum.      Steevens, 

London  Types.      Nicholson  Si  Henley. 


Swete. 


Notes. 

Some  of  our  correspondents  add  interesting  remarks  to 
Keir  lists,  a  selection  of  which  we  print : 

Birm[N(;ham. — The  present  season  has  opened  well,  and  there  is 
very  prospect  of  a  busy  time  between  now  and  Christmas.  The 
lie  of  the  six-shilling  novel  is  remarkable  ;  the  pessimistic  remarks 
re  sometimes  hear,  that  the  deman^l  will  not  continne,  does  not 
pply  to  the  Midland  Counties.  A  pleasing  feature  of  our  fiction 
apartment  is  that  there  is  no  demand  now  for  the  morbid,  self- 
nalyring  problem  novel.  Messrs.  Blackwoo'l  are  to  be  congratu- 
tted  on  publishing  \\'it/i  Kitc/iener  to  Khartum,  not  only  at  a 
tost  opportune  time,  but  at  a  popular  price.  Its  great  succesa 
bonld  induce  other  publishers  to  i«ue  Travels,  Explorations,  and 
biographies  at  a  similar  price.  Are  authors  and  publishers  aware 
f  the  great  demand  for  humorous  works  of  fiction  .'  Every  day 
'e  have  frequent  inquiries  for  "something  really  fanny."  The 
nly  two  humorous  books  of  the  year — Jerome's  A-mnd  Tliout/hft 
ad  Jacobs'  Sia  f'rrhiiu — have  had  an  enormous  sale. 
Hanchehteb.— Mr.  Crockett's /^-i  Axr  is  having  a  better  sale 
lan  his  last  book,  the  fitamlard  Bearir.  Prolific  auchors appear  to 
te  out  their  patroni>.  At  present  Anthony  Hope  is  at  his  high- 
iter  mark.  Other  authors  who  have  been  prominent  are  very 
iMh  on  the  wane.  Authors  who  have  published  twelve  books 
wnld  be  suppressed.  There  is  no  demand  here  for  the  newest  book 
(  an  author  who  is  in  the  first  rank  of  novelists  —  Sir  Walter 
RcMnt.  The  steady  ?ale  of  Edna  Lyall's  novels  is  noteworthy.  The 
videnoe  of  the  approach  of  the  Christmas  trade  is  at  present  slight, 
mild  weather  being  unfavourable  to  the  bookseller.  Speaking 
inlly,  we  are  suffering  from  a  superabundance  of  publiahers 
fth  a  falling  demand  on  the  part  of  the  public,  who  are  wasting 
ir  time  in  skimming  a  nuicb.^r   of  trivial  magazines. 


Lkkdh. — We  are  patiently  waiting  for  the  Chrlalmaa  "  nub," 
bat  it  has  not  yet  ahown  signi  of  comiog, 

Eahthoubnb.— The  sale  of  book*  i*  np  to  the  averaire  of  oUmt 
yean,  but  the  antnmn  rush  haii  not  yet  oomm«Doe<l. 

London  (E.C.).— There  are  good  proopecbi  of  a  bony  asMon  ;  bat 
the  output  is  enormoiu,  and  no  bookseller'*  shelves  ooulil  bold  a 
tithe  of  the  book*  ianied. 

London  (W.). — Trade  i*  now  very  good,  and  there  is  every 
likelihood  of  its  continuing  so. 


Drama. 


Mr.    Wyndham   as   Trajijedian. 

An  old  habilui  of  the  Criterion  who  droppe<l  into  the 
theatre  after  six  months'  absence  would  hardly  know  it 
again.  True,  there  are  familiar  names  on  the  hill,  in- 
cluding Mr.  Wyndham's ;  true,  also,  that  the  title  of  tlie 
play  is  "  The  Jest,"  which  is  of  promising  augury,  for  I 
have  my  doubts  about  the  authenticity  of  that  Spanish 
proverb  quoted  in  the  bill,  and  that  the  authors  are  those 
who  gave  us  a  few  years  ago  a  delightful  come<ly  of  old 
English  manners  called  "  Bosemary."  But  the  atmosphere 
of  the  place  is  wholly  changed.  The  bright  little  theatre 
that  has  so  long  resounde<l  with  laughter  is  now  the 
scene  of  sighs  and  tears ;  gloom  has  marked  it  for  ita 
own;  Mr.  Wyndham,  prince  of  light  comeclians,  has 
turned  tragedian.  Actors,  it  is  commonly  said,  and  with 
truth,  are  the  worst  judges  of  their  own  powers;  but 
though  Liston's  ambition  was  to  play  Othello,  and  ^Ir. 
Tree,  being  his  own  master,  is  actually  playing  D'Artagnan 
(while  I,  for  my  part,  would  cast  him  for  Richelieu),  no 
one  could  have  been  prepared  for  such  a  transformation  at 
the  Criterion.  Prom  Sir  Charles  Deering  in  "  The  Liars  " 
to  Cesare  in  "The  Jest"  is  more  than  a  step:  it  is  the 
bridging  of  a  gulf ;  and,  however  excellent  a  quality 
versatility  in  an  actor  may  be,  it  may,  like  other  things, 
be  bought  too  dear.  Mr.  Wyndham  had  no  need  to  show 
that  he  is  too  sound  and  well-graced  an  actor  to  pla}*  any 
part  badly,  even  one  tliat  is  wholly  outside  his  natural 
line.  We  knew  it  before;  and  his  best  admirers  would 
also  have  been  content  to  believe,  what  he  is  now  at  pains 
to  prove,  that  the  brightest  comedian  in  modem  farce  may 
bo  an  indifferent  tragedian  in  what  the  French  call  "lea 
manteaux."  Presumably  this  production  of  ' '  The  Jest  "  at 
the  Criterion  is  the  latest  manifestation  of  the  crazo  for 
costume  drama  which  has  attacked  the  West  End  actor- 
manager.  Mr.  Wyndham's  position  one  can  understand, 
while  deploring  it.  It  is  less  easy  to  enter  into  the  spirit 
of  the  authors  of  "  The  Jest,"  who,  in  writing  this  play 
and  its  sister-work,  "  The  Termagant,"  which  preceded  it, 
could  not  have  been  hypnotised,  as  managers  subsequently 
appear  to  have  been,  by  the  triumphs  of  "Cyrano  de 
Bergerac."  Mr.  L.  N.  Parker  at  least  has  shown  so  much 
originality,  vivacity,  and  resource  in  modem  drama,  that 
in  fiddressing  himself  to  medinival  tragedy,  for  which  he 
lacks  the  necessary  poetic  aptitude,  he  reminds  one  of  a 
combatant  who  goes  into  the  fray  with  one  hand  tied 
behind  his  back. 

It  has  been  suggested  that  plots  like  those  of  "The 
Termagant "  and  "  The  Jest  "  are  tricked  out  in  costume 
because  they  are  too  meagre  and  unsatisfactory  to  serve  as 
modem  drama,  and  frankly  there  may  b     something  in 
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that.  A  resort  to  costume,  otherwise  a  scene  remote  both 
in  point  of  place  and  time,  is  justifiable  only  when  the 
dramatist  can  thereby  avail  himself  of  devices  not  per- 
missible under  modem  social  conditions.  By  no  possibility, 
for  instance,  could  "the  three  Musketeers"  be  modern- 
ised into  Life-Guardsmen,  Militiamen,  or  Volunteers.  But 
what  of  "  The  Jest  "  ?  Two  men,  Cesare  and  Cosmo,  who 
are  Mr.  Wyndham  and  Mr.  Kyrle  Bellew  respectively,  are 
in  love  with  FioreUa,  otherwise  Miss  Mary  Moore.  Thoy 
press  their  suit,  and  the  lady  favours  first  the  one,  then 
the  other,  and  finally,  in  Cosmo's  absence,  marries  Cesare. 
Certain  faits  et  gestes  on  her  part,  however,  gives  Cesare 
ground  for  suspicion  that  he  does  not  possess  her  heart, 
on  which  subject  he  soliloquises  at  great  length.  Mean- 
while, Cosmo,  who,  taking  a  leaf  out  of  Cesare's  book,  has 
covered  himself  with  distinction,  returns  upon  the  scene  to 
ask  the  fickle  heroine,  somewhat  late  in  the  day,  to  choose 
between  him  and  his  rival.  To  his  disgust  he  learns  that 
she  is  married.  At  this  juncture  Cesare  meets  with  a  fatal 
accident — as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  is  stabbed  by  a  half- 
witted clown,  but  he  might  equally  well,  if  the  play  were 
modernised,  be  run  over  in  the  street  or  maimed  in  a  rail- 
way collision — whereupon,  with  his  last  breath,  he  recalls 
the  despondent  Cosmo  and  formally  makes  over  to  him  his 
wife,  the  latter  having  apparently  no  objection  to  the 
transfer. 

Now  what  in  this  story  is  incapable  of  being  modernised  ? 
And  if  this  were  done,  if  Cesare  and  Cosmo  instead  of 
being  mediaeval  Genoese  cavaliers  were  a  successful  com- 
pany promoter  and  a  young  stockbroker,  and  if  Fiorella 
kept  a  bonnet-shop  in  Bond- street — I  am  not  particular  to 
this  combination,  you  can  imagine  any  other  you  like — how 
would  the  story  look  as  the  sum  and  substance  of  a  four- 
act  play  ?  Thin,  surely.  Indeed,  one  may  doubt  whether 
Messrs.  L.  N.  Parker  and  Murray  Carson  would  have 
dared  to  present  it  in  modern  guise,  for,  besides  the  com- 
plication described,  there  is  nothing  in  "The  Jest"  but 
padding.  Nor  is  meagreness  the  only  defect  of  the  play  : 
vagueness  is  another  and  a  worse.  The  triangular  love 
affair  is  exasperatingly  indefinite.  One  never  knows  for 
certain  what  the  heroine's  feelings  are,  and,  that  being 
so,  all  the  rhapsodies,  raptures,  and  self-communings  of 
Cesare  and  Cosmo  are  indulged  in  vamly,  because  one 
finds  it  impossible  to  allocate  one's  sympathies.  The 
attraction  of  such  a  part  as  Cesare  to  Mr.  Wyndham  is 
hard  to  understand.  It  is  not  congenial  to  him  to  wear 
a  cloak  and  sword  (with  an  occasional  change  to  chain- 
armour)  ;  and  his  familiar  comedy  manner,  his  Sir  Charles 
Deering  intonation,  crops  up  now  and  again  with  grotesque 
effect.  Something  in  the  distinguished  comedian's  easy 
demeanour,  in  the  droop  of  his  shoulders,  in  the  play  of 
his  hands,  in  the  modulation  of  his  voice,  betrays  his  nine- 
teenth century  origin,  fhe  cavaliers  of  old,  accustomed 
to  armour,  must  have  borne  themselves  more  stiffly,  and 
must  have  accommodated  their  speech  to  their  bearing. 
Mr.  Bellew  is  more  in  the  picture ;  he  does  possess  the 
romantic  style,  though  he  mars  it  with  one  or  two 
mannerisms,  notably  a  tendency  to  attitudinise.  Miss 
Mary  Moore,  for  her  part,  is  Miss  Mary  Moore.  In  no 
respect  indeed  can  Mr.  Wyndham's  strange  experiment  be 
regarded  as  promising.  J.  P.  N. 


Correspondence. 

Condemnation  by  Praise. 

SiE, — With  reference  to  what  "  The  Bookworm"  had  t 
say  last  week  apropos  of  Mr.  Henry  Arthur  Jones  an( 
Lord  Tennyson's  poem  on  "  crusty  Christopher,"  it  ma 
be  interesting  to  recall  Lockhart's  comments  on  the  latte 
in  his  very  pungent  Quarterly  article  on  Tennyson' 
first  volume  of  poems  (April,  18.33,  vol.  xlix.,  pt,  81,  a 
p.  9o)  : 

It  has  been  occasionally  [says  the  critic]  our  painful  Ic 
to  excite  that  displeasure  of  authors  whom  we  hav 
reviewed,  and  who  have  vented  their  dissatisfaction,  som 
in  prose,  some  in  verse,  and  some  in  what  we  could  no 
distinctly  say  whether  it  was  verse  or  prose ;  but  we  hav 
invariably  found  that  the  common  formula  of  retort  wa 
that  adopted  by  Mr.  Tennyson  against  his  northern  critic 
-  namely,  that  the  author  would  always 

"...   forgave  us  all  the  hiame. 
But  could  not  forgive  the  praise." 

Now  this  seems  very  surprising.  It  has  sometime! 
though  we  regret  to  say  rarely,  happened  that,  as  in  th 
present  instance,  we  have  been  able  to  deal  out  unqualifies 
praise,  but  we  never  found  that  the  dose  in  this  case  dis 
agreed  with  the  most  squeamish  stomach  ;  on  the  contrarj 
the  patient  has  always  seemed  exceedingly  oomfortabl 
after  he  had  swallowed  it.  He  has  been  known  to  tak 
the  Revieti)  home  and  keep  his  wife  from  a  hall,  an 
his  children  from  bed,  till  he  could  administer  it  to  their 
by  reading  the  article  aloud.  He  has  even  been  hear 
to  recommend  the  Revieii'  to  his  acquaintance  at  th 
clubs,  as  the  best  number  which  has  yet  appeared,  an 
one,  who  happened  to  be  an  M.P.  as  well  as  au  authoi 
gave  a  conditional  order  that,  in  case  his  last  work  shoidi 
be  favourably  noticed,  a  dozen  copies  should  be  sent  dow 

by  the  mail  to  the  borough  of .     But,  on  the  othe 

hand,  when  it  has  happened  that  the  general  course  of  ou 
criticism  has  been  unfavourable,  if  by  accident  we  happe: 
to  introduce  the  smallest  spice  of  pi-aise,  the  patien 
immediately  fell  into  paroxysms — declaring  that  the  pai 
which  we  foohshly  thought  might  offend  him  had,  on  th 
contrary,  given  him  pleasure — positive  pleasure,  but  the 
which  he  could  not  possibly  either  forget  or  foigive  we 
the  grain  of  praise,  be  it  ever  so  small,  which  we  ha 
dropped  in,  and  for  which,  and  not  for  our  censure,  he  fe 
constrained,  in  honour  and  conscience,  to  visit  us  with  h:i 
extreme  indignation. 

The  article  concludes  with  a  capital  storj'  by  way  ( 
illustration,  wliich  is  too  long  for  quotation  here. — 
am,  &c.,  T.  H.  M. 


Uncon.scious  Composition. 

Sir, — That  Mr.  Andrew  Lang  should  not  have  recognise 
my  modest  gibe  as  a  piece  of  intentional  perversity  is  tru 
surprising.  Ivet  me  assure  him,  if  such  assurance  is  real 
necessary,  that  nothing  was  further  from  my  though 
than  seriousty  to  suggest  that  his  friend  pocketed  a  clieqi 
to  which  he  did  not  believe  himself  (and  no  doubt  wa 
fuUy  entitled.  Tlie  fact,  however,  that  Mr.  Jjang 
taken  the  matter  earnestly  is  not  wholly  deplorable,  seeS 
that  it  has  drawn  from  him  the  interesting  facts  conne 
with  the  composition  of   The  Bride  of  Lanwiermoor,  an 
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crjrptic  allusion  to,  what  seetnR  to  me  certainly  amazing — 
"  another  indance  yet  more  extraordinary — that  of  a  great 
modem  poet  and  of  one  of  his  most  exquisite  lyrics."  If 
really  this  latter  case  is  more  amazing  tlian  tliat  of  Scott's 
total  forgetfulness  of  the  romposititm  of  on©  of  his  gpreatest 
novels,  your  readers  will  hardly  forgive  Mr.  Tjang  for  with- 
holding the  poet's  name,  merely  because  he  might  be 
8ul)j('cte<l  to  the  "  scorn  "  of  so  humble  iin  individual  as 
your  obedient  servant. — I  am,  &c., 

O.    S.   L.WABl). 

Lorraine  Cottage,  Malvern. 


"  Hazing." 

Sir, — There  is  liettor  and  more  recent  authority  for 
"  haze  "  in  its  nautical  sense  tlian  any  quoted  by  Dr. 
Murray's  Dictionary.  Mr.  Stevenson  uses  it  in  Treasure 
Inland.  In  chapter  xi.  of  that  delectablo  story  he  makes 
Israel  Hands,  the  coxswain  of  the  Ifispaniola,  say:  "I've 
liad  a'niost  enough  o'  Cap'n  Smollett ;  he's  hazed  me  long 
enough,  by  thunder !  W.  Mackintosh. 

Aberdeen  :  Nov.  15,  1898. 


Book   Reviews  Reviewed. 


••  Odes  ill  ('oti- 
ihbation  to 
the  Song  of 
French  His- 
tory." 
By  George 
Jlerertith. 


Nor  for  the  first  time,  the  critics  are  divided 
between  respect  for  Mr.  Mereditli's  genius 
and  the  agony  of  inter|)reting  what  he 
writes.  "We  are  proud  of  him,"  says  the 
Saturday  Review,  but 
Mr.  Moredith's  horror  of  the  banal  has  led  him  to  a  more 
and  more  violent  search  for  extraordinary  words,  images, 
and  turns  of  fancy.  Triviality  is  so  hateful  to  him  that  he 
lia.s  become  insensible  to  the  fact  that  in  order  to  address 
his  fellows  at  all  certain  familiar  locutions  must  be  per- 
mitted. Mr.  Meredith  defies  intelligibility  by  clothing 
not  only  rare  and  splendid  conceptions  with  magnificent 
verbiage,  but  by  lavishing  it  everywhere,  so  that  his  very 
scavenger-boys  run  about  in  cloth-of-gold.  .  .  .  When  he 
has  been  drawn  into  the  use  of  a  particularly  extravagant 
or  inapt  image,  he  tries  to  enforce  our  admiration  by  re- 
peating it  again  and  again.  The  amazing  simile  of  the 
"cherubim"  and  the"  mastodons"  is  one  example  of 
this,  and  the  unfortunate  but  reiterated  phrase  about 
"  Earth's  fluttering  little  lyre  "  another. 

"  On  the  whole,"  says  this  critic,  "  the  most  delightful 
passage  in  the  volume,  and  that  which  torments  us  least 
with  over-emphasis  or  a  restless  search  after  oddity,  after 
the  unusual,  is  the  temperate  and  generous  praise  of 
France  in  the  tenth  strophe  of  'Alsace-Lorraine.'     Had 

1,  or  much,  been  like  this,  we  should  not  have  had  to 
icord,  with  genuine  grief,  our  conviction  that  this  am- 

litious    cycle    of    Odes  had  better  have   been    left  un- 

ttempted." 
The  Daily  Chronicle's  critic  says  that  Mr.  Meredith's  love 

'or  France  is  a  passion,  and  in  these  Odes  it  finds  "  full 
and  .splendid  expression."  Mr.  Meredith's  obscurity  is 
thus  mentioned : 

He  is  bewilderingly  free  from  conventions  of  diction  : 
each  phrase  seems  formed  or  coine<l  for  the  occaiion. 
Rarely  may  our  minds  slip  along,  even  for  a  short  space, 


an  accustomed  groove.  His  extraordinary  fertility  in 
suggestion  and  allusion  i*  baffling  to  nil  but  the  moit  ali*rt 
intelligence.  At  he  has  never  compromised  with  bis 
readers,  he  seems  now  to  have  bocomo  even  more  ex]i«rt 
in  concentration,  in  a  kind  of  mental  shorthand,  which 
satisfies  himself.  Ho,  with  the  necessary  laboor,  we  may 
got  closer  to  the  individuality  of  a  writer  whose  InnguafC" 
is  his  own  than  to  those  who  are  hedged  round  with 
accustomed  formulas. 

The  Timeii  critic's  review  of  these  Od<M  is  little  more 
than  a  cry  of  despair.  He  comparoH  them  unfavourably, 
in  tlie  matter  of  lucidily,  with  Carlyle's  French  lUtolu- 
tion : 

.  .  .  After  all,  Carlyle  was  intelligible  to  the  fairly 
trained  reader,  who  consented  to  g^ve  his  whole  mind  to 
interpreting  the  book.  The  present  reviewer  has  honi^stly 
done  his  best  to  understand  three  of  Mr,  Meredith's  Odes, 
and  must  admit  that  he  has  failed ;  nor  does  he  beliere 
that  ninety-nine  out  of  a  hundred  unprejudiced  readers 
fairly  accustomed  to  English  verse  will  do  better.  Here  is 
a  sample  from  "  Alsace-Lorraine  " — a  fair  sample,  not  one 
whit  more  obscure  than  all  the  rest  of  the  twenty-five 
pages: 

"  Ho  haled  to  heel,  in  a  spasm  of  will, 
From  sleep  or  debate,  a  mannikin  squire 
With  head  of  a  merlin  hawk  and  quill 
Acrow  on  an  ear.     At  him  rained  fire 
From  a  blast  of  eyeballs  hotter  than  Bpe«?h, 
To  say  what  a  deadly  poison  stuffed 
The  France  here  laid  in  her  bloody  ditch, 
Through  the  Legend  passing  human  puffed." 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  6. 

OuB  sixth  competition  was  introduced  in  the  following  wordx  : 

The  editor  of  a  literary  paper  asks  for  advice.  Among  his  friends 
of  some  years*  standin;;  is  a  novelist.  A  short  while  ago  this 
novelist  wrote  a  book,  which  the  editor  in  due  course  received  and 
dMpattdied  to  an  expert  and  trusted  reviewer  for  treatment.  The 
review  was  written  and  printed.  It  was  honeet  and  workmanlike 
but  not  unmixed  praise.  A  day  or  so  after  its  appearance  the 
novelist  sent  the  following  letter  to  the  editor  : 

"  You  are,  ru>  doubt,  prepand  to  hear  tliat  after  your  review  of  sty 
hoolt  in  your  current  imue  I  can  have  no  further  denUng$  irith  you. 
Tcottld  Imve  forgiven  eterythivg  hut  that  you  nh'tuiil  hate  turned  on 
to  me  a  pergon  who  cannot  even  write  f'nglit/i." 
We  asked  competitors  to  answer  this  letter  in  a  reply  not  exceed- 
ing 11 10  words. 

A  great  number  of  attempt)*  have  been  made,  most  of  which, 
it  is  pleasant  to  note,  express  detestation  of  log-rolling  ;  and  the 
novelist,  if  he  casts  his  eyes  over  the  selection  of  replies  printed 
below,  will  probably  consider  himself  abundantly  answered.  The 
award  of  the  prize  has  not  been  easy,  but  we  have  decided  to  tnve  it 
to  Mr.  H.  liittledale,  Clevedon  Honse,  Barboume-terraoe,  Worcester, 
for  the  following  : 

Dear  ,    Criticise  your  critic  if  you  will ;  onr  columns  are 

open  to  anyone  with  a  reasonable  grievance  against  us.    We  are  not 
infallible,  but  we  try  to  be  just  and  sympathetic. 

Personally,  I  should  have  rejoiced  if  the  reviewer  hail  praised 
your  book  unreservedly  ;  but  because  he  has  not  done  so  I  am  not 
ffoiag  immediately  to  assume  his  incompetence  either  as  a  critic  or 
as  a  writer  of  English. 

If  personal  friendships  depended  on  my  adapting  the  langnage  of 
reviewers  to  the  tastes  of  authors  I  shonld  have  to  abdicate.  Tonr 
letter  is  unjust  to  us  both.    Think  it  over. — Sincerely  yours, 

Amiga  Veritas. 

To  Mr.  Littledale  a  cheque  for  a  goinea  has  been  sent. 
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Next  in  merit  is,  we  think,  the  reply  of  Mr.  J.  B.  Hobman,  but  it 
is  in  the  clause  we  have  italicised  somewhat  stilted,  and  therefore 
was  rejected.    This  is  Mr.  Hobman's  suggested  letter  : 

Your  amazing  letter  may  be  briefly  and  directly  answered.  If 
honesty  and  sincerity  are  to  be  maintained  in  criticism,  and  the 
position  you  assume  is  correct,  intimate  personal  relations  between 
those  responsible  for  literary  journalism  and  authors  must  be 
severed.     "  Log-rolling  "  is  the  only  other  alternative. 

Pcnionidly,  I  refuse  to  hnrUr  mij  conscience  for  the  liurrcii  friend- 
ship of  one  irho  holds  the  latter  i-icii: 

Lastly,  regarding  your  reflections  upon  the  English  of  the  reviewer, 
grammar 'docs  not  afifect  the  validity  of  just  criticism;  and,  surely, 
bad  English  is  preferable  to  bad  temper. 


A  selection  of  other  replies  follows^ 

If  my  reviewer  had  been  new  to  his  work  he  would  probably  have 
charged  you  with  inability  to  write  English,  simply  because  it  is  the 
easiest  charge  to  bring,  and  implies  great  superiority  on  the  one 
hand  and  essential  incompetence  on  the  other  That  he  pointed 
out  other  faults— your  book  being  necessarily  imperfect — is  a  proof, 
so  far  as  it  goes,  of  his  capacity  ;  that  you  base  your  accusation  on 
that  emphasises  your  incapacity  as  judge  in  yonr  own  cause.  I  do 
not  believe  that  you  will  quarrel  with  an  old  friend  on  account  of 
honest  criticism  of  your  work.  [F.  P.  W.,  Ilminster.] 


My  dbak  ■ 


-,  -Aren't  you  making  rather  an  aes  of  yourself  ? 

[H.  L.  C,  London.] 


The  opinion  we  wished  to  convey  in  our  review  of  your  book  was 
in  no  way  impaired  by  chance  carelessness  in  the  words  chosen. 

In  reply  to  your  desire  that  friendly  intercourse  between  us  shall 
therefore  cease,  I  can  only  quote  Emerson's  words  :  "  A  friend  is  a 
person  with  whom  I  may  be  sincere.  ...  I  am  arrived  at  last  in 
the  presence  of  a  man  so  real  and  equal,  that  I  may  drop  even  those 
undermost  garments  of  dissimulation,  courtesy,  and  second  thought 
....  and  may  deal  with  him  with  the  simplicity  and  wholeness 
with  which  one  chemical  atom  meets  another." 

fM.  C.  E.,  Forest  Hill.] 


So  you  rpsented  having  to  read  a  review  that  seemed  (to  you) 
"  not  even  English."  I  admire  that.  It  reminds  me  of  Pitt,  who 
wouldn't  look  at  a  bad  print  for  fear  of  spoiling  his  taste.  But, 
after  all,  who  writes  English  now  ?  We're  all  stylists  today.  You 
don't  mind  what  the  review  said  ?  One  doesn't  feed  lions  on  honey, 
you  know,  or  pat  Merediths  on  the  back.  Could  you  dine  with  us, 
Saturday  /  Write  again,  saying  yes.  That  would  be  like  yonr  great 
and  gracious  ways. — Yours,  . 

Hope  I've  not  insulted  the  honour  of  the  army. 

[W.  D.  G.,  London.] 


We  are  sorry  that  the  review  of  your  book  appearing  in  our 
current  issue  does  not  please  you.  We  do  not  pretend  to  coddle 
authors.  If  our  reviewer  has  been  discriminating,  it  must  be  set 
down  to  his  knowledge  oL,what  is  valuable  in  literature,  and  not  to 
his  desire  to  gratify  the  self-esteem  of  an  author.  It  appears  to  ua 
that  you,  as  an  aspirant  for  literary  honours,  should  be  amongst  the 
first  to  appreciate  the  idiom  of  his  English,  and  if  our  dealings  must 
close  it  will  be  through  no  fault  of  ours. 

[H.  B.,  Gartcosh.] 


Deab , — Do  take  an  old  friend's  advice : 

1.  Don't  criticise— it's  foolish. 

2.  Don't  threaten — it's  more  foolish. 

S.  Don't  make  a  fool  of  yourself — it's  most  foolish. 
]'rrl/.  XII p. — Yours,  

N.B.— Our  reviewer  is  not  a  waterhose,  so  was  not  "turntd   on 
you."  ,  [Unsigned.] 


Miss  Vanity  was  eager  to  have  her  portrait  painted. 

"  Let  me  try  my  skill,"  said  Truth,  the  painter.  And  she  sat  for 
him. 

But  when  she  saw  the  result  she  grew  angry. 

"  I  care  nothing  how  you  make  me  look,"  she  said;  "but  such 
cheap  paint !  Such  coarse  canvas  1  Such  faulty  workmanship  I 
In  future  I  can  have  no  dealings  with  you." 

"  Try  me,"  said  Flattery.  And  when  he  painted  her  as  a  goddess 
she  was  greatly  pleased. 

Truth  went  to  see  the  picture,  and  smiled.  For  the  canvas  was 
coarser,  the  colouring  cruder,  the  workmanship  faultier  than  his 
own.  [N.  B.  B.,  Upper  Tooting.] 


I  must  confess  that  I  was  not  "prepared"  to  hear  from  you  in 
the  terms  you  have  employed,  apropos  of  our  recent  review  of  your 
book.  It  seems  to  me  that  my  position — being  at  once  editor  and 
friend — justified  the  publication  of  an  honest,  impartial  criticism  ; 
if,  however,  the  candour  of  my  contributor  prohibits  your  having 
further  dealings  with  me,  I  deplore,  rather  than  approve,  such  a 
decision. 

•In  regard  to  what  I  presume  you  mean  as  a  depreciation  of  our 
reviewer's  scholarship,  I  regret  only  that  you  have  not,  at  least,  like 
Confucius,  '■  learned  politeness  from  the  impolite." 

[G.  B.,  Chelsea  ] 


Answers  received  also  from  K.  M.,  London  ;  J.  S.,  London  ;  E.  V., 
London ;  F.  W.  E.,  West  Kirby  ;  F.  A..  Leeds ;  E.  P.,  Putney  : 
F.  C.  W.,  London  ;  C.  C,  London  ;  H.  J.,  Crouch  End  ;  G.  H.  B., 
Carlisle  ;  G.  W.  P.,  Sheffield  ;  M.  H.,  Twyford  ;  R.  J.  W..  Glasgow  ; 
F.  E.  L.,  Bedford  Park  ;  H.  L.  A.,  London  ;  M.  B.  W.,  Ramsgate  ; 
A.  M.,  London  ;  N.  N.,  London  ;  M.  S.  C,  Edinburgh  ;  H.  H.,  Rus- 
warp  ;  A.  D.,  London :  W.  D.,  Edinburgh ;  J.  S.  L.,  Newcastle  ; 
W.  P.,  Manchester  ;  G.  B.  R.,  London  ;  B.  E.  L.,  Leicester. ;  "  Celia," 
Crediton  ;  R.  J.  P.  W.,  Clapton  ;  and  one  other,  unsigned. 


Competition  No.   7. 

We  ask  our  readers  this  week  to  assist  in  editing  an  imaginary 
paper.  Let  it  first  be  assumed  that  money  is  no  object  and  that 
everyone,  in  reason,  to  whom  application  for  an  article  is  made  will 
be  ready  to  grant  it.  We  say  in  reason  to  exclude,  for  example, 
Her  Majesty  or  the  Prince  of  Wales.  With  everything  thus  in  his 
favour,  what  twelve  persons,  men  or  women,  would  the  editor 
approach  at  the  present  moment  for  personal  statements  on  subjects 
most  congenial  to  them,  in  order  that  his  next  issue  might  be  of  the 
highest  importance  and  interest  ?  To  make  the  ijuestion  a  little 
more  clear  let  us  cite  a  few  instances.  He  would  very  likely  ask 
Lord  Salisbury  for  a  pronouncement  in  connection  with  Fashoda 
and  the  Soudan.  He  would  go  probably  to  Mr.  John  Redmond  for 
a  review  of  Mr.  O'Brien's  Life  of  I'arnell  ;  and  he  mignt  extract 
from  Mr.  Hooley  a  dissertation  on  cupidity.  To  the  competitor 
who  returns  the  best  list — that  is  to  say,  the  list  most  rich  in 
potential  interest— of  twelve  writers  and  their  twelve  subjects,  a 
prize  of  one  guinea  will  be  sent. 

Answers,  addressed  'Literary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43, 
Chancery-lane,  W.C.,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post  on 
Tuesday  morning,  Novembsr  22.  Each  answer  must  be  accom- 
panied by  the  coupon  out  from  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of 
p.  270. 


"  Physician  heal  thyself."     But  that  "  on  to  " 


[M.  R.,  London.] 


The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in   Manuscript. 
An     Offer     to     Authors. 

The  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion  with 
the  Academy  invite  unpublished  works  in  MS.  for  consideration. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  No  fee  for  reading  and 
reporting,  or  fo  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  is  set  forth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  an  assumed  name  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "ACADEMY  Bureau" 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  should  contain  emmgh  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  applies  only  to  books  that 
have  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors 
of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSS.  submitted  to 
them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss.     Neither 
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oau  thoy  eutor  into  corrcBpondonco  with  authors  ou  tbo  subject 
of  books  criticised  iii  the  Bureau,  or  with  reference  to  agreo- 
niuntti  witb  publishers. 

Apollo  Dktiikoned.  By  Thomas  Paoan. 

Mr.  Pivgiiu  is  a  scholaT  aiul  n  man  of  feeling;  but  this 
vohime  only  ahiiost  persuades  us  to  consider  him  a  poet.  lie 
is  not  (juito  coiisuientious  enough.  He  is  impatient  of  the 
restrictions  uuder  which  a  poet  has  to  work,  and  frpcjuently 
violates  tlio  rules.  Twice  in  one  piec(!  he  seeks  to  make  sohihI 
rhyme  with  wound  in  the  sense  of  hurt.  Su>  ,ril  and  vnril, 
youth  and  mouth,  face  and  </aze,  are  similarly  ill-treated.  As 
rhyme  is  only  a  help  in  poetic  expression,  those  seem  small 
matters ;  but  they  are  not  unimportant.  The  result  of  Mr. 
Pagan's  impatience  with  his  medium  is  sometimes  disastrous. 
For  example  : 

Then  I  turned  me  from  the  mirth. 

Lusts  and  pleasures  of  the  earth, 

And  hero  in  pallid  (juktudf 

Have  ousted  Satan  from  my  blood. 

That  is  more  irritating  to  the  reader  than  any  discord  in  proso 
could  bo.  Mr.  Pagan  has  attractive  aptitudes  ;  but  the  defects 
of  his  work  are  too  griivo  to  be  overlooked. 

Lykical  P0E.M8.  By  J.  M.  C.  (Oxon.). 

There  are  many  pretty  lines  to  be  found  in  this  book;  but 
J.  M.  C.  is  unable  to  sustain  either  the  lyrical  mood  or  tho 
lyrical  expression  : 

I  watched  the  sea  at  fall  of  night  ' 

Climb  over  upon  the  sand, 
Flinging  his  waters  in  vengeful  might 

Over  the  rooks  to  my  very  foot. 
As  though  to  grasp  in  relentless  hand, 
The  pay  he  doomed  most  sweet. 

The  first  two  lines  are  poetical;  the  next  two  are  prose;  the  last 
two  are  nonsense.  Most  of  J.  M.  C.'s  work  is  equally  dis- 
teessing.     Take  a  stanza  from  "  A  C.1II  to  England  "  : 

Hold  fast  to  truth,  for  truth  is  sure ; 
Naught  else  save  reason  can  endure, 

And  truth  and  reason  are  but  Love. 
Hope  on !  Hope  is  the  Star  of  Youth ; 
Shine  on  I     We  live  alone  by  truth. 

Though  nothing  true  on  earth  shall  prove. 
Yet  truth's  in  all,  as  men  must  find. 
When  on  u  sudden  wakes  the  mind. 

All  this  leaves  Truth  at  the  bottom  of  the  well.  We  conclude, 
sorrowfully,  that  J.  M.  C,  who  is  ap^iarently  a  young  man, 
1ms  nothing  to  tell  us. 

Some  Rosk-Leaves.  By  "White  Heatuek." 

We    are    much   pleased   with  this  little   volume.     "  White 

Heather  "  describes  it  as  a  "  poem  in  prose."     We  do  not  like 

till-  phrase ;  but  the  work  has  all  the  (juality  which  the  author 

■ims  modestly  to  alKrm.     Ho  has  a  method  of  expression  so 

(left  that  his  thoughts,  which  are  ordinary  thoughts  about  the 

Beloved,   strike    us    as    startliugly    new.     It    is    with    much 

reluctance,  therefore,  that  wo  find  ourselves  unable  to  make 

any  practical  use  of  the  work.     Its  contents  are  too  meagre  to 

make  a  published  book.     A  column  of  the  Times  would  swallow 

:  them  all.     If  we  advised  a  publisher  to  take  the  book,  he  would 

'  have  to  print  the  work  beautifully  on  costly  paper  and  issue  it 

in  a  costly  cover ;  the  price  could  not  be  more  than  a  sliilling  ; 

and  the  enterprise  would  bo  unprofitable  even  if  many  copies 

were  sold.     "  White  Heather  "  should  wait  until  he  has  been 

moved  to  write  other  pieces  as  good  as  this.     We  have  littlo 

hesitation  in  predicting  that  if  that  happens  he  will  issae  a 

volmue  which  will  make  an  honoiirable  name. 


In  Ciiollkrdalk. 


Bt  J.  B.  D. 


J.  B.  B.  has  a  liumorous  outlook,  and  the  aniuietneut  which 
he  finds  in  studying  his  neighbours  ho  coutriven  to  coiu- 
munioate  on  the  written  page.  A  habitual  imile,  howeror,  U 
a  misfortune  to  s  man.  In  life  it  i«  a  sign  of  intcUecttwl 
weakaoM.  In  literature  it  expands  into  wordiness  and 
weariness.  Here,  from  a  discription  of  a  young  woman  play- 
ing a  piano,  is  a  specimen  of  J.  B.  B.'s  manner  :  "  She  had  not 
been  borne  on  the  wings  of  melody  to  either  000  radiant  shore 
or  another,  but  had  all  tho  time  1)een  quite  conscious  that  both 
her  body  and  soul  were  where  they  were  when  the  sat  down  to 
keep  h(-r  music  up,  the  acquiring  of  which  had  l>een  • 
weariness  to  her  flesh  durii4:  her  school-days,  a  period  of 
probation,  or  sort  of  ante-purgatory,  for  the  more  interesting 
duties  of  life,  for  the  l>eii)g  over  of  which  the  young  lady 
fre<iuently  returned  her  heartiest  thanks."  The  writing  is  not 
invariably  as  bad  as  this ;  but  it  is  all  in  that  vein,  and  the 
vein  is  tedious. 

Socialist  and  Millionaire.  By  0.  H. 

Here  we  have  an  account  of  a  Scotch  j>earant  who  went  to 
liOndon  in  his  youth  and  became  a  millionaire.  Some  of  tbo 
scene.',  especially  those  in  Scotland,  strike  ns  as  being  true  to 
life,  and  they  are  certainly  well  described ;  but  the  novel,  as  a 
whole,  is  not  all  that  could  be  wished.  It  is  d<fKcult  to  say 
exactly  what  is  the  matter  with  the  story.  O.  H.  writim 
fairly  well ;  he  has  insight  and  sympathy ;  he  is  painstaVing ; 
yet  we  cannot  read  the  narrative  with  ease.  Perhaps  the 
explanation  is  that  it  is  a  tale  of  almost  unrelieved  gloom. 
The  writer  should  study  the  romances  of  Mr.  Barrie.  Mr. 
Barrio  and  ho  work  with  similar  materials  ;  but  there  is  a  very 
great  difference  between  the  finished  products.  We  do  not 
suggest  that  G.  H.  should  imitate  Mr.  Barrie.  The  endeavour 
would  be  a  failure.  It  is  only,  however,  by  a  study  of  the 
methods  of  a  master  that  an  artist  like  O.  H.  can  find  and 
develop  a  good  method  of  his  own. 


The  Mighty  Metaphor 


By  S   H.  N. 


This  story  alarms  us  so  much  at  the  very  start  thst  we  have 
been  unable  to  venture  beyond  the  first  chapter.  Mr.  Decimus 
Drew  was  sitting  "on  the  blood-stained  steps  at  the  Kali 
Ghat."  "  From  above,  over  virent  palm  and  glistening 
temple-top,  tho  Monarch  of  the  Morning,  splashing  a  shaqi- 
edged  shadow  down  to  the  river's  lips,  laid  its  first  blood-red 
footprint  on  the  brink  of  the  mighty  Ganges,  and  trampled  the 
fiood  into  a  sea  incarnadine."  Soon  "  the  sanguinary  sun  had 
done  its  bloody  work  on  land  and  water ;  the  earth  blazed  and 
sweltered."  There  are  indications  that  more  blood  is  to  be 
spilt  without  delay ;  but  we  have  had  more  than  enough. 
Even  if  the  story  to  be  unfolded  is  iu  itself  good,  it  could  not 
possibly  survive  the  fine  writing  of  S.  H.  N. 

Women  We  Meet.  By  "  KiLDOtniF." 

' '  Kildourf  "  does  not  quite  understand  the  conditions  of  story- 
telling. Old  friends  sometimes  do,  in  talking  about  past  times, 
go  over  a  good  deal  of  what  has  happened ;  but  reminiscence  of 
that  kind  is  never  a  connected  narrative.  It  is  never  a  narrative 
out  of  which  an  eavesdropping  stranger  could  construct  a  true 
tale.  It  might  suggest  a  tale  to  him,  but  it  would  not  be  the 
tale  which  the  persons  themselves  could  tell.  In  "  Farewell," 
the  piece  with  which  this  volume  opens,  the  author  reveals  all 
the  past  of  her  characters  through  their  conversation.  That  is 
a  poor  device.  It  is  artificial  and  absurd  when  employed  in 
the  acted  drama :  it  is  still  more  so  in  the  drama  presented  for 
reading.  '  •  Kildourf "  is  not  a  finished  grammarian ;  but,  especi- 
ally when  describing  country  scenes,  she  has  a  good  style. 
She  wrote  these  stories  in  order  to  show  forth  "  the  efibots  pro 
duced  by  the  determining  factors  on  the  careers  of  ordinary 
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women."  She  would  havo  come  more  near  to  success  had  she 
previously  studied  the  art  of  producing  pleasant  effects  on  the 
mind  of  the  ordinary  reader. 

A  Domestic  Surprise.  By  "Casaxdra." 

This  is  a  three-act  play  iu  the  household  of  a  ducal  family. 
Our  heart  sank  withiu  us  when  the  family  nurse  appeared  and 
explained  how  her  son  and  the  heir  to  the  dukedom  had  been 
exc:hanged  in  babyhood.  It  is  still  sunken.  The  old  device  has 
not  been  wrought  with  much  originality.  Much  of  the  dialogue 
is  sparkling ;  but  the  play  is  all  too  familiar.  It  would  not 
survive  a  matinee,  and  would  fall  still-boru  from  the  Press. 

Note  to  C.  B.  H. — There  would  be  no  harm  in  having 
a  work  published  at  the  author's  cost ;  but  the  Bureau  cannot 
undertake  to  arrange  such  contracts,  which  are  outside  our 
design. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  November  17. 

THKOLOGICAL  AND  BIBLICAL. 

Horton  (R.  F.),  The  Commandments  of  Jesus  (Isbister)  CO 

Cone  (O.),  Panl:  the  Man,  the  Missionary,  and  the  Teacher iBlnok)  10/8 

The  Twentieth  Cestury  New  Testament.    Part  I (Mowbray  House)  l/i! 

Hewlett  (S.  8.1,  "  They  Shall  See  His  Face"    (Aldeni  3/8 

Ciiird  (J.),  University  Sermons  (MacLehose) 

Jackson  (Bev.  B.),  St.  Polycarp (S.P.C.K.) 

Adeney  (W.  F.),  Women  of  the  New  Testament  (Service  &  Paton)  3/6 

HISTORY  AND  BIOGRAPHY. 

Hall  (W.  H.),  The  Romans  on  the  Riviera  and  the  Rhone (Mamillan) 

Crawford  (F.  M.),  Ave  Roma  Immortalis  (2  vols.)  (Macmillan)  21/0 

LucaK  (B.  v.),  Charles  Lamb  and  the  Lloyds  (Smith,  Elder)    eiO 

Dale(A.  W.  W.),  Life  of  R.W.Dale  (Hodder)  11/0 

Thisiloton-Dyer  (T.  F.),  Old  Koglish  Social  Life   ." (Stock) 

Lane  (Rev.  V.  A.),  Illustrated  Notes  on  English  Church  History 

(S.P.C.K) 

Wallis  (J.  E.  P.),  Reports  of  Stale  Trials    (Eyre  1  Spottiswoode) 

Mesoy-Thompson  (Col.  R.  F.),  The  Coarse,  The  Camp,  The  Cliaso 

(Arnold)  10/6 
.Henry  Rt,b*rt  Reynolds.    By  his  Sisters... (Hodder)    0/0 

POETRY,  CRinClSM,  BBLLSS-LETTRE8. 

Dixon  (W.  M.),  In  the  Republic  of  Letters (Nutt)    3/6 

Sargant  (A.l,  A  Book  of  Ballads  and  Etchings (Mathews) 

Comyn  (A.),  Wayland  the  Smith (Kegan  Paul)    it 

Woodward  (Bev.G.  R.),  Legends  of  the  Saints (Kegan  Paul) 

Lowe  (D.),  Gift  of  the  Night,  and  other  Poems (Wilson) 

JuUeville  (L.  P.  de),  Histoire  de  la  Langue  et  de  la  Litt^rator«  Frsn^aise 

(Tome  VL) '. \ (Colin  et  Cie)  Hfr. 

Miller  (M.),  Songs  from  the  Hills   '. (Melville)    3,8 

Richt€r(J.  P.),  Lectures  on  the  National  Gallery    (Longmans)    9/0 

Guinoy  tL.  J.),  England  and  Yesterday (Richards)    8/6 

BeUide  (J.),  The  Mirror  Lake (CTnwin) 

Hobbes  (J.  0.),  The  Ambassador  (Unwiu) 

Gulland  (W.  G.),  Chinese  Porcelain (Chapman)  10/6 

Kitton  (F.  G.),  Dickens  and  His  Illustrators (Redway) 

Newbigin  (M.  J.),  Colour  in  Nature (Murray)    7/0 

Maoneill  (Rev.  N.),  The  Literature  of  the  Highlanders  (Lumley)    5/0 

Miller  (VV.  J.),  St.  Kilda (Stock)    3/6 

Battersby  (C),  The  Song  of  the  Golden  Bough (Constable)    3/6 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Drysdale  (W.),  The  Young  Reporter (Melrose)  3,6 

Mundell  (F.),  Stories  of  Alpine  Adventure (Sunday  School  Union)  1/6 

King(Capt.O.),  From  School  to  Battlefield  (Lippincott)  6/0 

Spurting  (C),  The  Pink  Hen (Hurst  &  Blackett) 

LeightoniR.),  The  Splendid  Stmnger (Sunday  School  Union) 

Ralph  {B  ),  Stories  of  Bible  Nations (Sunday  School  Union)  2/0 

Chilton  (E.),  Nelly's  Work (Sunday  School  Union)  9d. 

Graves  (A.  J.),  Pour  Little  People  (Sunday  School  Union)  9J. 

Farmiloe  (E.)  and  Lucas  (E.  V.),  All  the  World  Over .(Richards) 

Paine  (A.  B.i,  The  Arkuasaw  Bear ..(Kegan  Paul)  3/6 

H.  B.  and  B.  T.  B.    The  Modern  Traveller  ^Arnold)  3/6 

Thompson  (E.  G.),  Wild  Animals  I  have  Known (Nutt)  6/0 

Tha  Daan  of  Dan,  1898 (S.P.C.K.)  1/0 

Inman  (H  ),  The  Ranche  on  the  Oxhide (The  Macmillan  Co.)  6/0 

Fits(Jerald  (S.  J.  Adair),  The  Grand  PaojandrDm    (Greening) 


EDUCATIONAL. 

Alge  (S.I,  Dent's  Second  French  Boik (Dent)  1/6 

Winch  (R.  F.),  Maoaulay's  Eswys  on  William  Pitt  ....'. (M«jmillan)  2/8 

Jones  (C),  Practical  Inorganic  Chemistry (Macmillan)  2/6 

Moir  (J.),  Greek  Test  Papers (Blackwood) 

Modem  Geography (Sullivan)  9d. 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOQRiPHt. 

rWcs  (VV.  p.).  The  Long  White  Cloud  (MarsliaU".    6/0 

The  Guide  to  South  Africa   (Samps""  I'"")    */■• 

Mosso  (A.),  Life  of  Man  on  the  High  Alps ..(Unwin)  21/0 

SCIF.NCE,  NATURAL  HISTORY,  ETC. 

Duncan  (J.),  Birds  of  the  British  Isles (Scott)  6/0 

Talbot  (E.  8.),  Degeneracy (Scott)  6/0 

Amold-Forster  (H.  O.),  The  Coming  of  the  Kilogram (Cassell)  2/6 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Archieologica  Aclima  (Vol.  XX.)  (Reid) 

Gilison  (L.  M.\  Handboik  for  Literary  and  Debating  Societies  ...(Hodder)    3/8 

Chapman  (J.  J.),  Government  and  Democracy   (Nutt)    3/6 

Adams  (W.  M.),  The  Book  of  the  Master (Murray) 

Hodder  (Edwin),  Snggestive  Lives  and  Thoughts   (Murray) 

NEW  EDITIONS. 

Fi'zGcrald  (E.),  Rubiiiyat  of  Omar  Khayyiim    (Macmillan)  12/8 

Marshall  (A.),  Principles  of  Economics (Macmillan) 

Wilson  (T.),  Missions  of  Piety  and  Christianity  (Macmillan) 

Deroe  (D.),  Robinson  Crusoe „ (Service  &  Paid) 

Thackeray  (W.  M.),  The  Newcomes (Smith,  Elder)    B/0 

lland.v-Volnme  Shakespeare,  SO  vol?.,  in  ca?e (Bradbury)  25/0 

Rossetti  (D.  G.),  The  House  of  Life  (Ellis  &  Elvey)    2/d 

Whjte-Melville  (G.  J.),  Katerfelto    (Ward  &  Lock)    2/8 

Goldsmith  (O.),  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield (Dent)    4/6 


*  * 


^^*  The   new   norek   of  the    week,    numbering   eighteen,   are 
catalogued  elsewhere. 


Announcements. 

The  Society  for  Promoting  Christian  Knowledge  will  be^^in 
to  publish  on  January  2  next  The  Holy  Gospels,  with 
Illustrations  from  the  Old  Masters  of  the  Fourteenth,  Fifteenth, 
and  Sixteenth  Centuries.  The  work  will  consist  of  twenty-four 
fortnightly  parts,  each  of  which  will  contain  at  least  ten  illus- 
trations, in  addition  to  two  separate  plat'-s  printed  in  two 
colours.  The  work  will  include  notes  on  the  pictures  by  M. 
Eugene  Muntz,  of  the  French  Institute,  and  a  chronological 
and  biographical  list  of  the  painters  whose  works  are  reproduced. 

Earti/  Israel  and  the  Surrounding  Nations  is  the  title  of  a 
new  book  for  the  early  autumn  by  Prof.  Sayce,  in  which  he 
embodies  all  the  latest  discoveries  of  Assyriologi-ts  and  other 
explorers.     The  publishers  are  Messrs.  Service  &  Paton. 

Messrs.  J.  M.  Dent  &  Co.  are  opening,  at  29  and  ;i(),  Bed- 
ford Street,  on  Friday,  18th  inat.,  their  second  Exhibition  of 
Drawings  in  Black  and  White  and  in  Colours.  After  an 
interval  of  four  years  they  have,  as  their  publications  would 
indicate,  a  far  larger  amount  of  good  work  to  show  than  was 
even  the  case  in  1894  when  they  exhibited  in  the  Royal 
Institute. 

Messrs.  James  Maclehose  &  Sons,  publishers  to  the 
University  of  Glasgow,  will  shortly  publish  The  ]'ision  of  Ood, 
as  represented  iu  lliickert's  Fragments,  rendered  in  English 
rhyme  by  Prof.  Hastie. 

The  first  edition  of  the  Island  Race,  by  Henry  Newbolt,  beingi 
exhausted,  a  second  edition  will  be  ready  iu  a  few  days. 

The  Letters  of  the  Queen's  aunt  which  Mr.  Fisher  Unwin 
has  recently  published  have  naturally  not  passed  unnoticed 
by  Her  Majesty.  Mr.  Philip  C.  Yorke,  a  relative  of  the  Miss 
Louisa  Swinburne  to  whom  most  of  the  letters  of  Princess 
Elizabeth  were  addressed,  is  the  editor  of  the  volume.  He  has 
received,  through  the  (iueeu's  secretary,  an  acknowledgment  of 
the  book  "  which  he  has  duly  submitted  to  the  CJueen,  ,whi 
has  desired  her  thanks  to  be  returned  to  Mr.  Yorke  for  th« 
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SMITir,    ELDER   &   CO/S   NEW   BOOKS. 

PRINCE  BISMARCK'S  RECOLLECTIONS. 

On    NOVEMBER   29th    wilt   ba   Publlshaa, 

2  vols.,  with  Portraits,  and  a  Facsimile  of  Handwriting,  demy  8vo,  CSs, 

BISMARCK: 

THE     MAN     AND    THE     STATESMAN. 


USING 


The   Reflections  and   Reminiscences 


"TO,      X*ZCX]KrOXS      'VOZO'      :0 X  S 32KE .A. xt, o 

Written  and  Dictated  by  Himself  after  his  Retirement  from  Office. 

Translated  from  the  German  under  the  supervision  of 

A.  J.   BUTLER,   late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,   Cambridge. 


NOTICE. — The  demand  for  this    Work  is  sure  to  be  large,   and  intending  purchasers  are  recommended  to 
place  their  orders  at  once  with  a  Bookseller  to  secure  a  copy  of  the  First  Edition. 


With*  PORTRAIT, a  VIEW  OF  AVONDA.LE,  and  a  FACSIMILE 
LETTER.    2  vols.,  Urge  post  8vo,  2l8. 

The    Life    of 

[Charles   Stewart 
Parnell 

1^^  (1846-1891). 

I^P?  K.  BARRY  O'BRIEN,  Author  of  "Fifty  Years  of 

I^H^  Conoesiiions  to  Ireland,"  &o. 

I^^PI  MaV  Gazette.—"  Mr.  O'Brien  lia8  woven  together  a  story  of  absorbing 

n^urast,  i)iececl  to^etlier  with  marvellouH  skill  of  arranpoment  from  a  mass  of 
rst-hnnd  facts,  tlocnnionts,  and  personal  interviews.  His  book  is  one  of  the 
lost  deeply  intorostintf  life  histories  that  over  wa.s  penned." 

%*  In  consequence  of  legal  proceedings  on  the  part  of 
fr.  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.,  in  respect  of  an  alleged  libel 
ottiained  in  this  work,  proceedings  which  the  author  and 
ie  publishers  are  defending,  the  book  cannot  be  obtained 
tsome  of  the  libraries,  but  it  may  be  procured  from  most 
fihe  orainary  sources  and  from  the  publishers. 

With  Portraits  and  a  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  post  Svo,  <h. 

)HARLES  LAMB  and  the  LLOYDS 

Edited    by    E.    V.    LUCAS. 
HE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  BRIDGES. 

Vol.  I.    CoxiKNTs :— I'rouiellH'Us  the  Firef^ivcr;  Eros  and  Psycho;  and 
1       The  Oniwth  of  Love.     Mmall  crown  Svo.  Os. 

I  Spectator.—"  Eros  and  Psyche  is  a  marvellous  piece  of  workmanship.    The 
Imza  is  managed  with  consummate  ease,  and  the  style,  fluent  in  narrative,  is 
'  "f  rtienity." 

'(iraian.—"  As  ilainty  an  edition  as  any  poet  could  desire  for  his  work." 

With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  68. 

"HE    CASTLE    INN. 

By  STANLEY  J.  WEYMAN, 

Author  of  "  A  Gentleman  of  France."  "  Shrewsbury,"  &c. 
JS***^''""' — "  '^  baopy  combination  of  the  qualities  of  his  earlier  and  later 

'*• ^Icrt  narrative  and  wealth  of  incident,  coupled  with  careful  portraiture 

!•  velopment  of  cliaracter." 
■</«(«».—••  Compact  of  incident,  and  fall-flaTOored  of  the  latter  halt  of 
culetnth  century," 


On  NOVKMBER  22nd.— With  2  PortraiU  of  Sbakeipeare.  a  Portrait  of  Iba 

Garl  of  Southampton,  and  Facsimilee  of  Shakespeare's  known  Signatare*. 

Crown  8vo,  7».  M. 

A  LIFE  ofWILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE 


EDITOR  OF 


By  SIDNEY  LEE, 

'THE  DICTIONARY  OF  NATlONAIi  BIOGRAPHT.". 


NEW  VOLUME  OF  THE  BIOCRAPHICAL  EDITION  OF 
W.  M.  THACKERAY'S  COMPLETE  WORKS. 

NOW  RKADY.— Lart'O  cniwuSvo,  cloth,  k'ilt  top,  (!». 

THE  NEWCOMES.     With  20  FaU-Page  lUustra- 

)  tions  tjy  lUCIlAIin  DOYLE,  and  11  WotMlcutH. 

*,*  A  voluiiio  will  bo  iMued  each  subseqaeni  mouth  antil  Ibo  entire  Editioa  Is 

completed  on  April  1 5th,  1890. 

*♦*  A  Protpectua  of  the  Bditiou,  with  Specimen  Page*,  will  be  gent  poet  free 

on  appUeation. 

PAGES    from  a  PRIVATE    DIAR7.      Reprinted 

from  the  "  Coruhtll  Ma^^azioo."    Crown  Sto,  6«. 
.S^/>0r^a^or.— "The  place  the  Diarv  claims  i«  on  that  inner  thclf  where  lie  the 
l>ook.<4  which  are  to  be  read  and  ro-read Style.  dintiDcUoc.  call  it  what  yoa 

will,  tht]-  touch  ia  prcaeut  l<ero  which  Ufls  mere  wr.tiJig  into  !itemtur«," 

BRITISH  RULE  AND  MODERN  POLITICS :    an 

Historical  Study.     By  the  Hon.  A.  8.  O.  CANNING,  Author  of  "The 
Divided  Irish,"  "  History  in  Fact  and  Fiction."    LarKc  crown  8ro,  7s.  6d. 
"  Should  help  foreigners  to  understand  how  our  miKhty  empire  was  built 
}xp."—Ptoplt. 

"  The  inquiring  student  will  And  in  this  work  the  soorces  of  great  iMmiog 
and  groat  research." — tUxter  Oaxette. 

NKW  AND  CHEAPER  EDITION  OP  ••  AURORA  LEiOH." 

With  an  Introducuon  by  ALOBRNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE,  and  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ffilt  top,  3s.  fld. 

AURORA  LEIGH.  " 

INC. 

IDLEHURST :  a  Journal  kept  in  the  Country.    By 

JOHN  HAI.S HAM.    Crown  Svo,  68. 
^co^tuian.—"  A  delightful  work  for  a  man  who  ia  fond  of  the  country  and 
of  a  good  book,  and  it  should  please  every  one  who  takes  it  up." 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  MISS  HOWARTH. 

Now  Ready. — Crown  Svo,  Os. 

KATRINA :  A  TALE  OF  THE  KAROO. 

By  ANNA  HOWARTH,  Author  of  "Jan:  an  Afrikander," 

THE  RED  AXeT  By S.  R.Crockett 

With  8  Full-Page  Illustrations.    Second  Edition.    CrowirSTO,  6s. 
Speaker.—"  An  admirable  story,  told  with  sustained  vigour  and  skill." 


By  Elizabeth  Barrett  Brown- 


I 


London :    SMITH,  ELDER  &  CO..  15,  Waterloo  PJace,  S.W. 
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MESSRS.    NELSON'S    NEW    BOOKS. 


At  Five   Shillings. 


IN  THE  GEIP  OF  THE  SPANIARTI.  By  Heubrrt  Hayeks, 
Author  of  "  Under  the  Lone  Star,"  "  The  British  Legion."  &c.  With  9  Illustra- 
tions by  Wai.  Paget.    Crown  8vo,  bevelled  boards,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  68. 

A    FIGHTER    IN     GREEN :    A  Tale  of  Algeria.      By   Herbbbt 

Havens,  Author  of  "  Fighting  for  Freedom."  "  Under  the  Lone  Star,"  "  Clcvely 
Sahib,"  &c.  With  9  Illustrations  by  E.  Talbot  Kellv,  B.B.A.  Crown  8vo, 
bevelled  boards,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  58. 

FRENCH   AND   ENGLISH:  A  Story  of  the  Struggle  i-^  the  West. 
By  R.  Evf.rett-Gree.v,  Author  of  "In  Taun*on  Town,"  "Shut  In,"  "The  Sign 
or  the  Ked  Cross,"  &c.     With  7  Illustrations  by  T7al  Paget,  and  a  Map.    Oromn 
8vo,  bevelled  boards,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  58. 
**  Full  o/ifptrit  and  variety.^' — Daily  Curcvicle. 

THE   DORMITORY  FLAG:  A  School  Story.     By  Harold  Avery, 

Author  of  "  The  Triple  Alliance,"  "  Soldiers  of  the  Queen,"  &c.  With  8  Illuatra- 
tiona  by  W.  H.  Makgetbon.    Crown  8vo,  bevelled  boards,  doth  extra,  gilt  top,  66. 


At  Four  Shillings 


THROUGH    PERIL,   TOIL,   AND   PAIN.     By  Lucy  Tayxor, 

Author  of  "Fntz  of  Praissia,"  "Qoinfj  on  Pilgrimage,"  &o.    "With  Blustrationa 
by  "W.  H.  Margetson.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s. 


At  Three  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

TOM  TUFTON'S  TOLL.  By  E.  Everett -Green,  Author  of 
-Tom  Tufton's  Travels,"  "Shut  In,"  "In  the  Days  of  Chivalry,"  &c.  Withe 
Illustrations  by  W.  S.  Stacev.    Post  8to,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

**  Full  of  stirring  interest" — Record. 

THE    UNCHARTED    ISLAND.     By  Skeltox  Kuppord,  Author 

of  "  Hammona's  Hard  Lines,"  "  The  Mess  that  Jack  Slade,"  &o.    With  Illustra- 
tions by  W.  Kainey,  E.I.    Po&t  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3a,  6d. 
'*.<4  really  fresh  and  readable  story." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE     TRIPLE    ALLIANCE  :    Its    Triah    and    Triumphs.      By 

Harold  Averv.  Author  of  "  Soldiers  of  the  Queen."  "  Frank's  First  Term,'*  &c. 
With  6  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  Maegktson.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d. 
"  Will  be  voted,  in  schoolboy  parlance^  '  a  ripping  good  hook.''  *' — Record. 

ONE  SUMMER  BY  THE  SEA,    By  J.  M.  Callwell,  Author  of 

"  Dorothy  Arden,"  "  Timothy  Tatters,"  &g.    With  Illustrations  by  J.  H.  Bacon. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  LEADERS  OF  THE  LAST   CENTURY; 

or,  England  a  Hundred  Ytars  Aj^o.    By  Rev.  J.  C.  Ryle,  Lord  Bishop  of  Liver- 
pool.   Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  3s.  6d. 


At  Two  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

CHUMS  AT  LAST.  By  A.  Foesyth  Guant.  With  Illustrations. 
Post  8vo,  doth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

"  A  bright  and  healthy  story  " — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE   GREEN    TOBY    JUG,   and  the   Priacesa  who   Lived 

Opposite,    stories  for  Little  Children.    By  Mrs.  Edwis  Hoiiler.    With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  J.  H.  Bacon.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Vs.  6d. 
".4  very  pretty  iale.^' — Record. 

OUR  VOW:  A  Storv  for  Children.  By  E.  L.  Haverfield,  Au'hor 
of  "  On  Trust,"  &c.    With  6  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  28.  6d. 

ESTHER'S  CHARGE,  By  E.  Eveuktt-Gueek.  Author  of  "  Olive 
Roscoe,"  "Loyal  Hearts  and  True,"  &c.  With  6  Illustrations  by  J.  H.  Bacox. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  extr*,  2s.  6d. 

KING   ALFRED*S    VIKING:   A  Story  of  the  First  English  Fleet. 
By  CiiAULEs  W.  WinsTLER.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  28.  6d. 
"  Ah  excellent  and  spirited  tale" — Gloue. 


At  Two  Shillings. 


THE  WHITE  NORTH,  With  Nordenskiold,  De  Lonor,  and 
Nansen.  By  M.  Dooglas.  Author  of  "Across  Greenhuid's  Ice-fields,"  "  Breaking 
the  Record,"  &c.    With  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

A  NEW  LIBRARY  OF  TALES  FOR  THE  HOME.     Post  8vo. 

AUNT  SALLY.    By  Constance  Millman.    28. 

GLADYS  OB  GWENYTH?    The  Story  of  a  Mistake.    By  E.  Eveeett-Ghkks.    28. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  ALTON  GRANGE.    By  E.  Evebktt-Qbeen.    2s. 

THROUGH  THE  GATES.    By  Annee  Tlckek.    28. 

SHE  NAG  :  The  Story  of  a  Highland  Family  in  Canada.    28. 


At  One  Shilling  and  Sixpence. 

THE    PIRATE'S    GOLD  :    A  True  Story  of  Buried  Treasure. 
Gordon  Stabi.fs,  M.D.,   CM.,  Author  of  "Every  Inch  a  Sailor."  *'How  . 
Mackenzie  Won  his  Epaulettes,"  "As  we  Sweep  Through  the  Deep,"  aec.    > 
Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  18.  6d. 
*^  Excellent  of  its  kind." — Qlooe. 

TRUE    TO    THE    FLAO.     By  Geraldine  E.    Glasoow.     Y 

numerous  niUBtrations.    Poet  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 

THE    SWEDISH     FOSTER-BROTHERS.      By   Mrp.    \V<i 

Bakkr.  Author  of  "  The  Bwediflh  Twins,"  '"  liite  Tora,"  &c.    With  Illustrati 
Post  8vo,  cluth  extra,  Is  6d, 

THE  QUEEN'S  NAMESAKE.  By  M.  B.  Svnge,  Author 
"Brave  Men  and  Brave  Djeds."  With  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  e: 
Is  ed. 


At  One  Shilling. 


STOLEN     OR     STRAYED.       By    Hahqld     Avery,    Author 
"  Soldiers  of  the  Queen,"  "  Frank's  First  Term,"  &c.     Witli  Ulustrations. 
8vo,  cloth  txtra.  Is. 

OUR    NOBLE    QUEEN  :    The  Story  of  Her  Life.     With  numei 
Illustrations.    Large  fcap.  8\o,  dotb  extra,  Is. 

THE   LIFE    OF    GLADSTONE :    A  Book  for  Boys.      By  M. 

Svnqe,  Author  of  "A  Helping  Hand,"  &c.    Fost8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is. 

JACK'S    VISIT.      With  numerous  lllustra'ions.      Post  8vo,   c] 
extra,  Is. 

GLORY.     By  lira.  Hamilton  Synqe.     With  Illustrations.     Post  i 

cloth  extra,  Is. 

THE    CHILDREN'S    TREASURY    OF     PICTURES     K 

STOBIES    FOB.   1899.    Small  4to,  pictorial  boards,  la. 

"  Cotdains  a  wealth  of  pictures  and  stories  for  a  shillt/ig.^'—ST.  James's  QazeT] 

THE   FAVOURITE    BOOK    OF   ALPHABETS.      Large  Cic 

8vo,  fancy  boards.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Is. 


New  Series  of  Children's  Pictare  Books. 

At   Five   Shillings. 

THE  GOLDEN  PICTURE  BOOK.  Stories  and  Verses.  C 
80  Coloured  Illustrations.  Small  4to.  28S  pages.  Handsome  cloth,  extra  bind 
gilt  edges,  5s. 

Reading  matter,  pictures,  binding,  and  bold  type,  combine  to  make  this  a '. 
attractive  book  for  Children. 

At   Three   and   Sixpence. 

YOUNGSTERS.  a  Volume  of  Pictures  and  Stories.  \ 
Coloured  Plates.    Royal  4to.    276  pages.    3s.  Gd. 

At  One   Shilling:. 

FOUR    NE'W    PICTURE    BOOKS.      Full    of    New    Stories 
Pictures.    "With  handsome  Coloured  Cover  and  Frontispiece.     Royal  4to. 

HAPp'jT'hOLIDAYS.    Is.  I   PRETTY   POLLY.    Is, 

BOUND    THE    FAKM.    Is.  |    NURSERY   RHYMES.    Is. 

Full  of  delightful  pictures  and  pleasing  etories  of  exactly  the  kind  th  ^ 
little  ones  like. 


At   Sixpence. 


EIGHT    NEW   PICTURE    BOOKS. 

Frontispiece.    Royal  4to. 
PLAY-TIME.    6d. 
A   CHRISTMAS   HAMPER.    63. 
PEEPS   INTO   BIRDLAND.    6d. 
SUGAR  PLDMS.    6d. 
DICKY   BIRD    TALES.    6d. 

THE  ANIMAL  ALPHABET-  With  16  Pages  of  Finely  Col  f« 
Plates,  price  6d. ;  or,  thick  paper  Edition,  with  linen-lined  cover,  price  U. 

This  is  one  of  the  best  books  uf  the  kind  publLshed.  The  Illusti-ations-  W 
of  them  full-page — are  by  E.  B.  S.  Mo.vtefiore. 

*^  As  a  sixpenny  picture-look  it  has  few  equals." — St.  Jahbs'b  Gazette. 


With  Coloured  Cover  l 


PRETTY    PETS    AND    PICTlfS 

6d. 
THE  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS.    &( 
WEE  WILLIE  WINKIB.    6d. 


New  Series  of  Sunday  School  Ticiiets. 

WORDS    OF    TRUTH— Packet  C.    600  Cards  in  Packet,  6. 
WORDS    OF    WISDOM-Packet  D.     600  Cards  in  Packet,  6 1 


•♦'    NfcLSON'S    DESC><IPTIVE    CATALOGUE    OF    BOOKS    POST    FREE    ON    APPLICATION. 

TdOS.  NELSON  &  SONS,  35  &  36,  Paternoster  Row,  London,  E.G.;  Parkside,  Edinburgh;  and  New  Y* 
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Messrs.    WARD,     LOCK     &     CO.,    Limited,    bey    to    announce 

A  New  and  Handsome   Library  Edition  of 

G.    J.    WHYTE-MELVILLE'S    NOVELS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  38.  6d.  each  Volume. 
The  late  O.  J.  Wbyte-Melville,  uniting,  as  ho  did,  the  qaalitie<  of  poet,  noveliit,  iportiman,  and  leader  of  iiooiety,  ha*  long  baaa 
aoknowledf^ed  to  stand  above  rivalry  when  dealing  with  sport  and  the  romance  of  old.  The  chief  of  hit  oontemporariiM  and  nVkIa— 
Bromley  Davenport,  Hawley  Smart,  Anthony  Trollope,  Liudxay  Gordon,  ice. — have  all  borne  generoni  teitimony  of  hit  pra-emiaaBoa. 
Although  the  sale  of  his  works  ha^  always  been  large,  the  publishers  fevl  that  the  time  haa  now  arrived  to  itraean  edition  more  worth/ 
of  his  fame,  and  have  therefore  pleasure  in  announcing  a  monthly  insue  of  his  novels.  Each  volume  will  be  iUoitnited  by  tucb  front- 
rank  artists  as  S.  E.  Waller,  John  Charlton,  Lucy  E.  Kemp- Welch,  G.  P.  Jicomb-Hood,  Stanley  L.  Wood,  Ico. 

This  Series  will  be  well  printed  from  type  specially  cast,  on  Dickinson's  best  antique  paper,  and  neatly  and 
handsomely  bound  In  cloth  grilt,  with  design  by  A.  A.  Turbayne. 

"  Whj  to-MoIvillo's  cliBrminK  novels.     It  dooB  one  a  worlrl  of  koo<I  to  reml  nnvthinit  writtCTi  by  Whyte-Melvllle,  and  for  youth  and  tha  riiiiiK  geiMralion  what 
c*u  there  1*  better)'    The  uew  edition  is  a  handsome  volume  in  xnyi  hold  type,  and  i«  l»>autlfally  Ulutmted."— 5por«n;  Lift. 
"  An  excoUeiil.  and  tasteful  edition,  highly  creditable  to  Messrs.  Ward,  Icicle."— A'c/io. 

JUST  PUliLISnED. 

KATERFELTO.     Illustrated  by  Lucy  E.  Kemp-VVelch. 

TO  BE  FOLLOWED  AT  INTERVALS  BY- 
CERISE.      Illustrated  by  G.   P.  Jaconib-Hood. 

SONGS    and   VERSES,  and   THE   TRUE  CROSS.      Illustrated  by  8.  E.  Waller. 
MARKET    HARBOROUGH,  and    INSIDE  the  BAR.     Illustrated  by  John  Charlton. 
SARCHEDON.      Illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller. 
BLACK    BUT   COMELY.      Illustrated  by  S.   E.  Waller. 

OTHERS    IIV    PRKPARATION. 

READY  AT  ONCE. 

A  NEW  VOLUME  of   ESSAYS,   PRESENTING  in  POPULAR    FORM  the  TEACHINGS  of   THOSE   MASTER  SPIRITS  of  the  AGE 
WHOSE  IDEAS  HAVE  HELPED  SO  LARGELY  to  INFLUENCE  the  MINDS  of  MEN  in  THIS  CENTURY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  68. 

PROPHETS  of  the  CENTURY.     Edited  by  Arthur  Rickett,  M.A., 

And  containing  Essays  by 
WILLIAM  CLABKE,  M.A.      |      J.  COMFTON  RICKETT.  M.P.      |      W.  BLAKE  ODQEBS,  LL.D.      |      A.  £.  FLETCHER. 

And  many  other  distingnished  Writers. 

]Sr  E  "W        X:  IsAL  -A-S        C3-IFT        BOOISIS. 


3s.  6d.  VOLUMES. 

These  Books  are  profusely  Illustrated  by  FRANCES    EWAN,   HAROLD  COPPING,  and  A.  J.  JOHNSON,  and  are  beantUally  bound, 

crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  3s.  6d.  each. 

"Makes ideal  Xmas  presents." — British  Weekly. 

ETHEL    TURNER'S    NEW    STORY. 

JUST  PUBLISHED. 

THE    CAMP   AT    WANDINONG. 

"  We  can  but  indicate  the  heauty  of  the  story,  the  lovely  character  of  the  mother  of  the  two  children,  who  are  captivatiiut  in  the  freahnaas  of  their  comic  and 
.yet  moving  charm ;  the  appeal  to  our  hearts  of  the  touchy,  even  cranky,  toil-worn  father ;  and  the  sudden  glory  of  fidelity,  di>interest«dnes8,  and  fine  romance  with 
which  their  humble  friend  Peierson  is  invested.    The  little  girl  Dorrie  is  an  unrivalled  child.    A  memorable  story."— TA*  World. 

ETHEL    TURNER'S    STORIES. 

"  Miss  Ethel  Turner  is  Miss  Alcott's  true  successor.  The  same  healthy  spirited  tone  is  visible  which  gurU  and  boys  recognised  and  were  grateful  for  in  '  LitUa 
Womeu  '  anil '  Little  Meu,'  the  t>ame  absence  of  primness,  and  the  same  love  of  adventure."— Bo«*i»<im. 


MISS  BOBBIE. 

SEVEN  LITTLE  AUSTRALIANS. 


THE    LITTLE    LARRIKIN. 
THE    FAMILY    AT    MISRULE. 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 

THE   PATTYPATS.     By  H.  Escott-Inman,  Author  of  "  Prince  Gibbley-Gobbley,"  &c. 

"  One  of  the  most  delightfully  droll  bo  iks  that  it  is  piusiblo  to  conceive  of brimful  of  quaint  ideas  and  wonderful  notions,  teeming  with  mirth  and  '  go.'    i. 

.'trmsuro  in  the  way  of  books  for  the  little  oaes.    The  volume  is  as  handsome  as  it  is  good,  making  a  gUt-book  of  whictt  any  child  may  bd  proud."— r»<K'*«r'»  Aid. 

NOW  READY. 

PRINCESS    SARAH.      By  John  Strange  Winter,  Author  of  "  Bootle's  Baby,"  &c. 

"  Si)  Ijriithtl.v  iiiul  H!icnt!.\-  %vritteu  is  it,  aud  so  rdfro-hing  an  aduiisturo  of  humo  >r  and  pathos  does  it  present,  that  one  may  safely  predict  for  it  a  Dumerooa 
flrcle  or  enthusiastic  readers."— Zioj/y  Telegrapk. 

"  It  is  to  l»  hoped  that  Sant»  Olaua  will  have  the  good  sense  to  make  a  big  purchase  of  this  fascinating  \>70k."—Dnnd«e  AdvtrUur. 

AUSTRALIAN   FAIRY    TALES.    By  Atha  Westbury. 

"  A  number  of  siorieh  iu  the  tru9  siiiri',  of  H.  0.  Aniorson  ..  ..Very  poetical  and  bcaitiful,  and  vet  so  racy  of  the  soil  that  if  w»  did  not  know  tba  hiatory  of  tba 
jntuient  we  should  be  bound  to  regard  thorn  as  traditional."— flr««<i)(  Uarcary. 

AN     EXQUISITE     GIFT-BOOK. 

Crown  Svo,  art  buckram,  gilt  top,  58. 

POEMS  of  the  LOVE  and  PRIDE   of  ENGLAND.    Editel  by  F.  and   M.  Wedmore. 

The    SPECTATOR   says:  "Of  all  the  books  that  wo   have  included    under  the  heading  of   'Qlft-Booka'  there  is  not  one 
which  it  should  be  as  great  a  pleasure  to  g.wo  and  to  rocaiwo  as  this." 


WARD,    LOCK  &  CO.,  Limited,  Salisbury  Square,  London,  E.G. 
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CATALOGUES. 


I 


VXT  ILLIAMS        &       NORGATE 

»  »  IMPORTERS  OF  FOREIGN  BOOKS, 

14.  Henrietta  Street,  Oovent  Garden,  20,  South  Frederick  St.- 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 


OATALOGDES   poit  free  on  appUeation. 


F 


lOBEIGN     BOOKS    and    PERIODICALS 

promptly  supplied  on  moderate  terms. 
OATALOODES  on  application. 

DULAU    ft    00.,    87.    BOHO    RQUARB. 


AGENCY  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  23id  Street.  New 
York,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  "W.C.,  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  to  the  excellent 
facilities  presented  by  their  Branch  House  in  London  for  filling, 
on  the  most  favourable  terms,  O'ders  for  their  own  STANDARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.— CATALOGUES  sent  on  application. 

IMPORTANT.-PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING. 

"VEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES.  BOOKS,  i&c. 

l^  —KING.  SELL  &  RAILTON,  Limited,  high-class 
Printers  and  Publisherp,  12,  Goush  Square,  4,  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 
Street,  E.C.,haveBpecially-built  Rotary  and  otherfast  Machines 
for  printinn  illusnated  or  other  Publications  and  special l3^bui It 
Machines  for  fast  folding  and  covei-ing  8,  16,  24,  or  32-piige 
Journals  at  oneoi)eration. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  Journals. 

Facilities  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver- 
tising and  Publishing  Departments  conducted. 

Telepone  65131.    Telegraph  **  Airicanism,  London." 


TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.     lOd-  ner  l.ooi)  words.     Samples  and  references. — 
iddress.  Miss  E.  M.,  18,  Mortimer  Crescei.t  N.W. 


TYPEWRITING.  — MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific,  dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatness 
and  Ta^tidit>■.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars.  &c..  multiplied 
by  Edison's  3Iimeofirai»li.  Loug  exi>erience.— Miss  Spring, 
9,  Agamemnon  Road.  West  Hampstead. 

r  ITERARY     RESEARCH.  — A    Gentleman, 

l_J  experienced  in  Literary  Work,  and  who  hai>  access  to  the 
British  Museum  Reading  Room,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  jierson  requiring  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
search, or  in  seeing  Work  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. —Apply,  by 
letter,  to  D.  C.  Dallas,  6,  Fumival  Street,  London,  E.G. 


for    AUTHORS. 


A  MERICAN    AGENCY 

MANUSCRIPTS  Read.  Revised.  Criticised,  and  PLACED 
in  the  AMERICAN  MARKET.  Under  the  direction  of  the 
former  Editor  of  a  prominent  Magnzine.  Large  acquaintance 
among  Editors  and  Publishers.  Send  lor  Circular.— Address, 
Thk  Unitkd  Litekaby  Prkss,  2a,  Park  Row,  New  York.  U  S.A. 


BARGAINS  PREPARATORY  tn  Re- 
tiring from  the  BOOK  BUSINESS.— Illustrated 
London  News,  last  60  vols.,  new.  handsome  half-morocco.  £20, 
cost  £100.  Thackekay  Collkctors.— Choice  little  set.  The 
Irish  Sketch-Book— Comic  Tales  and  Sketches— The  Paris 
sketch-Book.  All  First  Editions.  6  vols.,  morocco,  exquisitely 
tooled  and  (tilt,  uniform,  rare  lot,  £20.  Punch,  vols.  1  to  100, 
three-quarter  morocco.  £38,  little  more  than  binding  price.— 
CuARLEs  Lowe,  New  btreet,  Birmingham. 


BOOKS.— OUT-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPLIED.— Please  state  want".  Our  Kiplinir  Note- 
Book  (Bd.l  ready  November  15tli.— Wanted.  New  Arabian  Nights, 
2  vols.,  1882.  218.  offered.— Holland  Co.,  Cherry  Street,  Bir- 
mingham. 


ST.  PAUL'S  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL. 
COLET  COURT,  REOPENED  for  MICHAELMAS  TERM 
on  TUESDAY.  Septi^mber  i;J.  Ai)plication  for  filling  vacancies 
to  be  mad*-  to  the  Head  Master,  Mr.  J,  Bewsuek,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  '  -xford. 

DurlnjT  the  last  School  Year  vc  Paulines  gained  Scholarships 
ur  Exhibitions  at  Oxford  and  Canihridgc,  and  8  gained  admis- 
sion to  Woolwich  or  Sandhurst.  (During  the  last  twelve  years 
2;n  f-chnlarahips  have  been  taken  by  Paulines  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge.) 

At  tlio  Apposition,  18&7.  there  were  82  Boys  in  the  School  wh-* 
had  gained  Oxford  and  t'ambridge  Higher  Certificates,  29  whi- 
had  passed  the  London  Matriculation,  and  77  who  had  qualified 
for  Medical  Registration. 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  lucoesset  had 
received  thtir  early  education  at  C"let  Cburt. 


The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  obtained  gratis  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.  8. 

All  readers  attempt  in  ff  this  week's 
Competition  (described  fuUi/  on  page 
346)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


u 


N  I  V  E  R  S  I  T  Y     of      GLASGOW. 


EXAMINERSHIP  IN  MATHEMATICS  AND  NATURAL 

PHILOSOPHY    FOR    DEGREES    IN   ARTS 

AND  SCIENCE. 

The  University  Court  of  the  University  of  Glasgow  will 
shortly  proccfd  to  Appoint  an  ADDITIONAL  EXAMINER 
in  MATHEMATICS  and  NATURAL  PHIH.  SOPUY  loi 
DEGREES  in  ARTS  and  SCIENCE. 

Theappoiniment  wiU  be  for  three  years,  from  Ifct  Januarj 
next,  at  an  annual  fee  of  £8ii. 

Candidates  should  l^dpft  twentv  copies  of  their  application 
ond  fcestimontals  with  the  uuderpigued  on  or  before  17th 
December  next. 

ALAN    E.    CL.VPPERTON. 

S-eretary  of  the  Court. 

91.  West  Regent  Street.  Glasgow. 

L>OYAL  ACADEMY   of   ARTS.— NOTICE 

I  \  IS  HEREBY  GIVEN,  that  the  President  and  Council 
will  )>rocefd  t<ielect.  on  Tuesday,  December  13th,  One  COUSINS 
AN^U1TA^T.  Applicants  for  the  Annuity,  which  is  of  the 
value  of  not  more  ihan  £8u,  must  be  deserving  Artists.  Painters 
in  (»il  anil  Water  Ciilours,  Sculptors,  Arcliitects.  or  Engravers 
in  need  of  aid  through  unavoidable  failure  of  professionitl  em- 
ploy ment  or  other  causes.  Forms  of  application  can  be  obtained 
by  letter  addressed  lo  the  Skcumahy,  Royal  Academy  of  Arts. 
Piccadilly,  W.  They  must  be  filled  in  and  returned  ou  or  before 
Saturday.  December  loth. 

By  Order. 

FRED.  A.  EATON.  Secretary. 

OC0TTI8H     TEXT     SOCIETY. 

The  ANNUAL  MEETING  of  the  SCOTTISH  TEXT 
SOCIETY  will  be  held  in  IM 'WELLS  ROOMS,  GEOROE 
STREET,  ElJiNBURGH,  on  THURSDAY.  1st  DECEMBER. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.'S  LIST. 

THE  THIRD  EDITION  NOW  READ  1\ 

In  Illustrated  paper  cover,  price  is.  ;  cloth,  1b.  6d. 

WINTER'S     ANNUAL. 

(Fourteenth  Year  of  Publication.) 

T^VO      HUSBANDS 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER.  

NEW  ROMANCE  BY  BERTBAII  MITFOED. 
In   cl<.tU    gill,    price  3s.  e<l.,  with   Illustrations   by 

HaIJOLD    PlKlABT). 

THE      RUBY     SWORD. 

B.v  the  AUTHOR  of  "THE  INDUNA'S  WIFE,"  &c. 

NEW  BOOK  BY  J.  JAMES  HEWSON. 

In  1  vol.,  price  3b.  6d. 

A    HANDFUL     OF    TRUMPS. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "  THIS  and  MY   HFE" 


ROYAL   INDIAN   ENGINEERING  COL- 
LEGE. Coopers  Hill,  Staines. 

Tlie  COURSE  of  STUDY  is  arranged  to  fit.  an  Engineer  for 
employment  in  Earoi.e.  India,  and  the  Colonies.  About 
4it  Students  will  be  admitted  in  September,  lB9it.  The  Secretary 
of  State  will  uffer  them  for  Competition,  Twelve  Appointments 
as  Assistant  Engineers  in  the  Public  Works  Department,  and 
Three  Appointments  as  AssistJint  Superititendents  in  the  Tel e- 
araphs  Department,  Ofle  in  the  Accounts  Branch  P.W.D.,  and 
One  in  the  Traffic  Department,  Indian  State  Railway. 

For  particulars  apply  to  Secretabv,  at  College. 

CIVIL      SBRVrCE      COMMISSION. 
FORTHCOMING  EXAMINATION. 

.lUNIOR  ASSISTANT  in  the  SOUTH  KENSINGTON 
MUSEUM  (Art  Branch).    (18-25.)    Ist  DECEMBER. 

The  tiaie  Bpectfifd  is  the  latest  at  which  applications  can  bw 
received.  They  must  be  made  nn  formw  to  be  obtained,  witli 
particulars,  from  the  Skcbktarv,  Civil  Service  Commission, 
London.  8.W. 

-PI  on    PRIZE  fnr  BEST  BOOK  of  120,000 

aUL\J\J  words  Oil  PROTESTANT  BELIEF.  Particular^ 
and  Conditions  on  receipt  of  Stamped  Envelope.— Apply  to  the 
Secretaries. 

The  Religions  Tkait  Solietv,  5fi,  Paterncster  Row, 
London,  E.C. 


OKfi      £35.      £21     PRIZKS     for     THREE 

X^Ul     STORIES  on  the  I'RE^ENT-DAY    ASPECTS   of 

the  CONTROVERSY    WITH    ROME.      Conditions.    &c.,    on 
receipt  of  Stamped  Envelope.— Apply  to  the  Secretaries. 
The  Religious  Trait  Sociktv,  .56,  Paternoster  Row, 
Loudon,  E.C. 

Voice  »nd  speech  training 
ELOCCnON.  4c.— Classes  and  Private  Lessons, 
Stammerers,  Lady  Pupils.— Rev,  0.  R.  Tavloh,  M.A..  LL.B.. 
King's  College,  LoDdon. 

LONDON         LIBRARY, 
ST.  JAMES'S  SQUARE,  S.W. 

Patboh— H.R.H,  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES,  K,G. 

Peesidem— LE.'iLIE   STEPHEN,  Esq 

Vice-Pkesidents— The  Right  Hon.  A.  J.  BALFOUR.  M.P.,  the 

Right  Rev,  the  LORD  BISHOP  of  LONDON,  HERBERT 

SPENCER.  Esq. 
TBCSTEF.s-Right  Hon,  Sir  M.  GRANT  DUFF.  Right  Hon. 

Sir  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  Bart.,  M.P.,  Right  Hon.  EARL  ot 

ROSEBERY. 
The  Library  contains  about  180,000  Volumes  of  Ancient  and 
Modern  Literature,  in  Various  Languages.  Subscription,  £3 
a  year;  Life-Membership,  according  to  age.  Fifteen  Volumes 
are  allowed  to  Country  and  Ten  to  Town  Members,  Reading 
Room  Open  from  10  to  half-past  6.  CATALOGUE,  Fifth 
Edition.  2  vols.,  royal  8vo,  price  2ls. ;  to  Members,  16s. 

C.  T.  HAGBERG  WRIGHT,  Secretary  and  Librarian. 

THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S'  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 


POPULAR  NEW  SIX-SHILLING  NOVELS. 

NOW  READY. 
THIRD  EDITION  i^uW  READY. 

HEART      AND      SWORD. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 
"John  Strange  Winter  has  achieved  one  of  her 
greatest  successes." — ShefTield  Da'ljf  Telegraph. 
"  John  Suange  Winter  gives  us  of  her  best.  '  I 

ifhitefiall  Review.       ' 

Now  readii.  the  THIRD  EDITIOX  nf 
MR.  WILLIAM  LE  QUEUX'S  NEW  NOVEL, 

IF    SINNERS    ENTICE    THEE: 

A  Romance  of  the  Riviera. 
"  We  recognise  in  him  a  careful  weaver  of  astonish- 
ing plots,  sufficiently  original  to  satisfy  an  exacting 
critic,  and  worked  ui>  with  an  ability  that  is  as  rare 
as  it  is  refreshing."— ii^erorj/  World. 

A    WOMAN    OF    IMPULSE. 

By  H.   FALCONER  ATLEE, 
Author  of  "  The  Seasons  of  a  Life,"  ic. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  C.  V.  ROGERS. 

HER     MARRIAGE     VOW. 

By  0.  V.  ROGERS. 

F-    V.     WHITE    &    CO.. 
1 4.    Bedford   Street.   .'Strand,    W.C. 

MUDIE'S  SELECT  LIBRARY 

For  the  CIRCULATION  and  SALE  of 

all  the  BEST 

ENGLISH,  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN .^ 

RUSSIAN,  and  SPANISH  BOOKS. 

TOWN  SnBSORIPTIONS  from  ONE  GUINEA 

per  annum, 
LONDON  BOOK  SOCIETY  (for  weeklyeichange  of  Book* 
at  the  houses  of  Subscribers!  from  TWO  GUINEAS  per  annum 

COUNTRY  SUBSCRIPTIONS  from  TWO  GUINEAS 
perannuna. 
N,B,— Two  or  Three  Friends  may  UNITE  in  ONE  SUB- 
80R1FTI0N,  and  thus  lessen  the  Cost  of  Carriage. 


Tovm  and  Village  Clubs  supplied  on  Liberal  Terms. 

ProspecinseB  and  Monthly  Lists  of  Books  gratis 

and  post  free. 


SURPLUS  LIBRARY  BOOKS 

Now  Offkbkd  at 

GREATLY   REDUCED   PRICES. 


BREAKFAST-SUPPER. 


A  NEW  CLEARANCE  LIST  (100  pp.) 
Sent  Gratis  and  post  free  to  any  address. 
The  List  contains:  POPULAR  WORKS 
TRAVEL,  SPORT,  HISTORY,  BIOGRAPHY. 
SCIENCE,  and  FICTION.  Also  NEW  and  SURPLUS 
Copies  of  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN,  and 
SPANISH  BOOKS. 

MUDIE'S    8BL.E0T    LIBRABY,    Limited, 

30-34,  New  Oxford  Street ;  241,  Brompton  Road,  S.W.f 

48,  Queen  Victoria  Street,  E.G..  London  ;  and 

at  Barton  Arcade.  Manchester. 


Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards, 
price  Is.  fid.,  post  free. 

THE  CONDUCT  of  PUBLIC  MEETINGSj 

By  J.  HUNT    COOKE.     A    Clear   and  Concise 

Manual  for  all  Public  Sneakers. 

*'  The  Specfatif  says  :  "  We  make  no  apology,  eveD' 

during  the  holiday  season,  for  drawing  attention  U 

this  little  book."         

London :  21  &  22,  Pnrnival  Street,  Holborn,  B.C. 
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ITODDER  &  STOUGllTON'S  AUTUMN  LIST 


ny  IAN  MACLAUEN, 

AFTERWARDS,  and  othir  storhs. 

Author  of  "Beside  the  Ilonnio  Brier  Bui.h," 


By  FAN    MACLAltKN,  _ 
Crown  Nvn,  nrt  lirii'ii.  ««. 


iQ. 


RABBI  SAUNDERSON. 


I 


lly  IAN  MA('l,Alii;N.    Wiih  la  IllUBtralions  by  A.  8.  Boyd.     Fop.  8vo. 
cloth,  ^8.  6d. 

DH.  H.  W.  DAI.K. 

THE  LIFE  of  R.  W.  DALE,  LL.D.. 

of  BIRMINGHAM. 

By  hi.i  Son,  A.  W.  W.  DAI.B,  M.A.    With  Portmit.    8vo,  cloth,  Hs. 
"  It  la  a  deeply  interestinpt  record  of  one  of  the  inoBt  ntrciiuoua  and  ufefiil 
lives  of  modem  days."— /'oi'/;/  A>ti>». 

I'lilNCIPAI,  Hi:YNOI,nS,  of  Chpshnnt. 

HENRY  ROBERT  REYNOLDS,  DD. : 

HTH    LIKK   AND  LKTTKRS.     Edited  by  his  Si.itcrn.     With  Two  Por. 
trails.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Ok. 

By  the  DUCHESS  of  LEEDS. 

CAPRICCIOS. 

By  the  nucIIKSS  of  LEEDS.    Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  6ii. 
"  AVe  mu.'<t  conffratnlate  the  Duche.Hs  of  Leeds  oti  her  clever  volome  of  short 
storic.'j,  which  display  literary  abilit.v  of  no  moan  order.  .  .  .  We  have  nothing 
bnt  praise  for  this  volume,  which  is  one  of  real  literary  interpst." 

SI.  Jamtt't  Qasettt. 
By  L.  GLADSTONE. 

NEIL  MACLEOD : 


A  Tale  of  Literary  Life  in  London, 
cloth,  Cs. 


By  L.  GLADSTONE.    Crown  8to, 
By  IIALLIDAY  ROGERS. 

ME660TSBRAE  :  portraits  and  memories. 

Hy  UALLIDAY  laMiEltS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  58. 
**  Itestrnined  pathes  healthy  sentiment,  and  a  fair  smonnt  of  htunonr,  alonf^ 
with  an  admirable  literary  style,  characterise  all  the  sketches." 

Dundee  Adceriiger. 
By  RALPH  CONNOR. 

BLACK  ROCK :   a  tale  of  the  selkirks. 

By  liALl'H  CONNOR.     With  Introduction  by  Prof.  GEORGE  ADAM 

SMITH.  Crown  Svo,  cloth ,  Os. 
Dr.  G.  Ad.vic  Smith  says  in  his  Preface  :  **  Ralph  Connor  has  seen  with  hia 
own  eyes  the  life  wlieh  be  describes  in  this  book.  He  writes  with  tie 
froshneps  and  accurac.yrf  an  eye-witness,  with  the  style  of  areal  arlist,  snd 
with  the  tenderness  and  hopofulness  of  a  man  not  only  of  faith,  but  of 
experience,  who  has  seen  in  fulfilment  the  ideals  for  which  he  lives." 

FOli  LITERARY  .'SOCIETIES. 

A  HANDBOOK  for  LITERARY  and 

DEBATING  SOCIETIES. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  ed. 

By  E.  BLANTYRE  SIMPSON. 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON'S 

EDINBURGH  DAYS. 

By  E.  BLANTYRK  SIMPSON,  Author  of  "Sir  James  Y.  Simpson." 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "IMiOBABLE  SONS." 

HIS  BIG  OPPORTUNITY. 

By  AMY  LE  FKUVRK,  Author  of  "Probable  Sons,"  "Odd,"  "  Erie's 
Good  News,"  4c.  With  1  Illustrations  by  Sydney  Cowell.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s. 

BY  HKSBA  STRETTON. 

HESTER  MORLEY'S  PROMISE. 

By    HKSBA    STIiKTTOX,    Author  of  "  Jessita'a   First  Prayer."    "The 

Doctor's  Pilerama,"  &c.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Ca. 
"The  bright  particular  star  of  the  book  is  Heater  Morley,  and  she  shines 
steadily  rignt  to  iho  end.  Uesba  Stretton  has  produced  no  more  beautiful 
perftonaKo  thivn  Heater  Mi>rley.  One  is  the  hetler  for  her  acquaimance.  Tho 
Curiously  complex  (li.sposition  of  Robert  Waldron  is  limned  with  the  g^reatest 
8kill."~i>«7i(i((?  Advertiser. 


I'ltOKKSSOR  DKUMHOND. 

THE  LIFE  of  HENRY 

DRUMMOND,  F.R.8  E. 

By  (iEl)liriE  ADAM  SMITH.  D.D.,  LL.D.,  Ppot.»...r  ..f  ll.brew  and 
Old  Te.taini'nt  Exegesia,  Kroo  Ohurob  C'olU-ae.aiafU"*.  With  Pnrtraiu 
Cloth,  7».  (Id.  [lU,i,l,  in  IHefinIm: 

By  MICIIAKL  MACDONAGII. 

REMINISCENCES  of  IRISH 

LIFE  and  CHARACTER. 

By  MICUAEL  MACDONAGU.    Crown  »io,  gilt  top,  (». 

By  J.  H.  McCarthy. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  of  the 

UNITED  STATES. 

By  JUSTIN  HUNTLY  McOABTHY.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  B». 
By  PROF.  W.  M.  RAMSAY. 

WAS  CHRIST  BORN  at  BETHLEHEM  ? 


A  Study  In  the  Credibility  of  St.  Luke. 
D.C.L.,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


By  Prof.  W.   M.  RAMSAY. 


By  PRINCIPAL  FAIRBAIRN. 

CATHOLICISM,  ROMAN  and  ANGLICAN. 

By  th"  Rev.  A.  M.  FAIRBAIRN,  M.*.,  D  D.,  LL.D.,  Principal  of  Mara- 
field  Collcifc,  0.\ford ;  Author  of  "  The  Place  of  (;hn»t  in  Mo<lern 
Theology."    I'rown  Svo,  cloth,  Ts.  6d.  IReadji  tkoHly, 

DR.  J.  E.  MILLERS  NEW  WORKS. 

THE  JOY  of  SERVICE. 


A  New  Volume  of  the  "  .Silent  Time.-^ 
Fcap.  8to,  white  and  gold,  i».  6d. 


"  Series.     By  J.  R.  MtLLBR,  D.D. 


DR.  MILLER'S  NEW  CHRISTMAS  BOOKLET. 

THE  SECRET  of  GLADNESS. 

nr.  MILLER-.S  CHRISTMAS  BOOKLET.  With  3!  Illustralive  and 
Decorative  Drawings  by  G.  H.  Ednards.     In  Ornamental  Wr»pper,  Is. 

By  PROF.  .1.  H.  BERNARD. 

VIA  DOMINI !   sermons  por  christian  seasons. 

By  .T.  H.  BERNARD,  D.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  and 
Archbishop  King's  Lectorer  in  Divinity,  Treasurer  of  St.  Patrick'a 
Cathedral,  Dublin.    Crown  Svo,  cl  ith,  6s. 

By  N.  L.  WALKER. 

JESUS    CHRIST  and  HIS 

SURROUNDINGS. 


By  tho  Bev.  NORMAN  L.  WALKER,  D.D. 


A  NEW  VOLUME. 
"LITTLE  BOOKS  ON  RCLiaiON 


Crown  Svo,  ctotb,  3i.  e<l. 
SERIES. 


RESTORED  INNOCENCE. 


A  New  Volume  of  the  "  Liit'e  Books  on  Rehgiaa" 
R.  J.  CAMPBELL,  B.A:    Cloth  elegant.  Is.  Od. 


Serie;.     By  the  Rer. 


lly  nil.  SniOI'-lKLI). 

THE  UNCONSCIOUS  MIND. 

By  ALFRED  T.  8CH0FIELD,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with 
Diagrams,  7s.  6d. 

By  W.  J.  DAWSON. 

TABLE  TALK  WITH  YOUNG  MEN. 

By  W.  .1.  DAWSON.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  Od. 
"  A  very  good  l)Ook  to  pat  into  the  hands  of  young  men." —  Timss. 
"A  highly  helpful  and  stimulating  book."— (Mm^oio  Uerali. 

By  tho  AUTHOR  ot  "THE  CHRONICLES  OP  THE  SCHONBERG-COTTA 
FAMILY." 

COMFORT  AND  COUNSEL 

For  evcrv  dav,  from  the  Writings  of  IXISABETH  RUNDLE  CHARLES, 
Author  of  "  The  Cbroniclesof  the  Schonber«-I'o!ta  Pamilf."  By  TWO  of 
HER  FRIENDS.  With  Preface  by  BASIL  CHAMPNEYS.  Kcaj .  Svo. 
red  lines,  cloth,  9s,  ed. 


IL  LUSTRA  TED  EDITIONS  of  WORKS  by  J.  M.  BARRIE  and  IAN  MAOLAREN. 


By  IAN     MACLARKN. 

Ci-own  8vo,  nrt  linen,  Cs.  each. 

BESIDES  THE  BONNIE  BRIER  BUSH. 

With  Eight  Illustrations  from  Etchings  by  William  Hole,  R.S.A. 

THE  DAYS  OF  AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

With  Ten  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  Boyd. 


By    J.     M.    BARRIE. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  fs.  each. 

A    WINDOW     IN     THRUMS. 

With  Twelve  Illustrations  from  Etchings  by  Wlliam  Hole,  R.S.A. 

AULD    LIGHT    IDYLLS. 

With  Twelve  Illustrations  from  Etchings  by  William  Hole,  R.S.A. 


London:   HODDER  &  STOUGHTON,  27,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 
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MR.  HEINEMANN'S  LIST. 


GAINSBOROUGH,  and  his  PLACE  in  ENGLISH  ART. 

HvWALTEIt  AHMSTRONC,  Director  of  tho  National  Gallery,  Ireland. 

Wilh  C2  Phologrftvures  and  10  Li*^liopn"aphs  in  Colour.    One  vol.,  imp.  4to, 

£5  5s,  net.    Also  50  Copies  with  Duplicates  of  the  Photogravures  on  India 

Pfiper  in  Portfolio,  £10  IOb.  net,  which  are  all  sold. 
The  Tim€8.—"  No  more  beautiful  Iwok  has  ever  been  issued  from  the  English  preM  than 
Mr,  Walter  Armstrong's  folio  Volume  of  GaiushorMngh.     The  illustration')  of  th«  book,  both 
as  to  |H>rtraiture  and  as  to  laudscaifo,  are  extiemely  tine,  and  cov«r  Gainsborough's  whole 
wide  range." 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI :  Artist,  Thinker,  and  Man 

of  Science.  Authorised  Ti^nslation  from  the  French  if  EUGENE 
MUNTZ,  Member  of  the  Institute  of  France,  &c..  In  2  vols.  Uniform  iu 
size  with  Michel's  "  Rembrandt."  With  20  Photogravures,  28  Coloured 
Platep,  and  about  200  Text  Illustrations.    Price  Two  Guineafi  net. 

FASHION  in  PARIS-    The  various  Phases  of  Femi- 
nine TBsto  frrm  1797  to  1887.    By  OCTAVE  UZANNE,    Translated  b> 
Lady  MARY  LOYD.    "With  100  Hand-coloured  Plates  and  250  Text  Illus- 
trations by  Franfoib  Courboin.    1  vol  ,  imp.  8vo,  308. 
Punch.— "  Ab  a  Iwok  of  reference  for  the  illustrator,  for  the  author  and  dramati-it,  for 

Btage-maniigpr  and  theatrical  costumier,  this  work  is  a  most  vjihiable  authority  on  feminine 

costumes  in  France.    The  colouring  of  tlie  pictures  is  excellent." 

N.B.— This  book  can  also  be  obtained,  on  payment  of  instalments, 

at  all  Booksellers'. 

Illustrated  Prospectuses  of  these  magnijicent  Art  Sooks /or warded  on 

Application. 

Entire  Fiest  Edition  out  op  Pkint.     Second  Ihi'sbssion  Now  Ready. 

IN    the   FORBIDDEN    LAND.      An  Account  of   a 

Journey  in  Tibet;  Capture  by  the  Tibetan  Authorities;  Imprisonment, 
Torture,  and  Ultimate  Release,  By  A.  HENRY  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 
Profusely  Illustrated.    2  vols.,  326.  net. 

The  Times.— "  lie  tells  n  plain  and  manly  tale,  without  atTectation  or  bravado A  book, 

certainly,  that  will  be  read  with  interest  and  excitement." 

MR.   FROUDE  and  CARLYLE. 

1  vol..  8vo.  lOs.  6d. 

The  Jinily  Ttlegravii-—**  Mr.  WilFon  cetainly  proves,  what  he  set  out  to  prove— that 
Froude'fl  '  Life'  was  a  hook  which  ought  never  to  Iiave  been  allowed  to  see  the  light,  and  he 
gives  us  a  far  truer  picture  of  Thomas  Carlyle." 

CATHERINE  SFORZA.      By  Count    Pier  Paoslini. 

Abridged  and  Translated  by  PAUL  SYLVESTER.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    1  vol.,  demy  8vo,  10s. 

Ihe  Pall  Mail  Gazette.— "  i^ount  Pasolini's  careful  study  is  a  faithful  reflei  of  the  early 

ages  of  the  Ki^uascence One  word  should  be  added  in  praise  of  Mr.  Sylvesters  translatioi', 

which  reads  almost  like  an  original  work." 

A  HISTORY  of  SPANISH  LITERATURE.    By  James 


By  David  Wilson. 


FITZ  MAURICE-KELLY. 
World.    Vol.  V.) 


1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  6s.      (Literatures  of  the 


The  5p€c(aior.—"  The  work  before  us  iB  one  which  no  studeut  can  he!:ceforth  neglect 

if  the  studeut  would  keep  his  knowledge  of  Spanish  up  to  date " 

WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.    A  Critical  Study.    By 

GEORGE  BRANDER.     2  \ols..  Roxburgh  gilt  top  or  buckram  uncut, 

demy  8vo,  Z-ls.,  net. 
The  ^(A«i(f«m.—"  No  other  single  work  on  Shakeppenre  includes  so  much,  and  so  much 

that  is  valuable The.  e  is  no  side  of  his  subject  which  he  neglects— his  book  is  in  its  way 

encyclopicdic.    Dr.  Bninder  is  a  great  compiler,  but  he  is  more.    iShakespt^are  to  him  is  a 
maguiflctnt  reality." 


THE    BEST 


NOVELS 

1  vol.,  Os.  each. 


TO    READ. 


THE  OPEN  QUESTION.    By  C.  E.  Raimond,  Author 

of  "George  Mandeville's  Husband,"  Ac. 
St.  Jamen'a  Gazette.—"  This  is  an  extraordinarily  fine  novel.    We  have  not,  for  many 
years,  come  across  a  serious  novel  of  modern  life  which  lias  impressed  our  imagination  or 
created  such  an  instaut  convictioa  of  the  genius  of  its  writer." 

GLORIA  MUNDI.    By  Harold  Frederic. 

The  Daily  Chronicle.—^'  Mr.  Harold  Frederic  has  here  achieved  a  triumph  of  characteiisa- 
tiou  rare  indeed  in  fiction,  even  in  sucii  fiction  as  is  give-n  us  by  our  greatest." 

TONY  DRUM,  a  COCKNEY  BOY.     By  Edwin  Pugh. 

Author  of  "A  Man  of  Straw,"  &c.  With  10  Full-Page  lUustratiouB  in 
Colour  from  Designs  by  J.  and  W.  Beggarstaff,  and  a  Cover  Design  by 
William  Nicholson. 

The  .^(Ae>u£«m.— "There  is  much  that  is  graphic,  direct,  and  simple  in  Mr.  Pugh*s  pre- 
sentment of  Tuny,  his  sisters,  parents,  and  surruuudings He  shows  that  even  the  children 

of  the  slums  have  their  short  hour  of  irresponsible  merriment.    Tony's  good  heart  and  tlie 
early  devotion  of  his  hister  Honor  are  given  with  life-like  and  touching  traits." 

THE    WIDOWER.      By   W. 

"Marietta's  Marriage,"  &c. 
The  Times.— "The  most  copious  criticism  could  really  do  little  more  than  advise  novel 
readers  by  all  means  to  read  '  The  Widower.'    They  will  remain  iucredulous  but  amused.     It 
IS  ui/t  a  ciibc  of  incredulous  odi." 

THE  TWO  MAGICS.    By  Henry  James. 

The  Daili/  Xkivs.-''  The  firrt  story  shows  Mr  James's  subtlest  characteristics,  his  supreme 
delicacy  of  toucli.  liis  burpa^cing  mastery  of  the  art  nf  suggestiun.  The  second  story  is  a 
uelighttul  cjmedietta,  abounding  in  dialogue,  swift,  brilliant,  polished." 

VIA  LUCIS.    By  Kassandra  Vivaria. 

The  Eaili/  Telegraph.—"  No  one  who  reads  these  passages,  in  which  the  life  of  (he  epirit 
is  no  comp  etety  described,  can  doubt  for  an  instant  that  the  author  is  lajing  bare  her  scut's 
autobiography.  The  book  is  simply  and  <iuietly  written,  and  gains  in  force  from  its  clear, 
direct  style.    Every  page,  every  descriptiva  line,  bears  the  stamp  of  truth." 

An  Illustrated  Autumn  Announcement  List  and  General  Catalogue  will  be 
forwarded 2^ost  free  on  Application. 


E.   Norris,  Author  ot 


London  ;   WM.  HEINEMANN,  21,  Bedford  Street,  W.C. 


MR.  DAVID  NUTT'S  LIST. 


G/FT  and  CHILDREN'S  BOOKS. 

WILD    ANI15IALS    I    HAVE    KNOWN.       By 

ERNEST  SETON  THOMPSON,  Naturalist  to  the  Government  of  Mani- 
toba.  With  37  Full-Page  Plates,  and  upwards  of  200  Text  and  Marginal 
Illustrations  by  the  Author,    tiquare  demy  8vo,  cloth,  top  gilt,  6s. 

•,*  Contents:  Lobo,  the  King- Wolf  of  Currumpaw  ;  Silverspot,  the  Story 
of  a  Crow ;  Raggylug,  the  Story  of  a  Cottontail  Rabbit ;  Bingo,  the  Story  of 
My  Dog;  The  Springfield  Fox;  The  Pacing  Mustang;  WuUy,  the  Story  of  a 
Yaller  Dog ;  and,  Redniff,  the  Story  of  the  Don  Valley  Partridge. 


•*  Should  become  a  nursery  classic."— Pa/i  Mall  Gazette. 
*'  There  is  enough  of  the  thrilling,  the  gruesome,  and  the  heroic  in  the 
volume  to  satisfy  any  child,  and  the  illusi rations  are  graceful  and  clever," 

Westminster  Gazette. 

THE  WORLD  WONDERFUL  :  Being  the  Adven- 

tures  of  Four  Knights  who  quested  North,  Smith,  East,  and  West,  seek- 
iDg  the  World'H  End.  Told  by  CHARLES  SQUIRE.  With  10  FuU-Page 
Plates  and  upwards  of  40  Text  Designs  by  A.  Macgregor.    Ss. 


"  Boys  will  clamour  for  it."— P«//  Mall  Gazette. 

"  Full  of  incident,  healthy  excitement,  and  instruction.''— ^Srofsman. 

UNDER  the  CUBAN  FLAG ;  or.  The  Search  for 

the  Cacique's  Treasure.    By  F.  A.  OBER.    With  many  Full-Page  Plates, 
A  beautifully  bound  and  attractively  printed  volume.    6s. 


"  The  plates  alone  are  worth  ike  money.*' 

THE  MADONNA  in  ART.     By  Estelle   Hurll. 

Crown  8vo,  with  31  Phototype  Plates  after  the  most  celebrated  Master- 
pieces of  Christian  Art,  printed  on  Hand-made  Pai)er,  and  bound  in 
silver  and  blae,''3n.  6d. 


ARTHURIAN  ROMANCES  UNREPRESENTED  IN  MALORY. 

No.  1.  SIR  GAWAIN  and  the  GREEN  KNIGHT. 

Abridged  Translation  of  the  Fourteenth  Centurv  English  Alliterative 
Romance  by  JESSIE  L.  WKSTON.  With  Frontispiece,  Chapter  Head- 
ings, and  Designed  Cover  in  Three  Colours,  Printed  on  Hand-made 
Pai>er  in  minuscule  4to.    2s. 

•»•  M.  Gaston  Paris  has  pronounced  this  romance  "the  jewel  of  English 
mediaeval  literature. 


THE     COLLECTED     POEMS     of    WILLIAM 

ERNEST  HENLKY,  Comprising  the  Matter  of  the  Author's  previous 
Volumes,  "A  Book  of  Verses"  and  "London  Voluntaries,"  with  Omis- 
sions, Additions,  and  Changes.  With  a  Photogravure  of  the  Author's 
Bust  by  Rodin.  Small  demy  Svo,  printed  at  the  Constable  Press  on 
Special  Paper,  bound  in  dark  green  cloth,  top  gilt,  Cs. 


AUCASSIN    and    NICOLE  TE.      Translated  by 

ANDREW  LANG.    Fifth  Thousand.    Sewed.    Is. 

"t"  A  few  copies  still  remain  of  the  lOO  palled  on  Whatman  Paper,  at  St. 
net. 


THE  TRADITIONAL  GAMES  of  ENGLAND, 

SCOTLAND,  and  IRELAND.  With  Tunes,  SingiiiB-Rliymes,  and 
Methods  of  Pliiyinp,  accordinjf  to  the  Variants  extant  and  recorded  in 
different  parts  of  the  Kingdom.  Collected  and  annotated  by  ALIOE 
BERTHA  GOMMK.  Vol.  It.— OATS  AND  BEANS— WOULD  YOU 
KNOW.'  Together  with  a  Memoir  on  the  Study  of  Children's  Gamai. 
Demy  8vo,  vi.,  531  pp.    128.  6d.  net. 

"s*  Completes  the  work  of  which  Vol.  I.  was  published  in  1894,  at  12s.  6d. 
net. 


THE    GRIMM    LIBRARY. 

VOL.  vin. 
THE    CUCHULLIN    SAGA.      Translation    and 

Summaries  of  tho  Chief  Old  Triah  Heroic  Romances,  of  whicli  Cuchullin 
is  the  Hero.  By  Dr.  WHITLEY  STOKES,  Mr.  STANDISH  HAYKt* 
O'GRADY.  Professor  KDNO  MEYER,  and  other  leading  Irish  SL■hol»^^. 
Kdited,  with  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Appendices,  by  EL.EANOR  HUM.. 
Pp.  Ixxx.  +  31b.  Map  or  Heroic  Ireland,  sliowing  track  of  Meave's 
army  in  the  Tdhi  bo  Cuailgne.    78.  6d.  net. 

VOLS.  IX.  Asn  X. 

THE  PRE-  and  PROTO-BISTORIC  FINNS,  both' 

Eastern  and  Western,  with  the  Magic  Songs  of  tho  West  Finns.  By  ttie 
Hon.  JOHN  ABERCROMBY.  With  Maps  and  Numerous  Aroha-ologicjil 
and  Craniological  Illustrations.  2  vols.,  pp.  xsiv.  +  303,  and  xvi.  -f  1"'' 
£1  Is.  net. 
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D.  NUTT,  270-271,  Strand. 
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MR.     JOHN     LONG'S 

NEW    NOVELS. 

"  Id  Ur.  Manib'8  own  line  no  ono  HvaU  him." 

Qlangnw  Herald. 
NKW  NOVKL  1)V  the  AUTHOR  of  "THK  llKKrLK." 

CURIOS  :   Some  Strange   Adven- 

■nlUKS  of  TWO  HA0HELOK8.     By  lUCUAUD 

MAIiSH.    Cloth,  ««.    Kally  Illu«tr«teil. 

"  Mi-.  .Marsh  iH  a  inaMter  of  HoniiatiunaliHin.    Tho 

mystoripr*  iii-u  c'c'Vlm-  ami  hiRonioasly  dovelopod,  anil 

tho    iucidoiits    iiro     bi-ightly   deMcribod,   terac,    and 

amusing.''-  />n7.(/  Griip/ik, 

II.  A.  lUNKSON'S  Ni'w  Novel. 

WHEN  LOVE  IS  KIND.     By  the 

Autlior  of  "  Up  for  the  (irocn,"  Ac.    Cloth,  (>». 
KATIIARINK  S.  MACQUOID'S  Now  Novel. 

A  WARD  of  the  KING      By  the 

Author  of  "The  Story  of  Lois,"  ic.    CMh,  C. 
UOMKllT  BUCHANAN'S  "(ircat  Novel." 

FATHER    ANTHONY.     Cloth,  6s 

(Second  Edition). 
"  Mr.  Buchanan  has  never  conceived  a  more  finely- 
drawn  character  than  '  Kathor  Anthony.' " 

T.  P.  OCoBKoB,  M.P.,  iu  tho  Weekly  Sun. 

KSXIK  STUAllT'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

SENT    to    COVENTRY.      By  the 

Author  of  "  A  Wonuui  of  Forty,"  Ac.     Cloth,  As. 


THE  NKW"  NOVKL  OK  HOSlM'l'AL  LIFE. 

THE    HOSPITAL    SECRET.      By 

JAMES      COMPTON    (p.scudonvm     of     popular 
Author).     Cloth.  Cs. 

WHEN  Ihe     MOPOKE   IjALLS. 

■I'wenty.two  Illustrationw.    Cloth.  3.-^.  ed. 
'1  *.  William  S.  Walker  is  steeped  in  the  traditi'-ns 
ustrrtlian  bush  loi-e,  and  his  collection  of  tales  are 
f  the  sound  of  the  vasrrant's  .sonif  of  freedom, 
li-e  particularly  fresh  and  unhackrcyed." 

forld. 

NKW  NOVKF.S  BY  A  NKW  AUTHOR. 

BY  JUMNA'S  BANKS  :  an  Anglo- 

ByPAULMARKHAM.    Cloth, 
London  :  JOHN  LONR.  6,  Chandos  St..  Strand. 

At  all  Libraries  and  Booksellers'. 


Indian  Romance. 
38.  ed. 


A  LOTUS 

FLOWER. 

By  J.   MORGAN    DE    GEOOT. 

Crown  8vo,  6a. 

"A  work  of  cenlna."— Dun(f««  Courier. 
"A  dof^ged  forcefuhiess,  and  a  display  of  literary 
"Monrce  which  show  considerable  promise." 

St.  James's  Gazette. 
"A superbly  faithful  picture."— Saturday  Xeritw. 
"  A  translation  of  a  line  Dutch  novel."— OmWoo*. 
"A  very  clever  psycholopfical  study." 

Slrmitigham  Post. 
"  The   chan\cters   arc   defined    with    a   masterly 
■  iv.t\."~Scotsman. 

"His  first  novel  made  a  stir  at  once.    His  second 
'■■'Tk  has  just  ai)peared,  superior  in  conception,  more 
■rate  in  plot,  and  more  fascinating-." 

Athenaum  (review  of  Dutch  literature). 
\  novel  for  which  we  may  reasonably  anl  icipate 
'■!it  demand,  not  only  in  England,  but  practically 
iighont  the  EnKlish-spcakinf;  world." 

St.  James's  Budget 
"The    visions   arc    picturesque,    tho   denouement 
iverful."— iiVerary  World. 

"  It  is  marked  by  distinction  of  truth  and  observa- 
•n  ...the  study  of  the  woman's  character  is  finely 
■me  throughout."- iJaiiy  Chronicle. 


I 


WILLIAM    BLACKWOOD    &    SONS, 
Edinburgh  and  London. 


WELLS  GARDNER.  DARTON  &  GO.'S  LIST. 

TIIK    I.AMT    WORK    HY     llli;    IIIIST    hlHllOP    OK    WAKKKIKI.I). 

THE    CLOSED    DOOR  :    Readings   and    Addresses    for 

OqIcL  D&.VS 

By  iho  IliKht  Hev.  W.  WALRHAM  HOW.  P.D.    Crown  Bvo.  cloth  tw»nl«,  to. 


"  An  f^xmnrln  of  tlio  tiot  iiplnliml  life  of  Ibo  Chiirrh  of  KiiffhimL" 
'*  AtK>vo  or'\\,\VAMn."~Spe<taliir 


Ouardion. 


"  THE  LIBRARY  OF  PRACTICAL  CHRISTIANITY" 

Kdited  by  the   Rev.  J.  II.  BI.'RN,  H.D.,  ExunininK  Ohaplkln  to  Ihu  Bluhop  of  A{ierd««s. 

THE   LAW   of  FAITH. 

By  tfao  Rev.  WIT.I  I  AM    BRIGHT.  D.D..  ('Riinn  of  ChrUt  Cbaroh,  Oxford,  R*piOH  ProfeMor  of 

KccleHi'-sllcat  HiHtory,    Crown  Hvo,  ololh  boards,  6b. 

"A  vury  VHlonbte  theiplotfioHl  work Bvery  piffoiii  the  oatoomo  of  a  richly  Ntored  rofml,  and  a  rtad«r 

will  thi'l  that  any  Hin^Ie  I  heme  m  ho  treated  iM  to  MMTKMt  many  fruUful  lopim  for  itlufiiou*  thonffbt.  !>r. 
BrJKtit  Ih  not  only  theologically  ozact.  hat  ho  Ih  riino  nttmally  caoc«Mfal  in  attaining  to  that  Utvrary  charm 
of  select inw  the  wry  word  which  expresMOx  thv  writer's  thoaRbt."—(7iMir</t<ia. 

TESTIMONIES   to   CHRIST. 

By  the  R^v.  C.  J.  BALL,  M.A.,  Oh»plaiD  lo  the  Uononrabla  Society  of  Llnoola'a  loo.    Oown  Sro, 

cloth  boards,  6*. 

THE   CHURCH    in  ENGLANdT" 

By  Canon  OVKItTON.      With  Miip--.      Oown  Hvo,  6a.  each. 
"  Church  histories  in  tltcie  days  nra  plentifal— some  would  say,  too  )>lontifnl—>mt  Gannn  Overton,  in 
hid  '  Church  in  England/  approaches  tho  Hubjecl  from  a  point  of  view  nomcwhat  difTuront  from  that  taken 

in  many  current  histories We  have  nowhere  met  a  clearer  or  more  IntorostiiiK  P><^tnro  of  the  cbarac* 

teriBlic  features  of  the  Early  English  Church,  of  its  distinctly  national  character,  Ac*  —Tim^s. 

With  Introdnction  by  ANDRKW  LANG. 

THE   PLEASURES  of  LITERATURE  and  the  SOLACE 

of  BOOKS. 

Relected  and  ArranRCd  by  JOSEPH  SUAYLOR.      Artistically  printed  on  laid   paiwr.    With  • 
Froiuispiece  reproduced  in  Heliojfravnre  from  Meissionior's  celebrated  picture      A  UeftdioiCAt 
Diderot's  House  "    Pcap.  8vo,  extra,  extra  cloth  Ixwrds.  gilt  top,  3e.  (M. 
"  Kvery  book-lover  will  delight  in  this  production."— 0»f/ooA. 

A  NKW  NOVEL,  by  the  Author  of  "  Three  Girls  in  a  Flat." 

A   HAUNTED   TOWN. 

By  ETHEL  P.  HEDDLK.    Illuslrated  by  (ioBBOir  Baowiri.    Urown  8vo,  fancy  cloth  boards,  fi. 

[JVow  mdt. 
By  a  NEW  WHITER.— .Vow,'  re^dt. 

OVERLOOKED :  a  Tale  of  North  Devon. 

By  BESSY  HAWKER.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  3«.  6d. 
"  Prettily  told  and  rich  in  local  lore." — Spectator. 
''  We  hope  that  Miss  Hawker  will  go  on  and  prosper,  for  there  is  real  merit  in  her  work." — Athenaum, 

A  NKW  NOVKL,  dealing  with  Christian  Socialism. 

MART  GIFFORD.  MB. 

By   L.  T.  MEADK,  Author  of  "A  Princess  of  the  Gutter,"  " Under  the  Dragon  Throne,"  Ac- 
Crown  Svo.  cloth  bfmrds,  6s.  _  

THE  NKW  ILLUSTRATED  BOOK  by  "A  NOBODY." 

THE    SURPRISING    TRAVELS    and  ADVENTURES   of 

BAROy  UAVSCHAUSEX.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Title-pago.  and  nnmcrons  Black- 
and-White  Illustrations  by  "  A  NOBODY."    frown  Svo,  cloth  Iwarda.  Ss.  6d. 
"One  of  the  best  boy's  liooksthe  season  has  produced. "-PaW  Mali  Gazette. 
MR.   A  NOBODY'S  COMPLETE  EDITION. 

NONSENSE  for  SOMEBODY,    ANYBODY,   and  EVERY- 

now,  I'ARTlCVLAttLY  the  UABYBOVY,  together  with  more  Nonsense  for  the  Same  Bodiee 
as  before.    Written  and  Illustrated  in  Colours  by  "  A  NOBODY."    4to,  cloth  boards,  gilt  edges,  6». 
"  Quite  the  licst  thing  since  Mr.  Lear."— PuncA,  "  Simply  sjilendid."- Q«««ii, 

An  Interesting  and  Original  Treatment  of  the  Alphabet. 

DR.  JOLLY  BOY'S  A,  B,   G.     By  Gordon  Browne.     Printed 

in  Red  and  Black,  4to,  paper  boards,  2s.  6d. 

CHATTERBOX  LIBRARY,  VOL.  VIU. 

THE    LITTLE    GENERAL.      For    Boys. 

J.  LEY  PETHYBRIDGE.    Crown  6vo,  pictorial  paf  er  boards.  Is. ; 


by 


BARTON'S  SUNDAY  PLEASURE 


Illustrated 

cloth  boanls.  Is.  6d. 

BOOK.      Designed    to 


Make  Sunday  a  Brig:ht  nnd  Happy  Day.  Containinfc  an  almost  Endless  Variety  of  Instructive  and 
InterestinfT  Employment  for  the  Day  of  Rest  for  Children  from  Six  to  Foarteen.  Nomerautt  Ulna* 
tratioD9.    Cloth  boards,  fcap.  4to,  2s.  6d. 

SUNDAY  READING  for  the  YOUNG.      250  Original  Illus- 

trat'ons.     416  largo  pages.    The  New  Volume  now  ready,  3s.,  Pictorial  paper  boards ;  Ss.  cldh 

extra  -,  Weekly,  Jd. :  Monthly,  3d. 
"As  jrood  as  ever."-  Pall  Mall  Gazette, 

"  The  dilticult  problem  of  Sunday  reading  is  aolved  in  these  pages  u  well  aa  it  can  be  soWed  any- 
wherc." — Spectator, 

STORIES   TOLD   to  a  CHILD.      By  Jean  Ingelow.     Illus- 

trated.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  iKiards,  2-*,  ed. 
•* '  Stories  Tolrt  to  a  Child*  is  one  of  the  classicH  of  children'it  books,  and  aarely  Miss  Injfelow  never 
did  tjstter  work  than  these  little  stories,  which  teem  to  be  perfection  from  whatever  point  we  regard 
them.'  '—iSpectator. 

LITTLE  CHRISTIAN'S  PILGRIMAGE.    By  H.  L.  Taylor, 

Author  of  '*  Out  of  the  Way,*'  Jkc.    With  nnmeroas  Illustrationa  by  Helen  Milea.    Cron^n  8ve,  cloth 

elcK^nt,  28.  ed. 
"  Sht^uhl  meet  with  a  hearty  welcome.*'— CAurcA  Times. 
'*  The  child  public  will  enjoy  this  l)ook.** — Ouardittn, 

THE  WATCHERS  on  the  LONGS  B I  PS:  a  Tale  of  Cornwall 


in  the  Last  Century.    By  JAMES  F.  COBB. 
Hvo,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  3a.  G<1. 


Illustrated  by  Davidson  Knowles.    L-irge  crown 
iTiOtntfthird  Edition  nam  rtadf. 


WELLS  GARDNER,  DARTON  &  CO.,  Paternoster  Buildings,  London. 
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SKEFFINGTONS'  NEW  LIST. 


FOR   CHRISTMAS   ENTERTAINMENTS,   &c. 

This  Day.    Cloth,  price  28.  6cl.     With  many 
lUastrationf. 

A    JESTER'S    JINGLES      By 

F.  RAYMOND  COULSON.  A  new  aid  capital 
collection  of  Humorous  Poems,  for  Recitation, 
Eucore  Pieces,  &c. 

This  Day.    A  New  Novel  by  MONA  CAIRO. 

Price  68. 

THE    PATHWAY   of  the   GODS. 

Tlie/)oi!i/  re!«ora)A8ay6:— "Tlie  book  is  always  bright  and 
friiiutntly  brilliant.    It  will  be  read  with  keen  Interest. 

Tbe  Glaemw  Htrald  says;— "  A  cajiital  aov«l....A  remark- 
ably clever  iiiece  of  work  in  a  new  vein." 

This   Bay.      A    New    Volume   of    Stories   by 
MORLEV   ROBERTS.     Clotu,  price  6s. 

THE   KEEPER  of  the  WATERS, 

and  Other  Storlos. 

Th«  Satunlau  Review  buys  :— "  Mr.  RoberU'a greatest  triumphs 
arw  achi-vctl  iu  tiiis  work  of  vivid  imagination,  pathos,  auil 
noteworthy  executive  BkiU."  ,  ,     ,     .        ,       ■    i 

Literature  says:— "A  oollet-;  ion  of  iwwerful  storieB  of  weird 
suKge8tiveueB8  and  breezy  humour.  Mr.  Koberts  has  versatility 
uo  l(tB8  than  power."  ,  „       .  , 

The  ^(/w'KFHm  Bays:— "Masterly.  .  .  .  Conciseness,  vigour 
anl  dramatic  insight  are  abun-iant." 

The  Hntiak  Wttkly  says:— "The  man  who  can  trauelate 
fprr.tr  into  language  of  such  grim  power  is  uo  mean  artist. 
These  tales  grip." 

Thia  Day.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  68. 

With  6  Illustratious. 

CHARLES    H.    EDEN'S  New  ChriBtmas  Book 

for  Boys. 

AT   SEA    UNDER   DRAKE. 

The  Manehesier  Gvardian  says:—'  Just  what  an  historical 

romaace  ought  to  bt- Tiic  story  is  so  well  conceived,  so  manly 

Iu  tuUf.  so  fctraightforwardly  told,  that  it  naturally  associates 
itself  with  ■  Westward  Ho  !'" 

The  iroW'i  says :— *'  A  stirring  tale  in  which  the  romantic 
epis'idcs  lose  none  of  their  ancient  charm.  Tliis  book  will  rank 
high  anions'  its  fellows." 

By  MARtE  CORELLI.    Forty-sixbli  Thoueana.    58. 

THE  MURDER  of  JDELICIA. 


Bv  RICHARD  MARSH. 

THE  BEETLE :  a  Mystery. 


Fifth 


Edition.  I'rica  Os. 
The  Daily  Gmi-hic  says  :— *' '  The  Beetle'  revels  in  the  weird. 
It  is  the  kind  of  boi>k  which  you  put  down  only  fi,r  the  purpose 
oftuniiog  up  the  gas  and  making  Hure  that  no  person  or  thing 
in  6t;iii<liug  behind  vour  chair — and  it  is  a  book  which  no  one 
will  put  down  until  finished  except  for  this  reason." 


By  GUY  BOOTHBY.    I':iKhth  Thousand.    ( 

SHEILAH  McLEOD:  a  Novel. 


Bf  FERGUS  HUME.    Fonrth  Thousanl.    3s.  6d. 

HAGAR  of  the  PAWNSHOP. 


UNDER  ONE  COVER   Price  3s.  6d 

A  splendid  collection  of  Original  Short  Stories  by 
S.  BARING  GOULD,  RICHARD  MARSH, 
FERGUS  HUME,  to.,  &c. 

By  HELEN  MATHERS.    2nd  Edition.    3s.  Gd. 

THE    JUGGLER   and  the   SOUL. 


By  EOITH   E.  CUTHCLL.     Price  3s.  6d. 

SWEET  IRISH  EYES :  a  Novel. 


Third  Edition.      Crown  Hvo,  jirice  Os, 
By  ERNEST  O.  HENHAM. 

MENOTAH:  a  Thrilling  Story  of 

the  Canadian  North-West  Rebellion. 
By  HALUIWELL  SUTCLIFFE.    Price  3s.  6d. 

A  TRAGEDY  in  GREY:  a  Novel 


By  A.  ST.  JOHN  ADCOCK.    Price  33.  Gd. 

IN  the  IMAGE  of  GOD :  a  Story 

of  Lower  London. 


Second  Edition.      Just  out.    Price  3&.  6d. 
ATHOL    FORBES    NEW     BOOK. 

CASSOCK     and     COMEDY  :     the 

Humorous  Side  of  Clerical  Life,  a  Series  of  most 
Amusing,  Interesting,  and  Original  Auecdoies 
iind  Reconls  of  the  A'lthor's  Personal  E.'sperience 
of  Clerical  Life  and  Work.  Among  the  Cnapters 
are  :  Babies  —The  Humours  of  Marriage  —The 
Hamours  of  Funerals — The  Humours  of  the 
Sunday  School — The  Humours  of  Preachers  and 
Preaching— Puttinjjf  in  the  Banns— The  Humours 
of  Visiting—Church  Workers  and  their  Eccen- 
tricities—Churchwardens  and  Ve&t'-y  Meetings— 
Our  Organists- New  Curates  and  their  Faults. 


LONDOi?  :  SKEFFINaTON  &  SOX, 

163.  Piccadilly,  W. 

Publishers  to  11. M.  the   Queen  and   H.R.JL    the 

Prince  of  Wales. 


Mr.  T.  FISHER  UNWIN'S 

LIST. 
THE  LAST  DAYSofPERCY  BYSSHE 

SHELLEY :  New  Details  from  Unpublished 
Documents.  By  Dr.  GUIDO  BIAGI.  Illustrated. 
Cloth  gilt,  68.  . 

EDITED  by  "MADGE." 

CENTURY    INVALID   CUOK-BOOK, 

for  the  Use  of  Nurses  in  Training  Schools, 
Private  Practice,  and  Others  who  Tend  the  Sick. 
Edited  by  Mr.  HUMPHREY  t"  Madge "  of 
Truth).    Cloth,  3s.  Od. 

By  FRANCES  POWER  COBBE. 

ON  the  PRACriCE  of  CONFESSION 

in  the  CHURCH  of  ENGLAND.  Fourth  and 
Revised  Edition.  Sciuare  12mo,  30  pp.,  orna- 
mental cover.  Is. 

Bv  JOHN  OUVER  HOBBS. 

THE  AMBASSADOR:    a   Comedy. 

Frontispiece  by  Bernard  Partridge.    Green  cloth, 

gilt,  38.  6d.  net. 

LETTERS  of  QUEEN  VICTORIA'S  AUNT. 

THE     CORRESPONDENCE     of 

PRINCESS  ELIZABETH  of  ENGLAND,  Land- 
gravine of  Hesse-Homburg  Edited,  with  Pre- 
face, by  PHILIP  C.  YORKE,  M.A.  Photo- 
gravure and  other  Portraits.  Cloth,  12s. 
"Much  interesting  biographical  aad  anecdotal 
matter." — Daily  News. 

NEW  VOLUME  in  "  The  Builders  of  Greater 
Britain." 

EDWARD    GIBBON    WAKEFIELD: 

The  ColonisatiDU  of  South  Australia  and  New 
Zealand.   By  R.  GARNETT,  C.B.,  LL.D.  Frontis- 
piece, Index,  and  Maps.    Cloth,  6s. 
"  Dr.  Garnetfs  volimii  is  of  absorbing  interest. 

Neuj  Agem 
Previous  Volumes  in  Same  Series  : 

1.  Sir  WALTER  RALEGH.  ByMiRiiN  A.  S.Home. 

2.  Sir  THOMAS  MAITLAND.  By  WiLlBE  Fkewisn 

LOBD. 

3.  JOHN  and  SEBASTIAN  CABOT.     By  C.  Rat- 

MOND   BeAZLEV. 

With  IGO  IKustratiOES. 

CUBA  and  PORTO  RICO.    By  R.  T. 

HILL.    IGs.  [Next  week. 

A  leliable  work  setting  forth  in  readable  and  enter- 
taining style  the  phyaii-al  and  political  geography, 
the  geology,  commerce,  and  pos-sibilities  of  the  VVtst 
Indian  Islands,  concerning  which  little  acccuratc 
information  is  now  available,  together  with  mtere&t- 
insf  descriptions  of  the  products,  governments,  and 
people. 

A  CONTEUPORARy  OF  GARIBALDI. 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  of  a 

VETERAN.       By    General    ENRICO    DELLA 

ROCCA.      Translated   by  Mrs.  JANET   ROSS. 

Cloth,  21s. 

Contains     much    personal    matter    about    Louis 

Napoleon,  Cavjur,  Garibaldi,  and  the  Savoy  Princes 

\Neet  iveek. 

MR.   T.   FISHER    UNWIN'S 

RECENT    NOVELS. 

At  6s.  each. 

LOVE  IS  NOT  SO  LIGHT. 

CONSTANCE  COTTERELL. 

FAR  in  the  FOREST. 

Dr.  S.  WEIR  MITCHELL. 

A  QUAKER  MAID. 

Mrs.  J.  F.  B.  FIRTH. 

A  TRIPLE  ENTANGLEMENT. 

Mrs.  BURl'ON  HARRISON. 

THE  ROMANCE  of  a  MIDSHIPMAN. 

W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 

RODMAN,  the  BOATSTEERER. 

stories  bv  LOUIS  BECKE. 

THE  MAWKIN  of  the  FLOW. 

Lord  ERNEST  HAMILTON. 

THE  MAKING  of  a  SAINT. 

W.  SOMERSET  MAUGHAM. 

EVELYN  INNES, 

GEORGE  MOORE. 

THE  SCHOOL  for  SAINTS. 

JOHN  OLIVER  HOBBS. 

TALES  of  UNREST. 

JOSEPH  CONRAD. 

MRS.  KEITH'S  CRIME. 

Mrs.  W.  K.  CLIFFORD. 

THE  DESTROYER. 

BENJAMIN  SWIFT. 

THE  QUEEN'S  SERF. 

ELSA  D'ESTERRE  KEELING. 

Mr.  T.  Fisher  Unwin's  Illustrated  List  will  he  sent 
post  free  tu  any  address  on  application. 

London:    T.    FISHER    UNWIN, 
Paternoster  Square,  E.G. 


A.  &  G.  BLACK'S  LIST. 

ST.  THOMAS  OF  CANTERBURY. 

A  Study  of  the  Evidences  bearing  on  his  Deith 

and  Uiracles. 

By  the  Rev.  EDWIN  A.  ABBOTT,  D.D. 

In  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  price  2ia. 

"  Dr.  Abbott's  book  on  '  St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury ' 

is  one  of  the  most  striking  contributions,  in  my  belief, 

to  the  testimony  that  has  ever  been  made."— Mrs. 

HuMPHKr  Wakd,  Addressat  Octagon  ChapeWf^orwtch. 

PAUL  the  MAN, 

the  MISSIONARY, 

and  the  TEACHER. 

By  Dr.  ORELLO  CONE. 
Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  10s.  6d. 
"The  work  is  one  of  great  ability  and  extensive 
learning,  evincing  much  acumen  and  excgetieal  power. 
It  deserves  to  take  a  high  place  among  the  many 
treatises  that  have  been  written  on  the  greatest  of  the 
Apostles."— A'co/sman.  

THE  HISTORY  of  the 

REFORMATION  of  RELIGION 

WITHIN    THE    BEAI.M    OP    SCOTLAND. 

By  JOHN    KNOX. 

Transcrilied  into  Modern  Spelling  by 

CHARLES    J.    GUTHRIE,    M.A.,    Q.C. 

Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  Illustrated,  price  7s.  6d. 

"If  in  this  form  it  does  not  become  thoroughly 

popular,  the  blame  will  lie'  Leither  at  the  door  of  Mr. 

Guthrie  nor  of  his  publisher.-."— Brrti'sA  Weekly. 

ROCK  VILLAGES  of  the  RIVIERA 

By  WILLIAM  SCOTT. 

Containing  over  60  Illustrations,  mostly  Full-Page, 

from  Pen-and-ink  Drawings  by  the  Author, 

Square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  "8.  6d. 

THROUGH    ARCTIC     LAPLAND. 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE  HYNE. 

Post  8vo,  cloth.  Illustrated,  price  IDs.  6d. 

"  The  route  chosen  wjs  one  which  has  not  beoQ 

described  before  by  writers  of  books ;  and  the  creator 

of 'Captaiu  Kettle,'  it  need  not  be  said,  has  a  style 

terse,  graphic,  and  humorous  beyond  that  of  many." 

Scotsman. 

A^RISONER    OF    FRANCE. 

Being  the  Reminiscences  of  the  late 

Captain    CHARLES    BOOTHBY,     R.E. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Illustrated,  price  6s. 

"  We    cordially  recommend  this  charming  bit  of 

autobiography."— »ail»  News. 

MEMOIRS  of  LADY  RUSSELL  and 
LADY  HERBERT,  1623-1723. 

Compiled  from  Original  Family  Documents 
By  LADY  STEPNEY. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  6s. 
"  A  terse,  graphic,  and  spirited  biography,  which 
will  be  read  with  intense  pleasure,  and  which  is  liij.'hlv 
creditable  to  its  writer."— ^Vor<1  British  Uailu  Mail. 
"The  story  of  their  courage,  devoiim,  and  loyult.y 
to  their  husbands  when  hard  jiressed  by  cunning  and 
political  inti  igues  amidst  a  Court  where  Hatterers  were 
first  favourites  calls  for  our  heartiest  admiration." 
Dundee  Courier. 


THE    ENCHANTED     STONE 

By  C.  LEWIS  HIND. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  6s. 
"  It  is  unconventional  and  cleverly  written." 

St.  James's  Gazette. 
"  It  has  the  charm  of  imagination,  beauty  of  descrip- 
tion, and  poetr.y."—  -Vew  Age. 

THE  MINISTER'S  CONVERSION. 

By  I.   HOOPER, 

Author  of  "  His  Grace  o'  the  Gunne." 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jirice  68. 

"There  is  sincerity  and  force  in  'The  Mini.-tcr's 

Conversion,'  and  the  central  character,  that  of  Mark 

Increase,  the  new  minister  of  Honeyton  Chapel,  is 

strongly  drawn.    Narrow  and  b'gnted,  there  is  yet  an 

earnestness  and  grim  depili  oi  fejlmg  in  the  man  that 

stirs  us  to  odni  ration.    The  scene  in  which  he,  the 

husband,  br  nds  nis  young  and  beautiful  wife  as  a . 

sinner  befuie  tue  gaping  congregation,  and  c  ills  upon 

her  to  occupy  the  seat   of  the  penitent,  is  grimly 

forcible."— i/«erari/  World. 

A,  &  C.  BLA.OK,  Soho  Square,  London. 
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The  Literary   Week. 

Ok  December  10  an  enlarged  number  of  the  Academy 
will  be  published,  containing  many  special  features  and 
a  statement  concerning  our  1898  award  of  prizes  of  one 
htindred  guineas  and  fifty  guineas  for  two  books  of  signal 
merit  published  during  the  year. 


The  news  that  Mr.  R.  E.  Prothero  is  about  to  resign  the 
editorship  of  the  Qmrterly  Revietv  in  order  to  take  up  the 
appointment  of  agent  to  the  Duke  of  Bedford  is  true,  but 
its  publication  has  caused  some  annoyance.  Mr.  Prothero's 
successor  has  been  chosen,  and  his  name — which  we  are 
not  at  liberty  to  give— will  probably  be  made  known  in  a 
few  days. 


Once  more — for  at  lea.st  the  third  time  in  a  very  few 
years — the  Saturday  Review  has  changed  hands.  The  pur- 
chaser is  the  Earl  of  Hardwicke,  formerly  well-known  on 
many  a  racecourse  as  Lord  Royston,  and  now  a  member  of 
the  Stock  Exchange.  Various  statements  as  to  the  sum 
given  have  been  circulated,  but  we  believe  that  the  price 
which  Lord  Hardwicke  paid  Mr.  Frank  Harris  for  his 
controlling  interest  in  the  paper  was  £5,500.  The  new 
editor  will  be  Mr.  Harold  Hodge,  a  connexion  of  the  firm 
of  Sotheby,  Wilkinson  &  Hodge,  a  member  of  the  United 
Qub,  and  an  able  writer  of  the  neo-Conservative  school, 
which  has  strong  tendencies  in  the  direction  of  State 
Socialism.  Imperialism  abroad,  coupled  with  progressive 
legislation  at  home,  is  likely  to  be  the  policy  of  the  new 
management. 


Altiiouoh  the  Saturday  has  of  recent  years  been  a 
somewhat  variable  q\iantity,  its  name,  we  take  it,  is  still 
one  to  conjure  with.  Mr.  William  Archer  once  wrote,  in 
one  of  his  very  rare  short  stories,  "  The  Saturday  Review  is 
the  Englishman's  Bible."      That  was   a  long  time  ago. 


There  has  been  a  marked  tendency  of  late  to  issue 
works  of  special  interest  in  needlessly  bulky  and  expensive 
form.  Books  of  travel  and  biography,  especially,  have 
been  selected  for  this  treatment.  The  explanation  is  simple 
enough,  but  it  does  not  mend  matters.     These  works  are 

lued  in  cumbrous  and  high-priced  volumes  for  the  same 
sons  tliat  novels  were  issued  in  three  volumes  at  thirty- 

e    shillings   and   sixpence.      The    competition    among 

iblishers  is  such  that  many  books  are  practically  sold  by 
anction.  The  highest  bidder  then  finds  himself  in  the 
possession  of  a  manuscript  which  has  cost  him  a  huge  sum. 


There  is  nothing  for  it  but  to  make  a  huge  book  of  it,  and 
to  inflate  and  adorn  it  by  every  device  that  comes  to  hand 
in  order  that  a  big  price  can  be  charged.  Such 
enterprises  do  not  serve  the  interests  of  literature.  The 
books  so  produced  are  intolerably  heavy  in  the  hand,  and 
their  swollen  character  is  soon  perceived.  It  is  time  that 
this  evil  should  be  more  generally  noted  and  condemne<l. 

Messbs.  Macmillan  have  done  well  to  make  the  reprint 
of  Mr.  Kipling's  Morning  Pod  lettere  on  the  Navy  a 
shilling  book.     That  is  the  right  price  for  such  a  work. 


Mucri  interest  has  been  displayed  in  the  action  of  Mr. 
F.  P.  Barnard  in  resigning  the  Headmaatership  of 
University  College  School  almost  immediately  after  receiv- 
ing the  appointment.  Hitherto  his  reasons  for  so  doing 
have  not  been  made  public.  We  may  state  that  Mr. 
Barnard,  who  is  an  educationist  of  definite  aims  and 
theories,  was  led  to  take  this  step  through  the  discovery 
that  insufficient  freedom  of  action  for  his  purposes  would 
be  accorded  to  him. 


In  a  dainty  light  green  pocket  volume  has  just  been 
issued  Mr.  William  James's  Ingersoll  lecture  delivered 
at  Harvard  this  year.  The  subject  is  Human  Immortality. 
Mr.  William  James,  the  philosopher  and  psychologist,  and 
his  brother,  Mr.  Benry  James,  the  philosopher  and  novelist, 
can  between  them  account  for  most  of  the  thoughts  of 
which  the  mind  of  man  is  capable. 


In  his  new  novel,  Linnet,  Mr.  Grant  Allen  pays  a  curious 
compliment  to  Mr.  William  Watson  (whom,  if  we  remember 
rightly,  he  "discovered").  Having  occasion  forverse,  he  has 
borrowed  and  adapted  a  stanza  from  one  of  Mr.  Watson's 
poems  (acknowledged  in  a  preface),  and  this,  inscribed  to 
Linnet,  he  credits  in  the  book  to  Will  Deverill,  one  of  the 
characters.  Will  Deverill  is  otherwise,  we  believe,  not  a 
portrait  of  Mr.  Watson.  "  C.  E.  Raimond,"  we  might 
add,  makes  use  in  The  Open  Question  of  a  poem  by  Mr. 
A.  E.  Honsman. 


The  identity  of  "C.  E.  Raimond,"  the  author  of  lU* 
Open  Question,  is  just  now  everywhere  the  subject  of  in- 
quiry. At  present  the  name  most  frequently  mentioned  is 
that  of  a  lady  well-known  for  her  performances  in  Ibsen's 
plays. 


Apropos  of  a  recent  discussion  as  to  the  merits  or 
demerits  of  the  typewriter  for  creative  work,  it  is  interest- 
ing to  note  that  at  least  one  war  correspondent,  Mr. 
Gilbert  James,  prefers  it  to  the  pen. 
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Mr.  William  Hyde's  great  work  on  London,  which 
Messrs.  Constahle  have  been  preparing  for  some  months, 
is  now  ready,  and  will  be  on  sale  in  the  course  of  a  day  or 
so.  In  connexion  with  this  sumptuous  book  (which  has 
letterpress  by  Mrs.  MeyneU)  an  exhibition  of  Mr.  Hyde's 
pictures  will  be  held  at  Dowdeswell's  in  the  first  week  in 
December.     Mr.  Hyde  is  becoming  closely  associated  with 


AN  ENB-PAPER  BY  MK  WILLIAM  HYDE. 

London,  for,  in  addition  to  these  London  Impressions,  as 
Messrs.  Constable's  volume  is  called,  he  has  designed  the 
cover  and  end-papers  of  Mr.  Whitten's  anthology,  London 
in  Song,  for  Mr.  Grant  Eichards.  One  of  these  end-papers 
— that  representing  Westminster  at  evening — we  repro- 
duce. The  original  is  in  two  colours,  and  is  of  singular 
beauty. 

We  hope,  for  Mr.  Ollivant's  sake,  that  Mr.  S.  S. 
McClure,  the  American  publisher,  is  "  right  again."  Says 
the  editor  of  the  New  York  Critic  :  "  Several  years  ago 
Mr.  S.  S.  McClure  walked  into  my  office  and  told  me  to 
remember  the  name  of  Eudyard  Kipling.  I  had  then 
never  heard  it  before.  '  You  will  hear  from  that  young 
man,'  said  he  ;  '  look  out  for  him.'  So  when  Mr.  McClure 
said  to  me  the  other  day  :  '  Eemember  the  name  of  Alfred 
Ollivant ;  he  will  be  the  writer  of  1900,'  I  listened  with 
respect."  Mr.  OUivant  is  the  author  of  the  doggy  novel, 
Owd  Boh,  which  we  reviewed  last  week. 


A  German  correspondent  writes :  "  Messrs.  Brockhaus 
are  about  to  publish  a  new  edition  of  their  famous 
Konversations-Lexikon,  which  is  practically  the  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica  of  the  German  Empire.  A  novel  feature  in  this 
enterprise  wiU  be  that  the  Eevised  Jubilee  Edition,  as  it 
is  to  be  called,  will  be  the  work  of  a  single  day.  AU 
seventeen  volumes,  from  A  to  Z,  are  to  be  simultaneously 
published,  though  in  previous  editions  an  interval  of  about 
five  years  has  elapsed  between  the  first  and  the  last 
volume.  The  result,  of  course,  was  that  the  earlier  portions 
were  antiquated  before  the  later  instalments  came  to  hand. 
It  is  possible  that  the  Times  reissue  of  the  Encyclopmdia 
Britannica  has  prompted  Messrs.  Brockhaus'  innovation." 


pression  since  the  date  of  its  publication,  on  November  7. 
The  sale  of  this  dramatist's  works — which  are  all  in  the 
hands  of  Messrs.  S.  Fischer,  in  Berlin — is  a  notable 
phenomenon  in  a  country  which  does  not  buy  many  books. 
The  Weavers,  for  instance,  has  been  reprinted  twenty  times 
in  the  mild  Silesian  dialect,  and  twice  in  the  stronger 
variety.  They  are  known  respectively  as  Die  Weher  and 
Be  Waher.  The  Sunken  Bell,  which  is  not  yet  quite  two 
years  old,  is  already  in  its  fortieth  edition,  and  the  tragedy 
of  Hensohel,  the  carrier,  seems  likely  to  rival  its  success. 
It  is  curious  to  note  that  in  Germany,  as  in  England,  the 
most  popular  books  have  recently  been  written  in  dialect. 
Hauptmann's  Silesian  dramas  are  the  analogue  of  our 
Kailyard  novels,  and  a  translator  of  The  Weavers  should 
be  looked  for  in  the  Kailyard  school. 


The  prospects  of  a  Byron  statue  for  Aberdeen  are,  at 
the  present  moment,  not  particularly  bright.  Several 
influential  gentlemen  have,  it  is  true,  expressed  themselves 
as  favourable,  and  a  committee,  which  ought  to  command 
the  utmost  respect,  has  been  formed.  But  it  is  perfectly 
clear  that  the  proposal  does  not  commend  itself  t  >  Aber- 
donians  generally,  and  that  they  feel  somewhat  coldly 
towards  the  appeal  to  their  pockets.  So  far,  the  total  sum 
subscribed  amounts  to  very  little  over  one  hundred  pounds, 
which  is  rather  unpromising  when  the  length  of  time  the 
project  has  been  under  discussion  is  remembered,  and  the 
further  circumstance  that  over  £3,000  will  be  required  ! 


Some  of  the  "  unco'  guid  "  of  the  Granite  City  object 
absolutely  to  any  memorial  of  the  poet,  towards  whom 
they  entertain  the  most  violent  antipathy ;  others  favour 
a  memorial  of  some  sort,  but  object  to  a  statue;  while 
others,  again,  have  no  objection  to  a  statue,  but  strenuously 
oppose  its  being  placed,  as  has  been  suggested,  in  the 
grounds  of  the  Grammar  School — in  which  school  Byron 
received  much  of  his  early  education.  These  last,  again, 
are  divided  into  those  who  object  to  the  proposed  site  on 
physical  and  tliose  who  object  to  it  on  moral  grounds. 
The  latter  have  a  hazy  idea  that  a  statue  of  Byron  within 
school  bounds  would,  in  some  way,  have  a  bad  effect  on 
the  character  and  morals  of  young  Aberdeen.  It  is  rather 
funny,  perhaps,  but  this  difficulty  regarding  the  site  is 
certainly  a  real  one  ;  indeed,  the  committee  feels  it  so 
much  that  it  has,  with  true  Scots  caution,  resolved  to  leave 
the  site  an  open  question.  But  if  the  committee  expects 
canny  Aberdeen  to  contribute  in  such  circumstance  it  will 
find  itself  mistaken.  Meanwhile,  the  Aberdeen  under- 
graduates have  been  discussing  the  matter  from  an 
academic  point  of  view ;  and,  by  a  majority  of  43  to  24, 
the  members  of  the  University  Debating  Society  have 
decided  that  the  proposed  statue  would  reflect  honour  on 
the  city. 


Gerhart  Hauptmann's  new  play — which  is  reviewed 
in  the  Academy  this  week — has  reached  its  twelfth  im- 


In  the  Christmas  number  of  the  Pall  Mall  Magazine, 
which,  take  it  for  all  in  all,  is  its  best  number  that  has  yet 
appeared,  Mr.  W.  M.  Eossetti  prints  some  hitherto 
unpublished  scraps  of  verse  and  prose  by  his  brother 
Dante.      Among  them  is  this  sonnet  against  Eubens,  a 
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very  cliaracteristic  piece  of  Rosaetti  in  his  contemptuous 

Tnood  : 

Sir  Peter  Paul  Rubens  (Antwerp). 
"  Mesaieurt,  h  Dieu  Jes  peintrei  ":  We  folt  odd: 
'Twiis  Rubens,  sculptured.     A  mean  florid  church 
Was  the  next  thing  wo  saw— from  vano  to  porch 
His  drivel.     The  museum  :  as  we  trod 
Its  steps,  his  bust  held  us  at  bay.     The  clod 
Has  slosh  by  miles  along  the  wall  within. 
("  I  say,  I  somehow  feel  my  gorge  begin 
To  rise  ") — His  chair  in  a  glass  case,  by  God  1 
...  To  the  Cathedral.     Here  too  the  vile  snob 
Has  fouled  in  every  comer.     ("  Wherefore  brave 
Our  fate  P    Let's  go  ")     There  is  a  monument 
We  pass.     "  Messieurs,  you  tread  upon  the  g^rave 
Of  the  great  Rubens."    "  Well,  that's  one  good  job ! 
What  time  this  evening  is  the  train  for  Ghent  ?  " 


EuiiENs  is  afterwards  joined  by  Mrs.  Stowe  in  Rossetti's 
bad  books.  Among  these  trifles  is  a  parody  of  the  nigger 
song  "  Uncle  Ned,"  with  special  and  damnatory  reference 
to  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.     It  begins  : 

Dere  was  an  old  nigger,  and  him  name  was  Uncle  Tom, 

And  him  tale  was  rather  slow  ; 
Me  try  to  read  de  whole,  but  me  only  read  some, 
Because  me  found  it  no  go. 

Den  hang  up  de  author  Mrs.  Stowe, 

And  kick  de  volmne  wid  your  toe — 
And  dere's  no  more  public  for  poor  Uncle  Tom, 
He  am  gone  whar  de  trimk-lining  go. 

Who  would  have  named  D.  G.  E.  as  the  author  of  this  ? 


The  London  County  Council  is  growing  most  laudably 
interested  in  English  literature.     Last  week  wo  told  how, 
under  the  auspices  of  this  body,  a  tablet  in  memory  of 
Andrew  Marvell  is  to  be  erected  at  Highgate.     And  now 
Mr.  Parker,  one  of  the  members,  has  put  down  a  motion  on 
the  notice  paper  suggesting  that  "  as  London  possesses  no 
adequate  memorial  of  two  of  her  greatest  citizens,  Geoffrey 
Chaucer  and  John  Milton,  and  as  the  year  1900  will  be  the 
fifth  centennial  of    the  former's    death,    an   exceptional 
opportunity  will  arise  for  marking  Londoners'  sense  of  the 
honour  due  to  men  whose  reputations  are  world-wide  as 
well  as  metropolitan,"  the  question  of  giving  them  statues 
be  considered.     The  new  great  street  wiU  give  room  in  the 
Strand  for  ornamental  enclosures,  and  Mr.  Parker  suggests 
that  the  statues  stand  there. 


Messrs.  Methuen  send  us  the  following  disturbing 
announcement :  "  The  Sultan  of  Turkey  and  his  etitourage 
are  extremely  irritated  by  several  chapters  in  Mr.  Hulme 
Beaman's  book,  Twenty  Years  in  the  Near  East,  and  the 
authorities  have  peremptorily  prohibited  it  from  entry  into 
Turkey."  Our  correspondence  columns,  we  may  add,  are 
always  open  to  the  lonely  bibliophile  of  the  Yildiz  if  he 
care  to  make  a  protest. 


Here  is  an  interesting  glimpse  of  the  infant  Thackeray 
from  Mrs.  Eitcliie's  introduction  to  the  "Biographical 
'Rdition  "  of  The  Newcomes  : 

We  have  a  book,  of  which  I  have  already  spoken,  com- 
piled for  private  circulation  by  a  member  of  our  family, 
in  which   there  is  an   account  of  my  father  as  a  child. 


"  Hia  hMt  of  obserration  began  very  early,"  say*  Mrs 
Bayne.     "  m«  mother  told  mo  that  once,  when  only  thnw 
or  four  years  old,  and  while  sitting  on  her  knee  at  the 
evening  hour,  she  obaorved  him  gazing  upward,  and  lost 
in  admiration.     'Eooo!'  he  exclaimed,  pointing  to  tho 
evening  star,  which  wat  shining  like  a  diamond  over  tho 
orescent  moon.     This  struck   her  the   more,   an  she  bad 
herself  noticed  the  same  beautiful  combination  on  the 
night  of  his  birth.     "  Ecco  "  was  probably  <lfrro,  which  ia 
Hindustanee  for  '  look  ! '    I  have  often  heard  that  when 
he   first  came   to   London   and  was  driving  through  the 
city,  he  called  out,  '  That  is  St.  Paul's  '.  '    He  bad  recog- 
nised it  from  a  picture.    He  was  with  his  father's  sister, 
Mrs.  Ritchie,  at  the  time,  and  she  was  alarmed  by  noticing 
that  his  uncle's  hat,  which  ho  bad  put  on  in  play,  (juiie 
fitted  him.     She  took  him  to  see  Sir  Charles  Clarke,  the 
great  physician  of  the  day,  who  extmined  him,  and  said : 
'  Don't  be  afraid  ;  he  has  a  large  head,  but  there  is  a  groat 
deal  in  it.' " 


In  a  diary  kept  in  1853,  Thackeray  wrote:  "One  of 
Dickens's  immense  superiorities  over  me  is  the  great 
fecundity  of  his  imagination.  Perhaps  Bulwer,"  he 
added — but  it  was  not  true—"  is  better  than  both  of  us 
in  this  quality."  In  an  account  of  Thackeray's  visit  to 
Coventry  to  lecture  in  1854,  written  by  a  young  lady 
whose  name  is  not  given,  is  this  passage:  "Talked  of 
Newman.  Called  him  a  saint,  in  a  way  that  was  a 
blessing  to  hear,  so  heartily  and  truly  did  he  utter  it. 
Said  that  somewhere  down  in  his  heart  he  (Newman)  was 
a  sceptic,  but  that  he  had  shut  it  down  and  locked  it  up 
as  with  Solomon's  Seal." 


Mrs.  Ritchie  writes  thus  of  Colonel  Newcome  : 

It  is  almost  touching  to  realise  how  many  people  have 
found  the  original  of  Colonel  Nowcome,  to  their  personal 
satisfaction,  in  various  individuals.  I  could  almost  laugh 
sometimes  when  one  old  friend  after  another  says,  "  Have 
you  never  thought  that  So-and-so  may  have  suggested 
the  original  character,  that  your  father  must  have  meant 

to   describe  ."     I  never  heard  my  father  say  that, 

when  he  wrote  Colonel  Newcome,  any  special  person  was 
in  his  mind,  but  it  was  always  an  understood  thing  that 
my  step-grandfather  had  many  of  Colonel  Newcome's 
characteristics,  and  there  was  also  a  brother  of  the  Major's, 
General  Charles  Carmichael,  who  was  very  like  Colonel 
Newcome  in  looks  ;  a  third  family  Colonel  Newcome  was 
Sir  Richmond  Sbakespear,  and  how  many  more  are  there 
not,  present,  and  yet  to  come  ?  According  to  a  friendly 
biographer  of  the  Thackeray  family,  they  abound  in 
India! 


Americans  are  acquiring  a  way  of  scrutinising  our 
classics  with  very  vigilant  eyes.  In  the  Atlantic  Monthly 
will  be  found  an  article  by  Mr.  H.  D.  Sedgwick,  jun.,  in 
which  he  brings  some  of  the  artillery  of  the  Devil's  Advo- 
cate to  bear  upon  Thackeray.  It  is  certainly  criticism  of 
Thackeray  to  which  English  readers  are  unaccustomed. 
We  quote  a  passage  : 

He  had  a  certain  childlike  simplicity.  Some  of  his  beat 
passages  proceed  upon  it.  Take  the  chapters  in  Vanity 
Fair  where  Amelia  is  neglected  by  Osborne,  or  the  scene 
at  Colonel  Newcome's  death.  These  incidents  are  described 
as  they  would  appear  to  a  child.    The  impressions  seem  to 
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have  been  dinted  on  the  sensitive,  inexperienced  mind  of  a 
child.  This  quality  is  Thacteray's  highest.  He  is  able  to 
throw  off  the  dust  of  years,  and  see  things  with  the  eyes 
of  a  child — not  a  child  trailing  glory  from  the  east,  but 
one  bred  in  healthful  ignorance. 

And  elsewhere  Mr.  Sedgwick  says  : 

In  the  year  1847  Vanity  Fair  was  published.  Thackeray 
won  great  fame  as  the  terrible  satirist  of  society.  And 
what  did  society  do  ?  Society  invited  him  to  dinner,  in  the 
correct  belief  that  it  and  Thackeray  agreed  at  every  point. 
We  think  that  such  satire  betrays  a  certain  weakness  and 
lack  of  courage.  Did  the  Jesuits  invite  Moliere  to  dinner 
after  TartuflFe  ? 
Some  of  Mr.  Sedgwick's  remarks  are  penetrating,  sime 
are  not ;  but  the  paper  is  well  worth  reading. 


The  second  number  of  the  Hampdead  Annual,  edited  by 
Mr.  Ernest  Ehys,  and  published  by  S.  Mayle,  of  Hamp- 
stead,  will  be  ready  at  the  end  of  the  month.  Among  the 
numerous  contributors  are  Canon  Ainger,  who  writes  on 
Joanna  Baillie,  Mr.  C.  E.  Maurice,  who  writes  on  Sir 
Harry  Vane  (another  Hampstead  worthy),  Mr.  H.  W. 
Nevinaon,  and  Baron  Von  Hiigel,  who  has  a  long  interest- 
ing paper  on  Catherine  of  Genoa.  Miss  Constance  Marshall 
contributes  a  history  of  the  Hampstead  Library  from  1833 
to  the  present  time,  and  Mr.  Mayle  describes  the  doings  of 
the  Barmecide  Club,  which  was  founded  at  Hampstead  in 
1784,  and  to  which  Lord  Erskine,  Lord  Loughboro',  Sir 
Spencer  Percival,  and  others  belonged.  The  annual  con- 
tains some  unique  engravings  of  Old  Hampstead. 


A  COEKE8PONDENT  of  the  Baily  News  recently  travelled 
in  a  railway  carriage  next  a  boy  who  was  reading  a 
Penny  Dreadful,  entitled  The  Mad  Train-  Wrecker.  Herein, 
he  suggests,  the  source  of  the  recent  railway  atrocities  may 
be  sought.  We  doubt  it,  however.  The  power  of  litera- 
ture is  not  so  great  as  that,  and  these  booklets  succeed  each 
other  with  such  rapidity  that  a  boy  who  went  to  them  for 
his  criminal  impulses  would  have  no  time  in  which  to  act. 
It  is  curious,  however,  that  the  man  who  has  been 
imprisoned  for  the  train  outrages  in  the  Midlands  bore  the 
same  name  as  the  great  example  of  book-inspired  sinning — 
Tomlinson. 


A  coERESPONDENT  in  Toxas  declines  to  accept  Omar's 
idea  of  Paradise.  He  writes — trusting  that  his  "  contribu- 
tion may  not  strike  discordantly  upon  our  chaste  and 
charitable  ear  "  : 

A  poet-book  to  read  beneath  the  shade, 
A  little  bread  and  wine  beside  me  laid. 

Thy  singing  thrilling  out  across  the  waste — 
All  these  do  not  make  Eden,  I'm  afraid  ! 
We  are  not  conscious  of  any  particular  discord. 


Apropos  of  Omar  Khajyilm,  "  E.  C."  writes,  referring 
to  a  paragraph  last  week  concerning  a  request  that  we 
should  refrain  from  mentioning  Mr.  Kipling's  name  for 
a  week :  "I  beg  to  say  that  if  any  literary  paper  in  this 
kingdom  wiU  undertake  to  refrain  from  mentioning  Omar 
Khayyam  for  one  month  I  will  subscribe  to  it  for  one  year 
and  pay  in  advance."  We  accept  "P.  C.'s"  conditions, 
beginning  the  month  with  our  issue  of  next  week.  An 
annual  subscription  form  has  been  sent  him. 


The  following  paragraph  has  been  sent  to  us :  "  Two 
new  anecdotes  of  Dickens  have  recently  come  to  light. 
The  first  is  as  follows.  He  one  day  related  how  the  title  of 
Oliver  Twist  had  suggested  itself.  The  author  had  long 
puzzled  his  brains  to  know  what  name  to  bestow  on  the 
youthful  parish  foundling,  when,  one  day  getting  into  one 
of  Shillibeer's  omnibuses — then  not  long  established — the 
conductor  slammed  the  door,  and  shouted  out  to  the  driver, 
'  Go  on,  Oliver  Twist.'  '  The  singularity  of  the  cogno- 
men struck  me,'  said  Dickens,  'and  I  said  to  myself, 
"  Thafs  the  name  for  my  new  hero."  '  Upon  another 
occasion  Dickens  asked  a  friend  if  he  knew  what  '  a 
convivial  glass  of  port  wine '  was,  because,  said  he, 
'Samuel  Carter  Hall  has  just  written  asking  if  I  will  go 
and  take  one  with  him.'  " 


These  anecdotes,  we  are  told,  make  their  appearance  for 
the  first  time  in  the  preface  to  a  series  of  hitherto  inedited 
portraits,  by  Mr.  Charles  Martin,  entitled  "Twelve 
Victorian  Celebrities,"  and  published  by  the  Guild  of 
Women-Binders,  61,  Charing  Cross-road,  in  a  limited 
issue  of  1 00  sets  only.  They  include  Barliam  (the  author 
of  the  Ligoldsby  Legends),  Lord  Beaconsfield,  Lady  Bless- 
ington.  Sir  John  Bowring,  Chas.  Buller,  P.C. ;  Dickens, 
Lord  Houghton,  Lady  Morgan,  B.  W.  Proctor,  Lord  John 
Manners  (the  present  Duke  of  Rutland),  Thackeray,  and 
Horace  Twiss.  They  were  drawn  from  life  in  1844,  for 
an  intended  gallery  of  celebrities  in  the  Illustrated  London 
News.  The  artist,  Mr.  Charles  Martin,  third  son  of  John 
Martin,  the  famous  painter,  is  still  alive,  and,  next  to  Mr. 
Sidney  Cooper,  is  the  oldest  living  exhibitor  at  the  Eoyal 
Academy.  It  was  when  Dickens  was  sitting  to  him  for 
the  portrait  that  the  anecdotes  in  question  were  related. 
We  hope  the  portraits  are  better  than  the  stories. 


A  CONTRIBUTOR  to  the  New  York  Critic  quotes  the  results 
of  a  series  of  questions  in  definition  recently  put  to  two 
senior  classes  at  Yale,  one  a  class  in  old  English  and  one 
in  Elizabethan  drama.  The  answers,  he  holds,  illustrate 
the  interesting  changes  now  taking  place  in  certain  English 
words,  and  of  the  prevalence  of  some  usages  which  are 
rather  grudgingly  allowed  by  our  dictionaries.  We  quote 
some  of  them  : 

Aggravate  was  defined  by  everyone.  Only  13  defined  it 
as  increase  or  make  ivorse,  and  6  of  these  also  added  the 
sense  of  irritate.  Twenty-six  defined  it  as  irritate,  annoy, 
&c.,  with  no  suggestion  of  another  meaning. 

Condign  was  defined  by  21,  only  2  of  whom  called  it 
deserved.  Eleven  expressed  the  idea  of  severe,  &c.  The 
remaining  8  were  strangely  erratic,  the  punishment  idea 
appearing  in  3. 

Demean  had  37  definitions,  7  of  which  were  to  co7iduct 
oneself.  Twenty-eight  expressed  the  idea  to  debase,  &c. 
Two  were  erratic. 

Obstreperous  was  defined  35  times.  Only  12  definitions 
contained  the  idea  of  noisy,  and  only  6  of  these  had  that 
idea  alone.  The  other  23  defined  it  as  unruly,  obstinate, 
&c. 

Sixteen  definitions  of  smug  were  returned,  9  of  which 
were  trim,  tidy,  &c.,  and  7  of  which  were  self-satisfied, 
&c.  In  no  case  were  the  two  meanings  indicated  on  the 
same  paper,  but  it  hardly  appears  that  the  former  is  losing 
ground. 
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A  8TOUY  of  the  Republic  of  Letters  is  told  by  the  New 
York  Times: 

It  is  related  of  Mr.  P.  Murion  Crawford,   the  novelist 

[says  tliat  paper],  that  when  ho  was  luukitig  a  tour  of 
America,  and  was  travplliiij?  through  a  rich  agricultural 
regiou  to  fill  an  appoiutmeut  at  a  largo  town,  a  brisk- 
loukiug  young  man,  with  bis  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head, 
came  iuto  a  car  in  which  the  novelist  was  sitting,  held 
out  his  hand,  and  said,  in  a  most  affable  and  companionable 
way : 

"  I  presume  this  is  the  celebrated  Mr.  Crawford  ?  " 

"  My  name  is  Crawford,"  replied  the  novelist. 

"  The  conductor  told  me  you  were  aboard,"  rejoined  the 
other.  "Allow  me  to  introduce  myself.  My  name  is 
Higgs.  I  am  somewhat  in  the  book-line  myself,  and  I 
know  how  it  goes." 

"  You  are  an  author  ?  "  said  Mr.  Crawford.  "  I  am  glad 
to  meet  you." 

"  Yes,  I  have  published  a  book  regidarly  every  year  since 
1890." 

"  May  I  ask  the  name  of  your  latest  book  ?  "  asked  Mr. 
Crawford. 

"  It's  the  Premium  List  of  the  Jones  County  Agricultural 
Fair,"  cordially  responded  Mr.  Higgs,  taking  a  small  pam- 
phlet from  his  pocket  and  handing  it  to  him.  "  Allow  me 
to  present  you  a  copy  of  it.  I  am  the  Secretary  of  the 
Jones  County  Agricultural  Board.  We  are  going  to  have 
the  best  fair  this  year  we  ever  had.  Balloon  ascension, 
Rouian  chariot  races,  baseball  games,  and  trials  of  speed 
on  track  till  you  can't  rest.  Come  and  spend  a  day  with 
us  and  it  sha'n't  cost  you  a  cent.  Well,  this  is  whtre  I  get 
oft'.     Good-bye,  Mr.  Crawford.     Glad  to  have  met  you." 

Wringing  Mr.  Crawford's  hand  again,  the  genial  secre- 
tary of  the  Jones  Couuty  Agricidtural  Board  pushed  his 
hat  a  little  farther  back  on  his  head,  strode  down  the  aisle, 
and  got  off  the  car,  lea\-ing  the  astonished  author  of  Mr. 
/sd'icD  and  Ave  Rainu  ImmortaliB  gasping  for  breath. 


In  connexion  with  our  Literary  Competitions,  we  have 
received  the  following  letter : 

Might  I  veature  to  make  the  sugg-stion  that  you  revive 
the  form  of  Literary  Competition  adopted  for  Nos.  1,  2, 
and  3.  To  me  it  seems  that  it  was  not  only  more  novel, 
but  a  better  test  of  scholarship,  and  of  a  more  distinctly 
literary  flavour  than  the  forms  used  since.  Or  if  you  think 
variety  desirable,  could  you  not  give  the  original  form 
alternately  with  some  other  ? 

The  compotition  which  our  correspondent  prefers  takes  the 
shape  of  questions  in  fiction  or  poetry.  We  exjiect  now 
and  then  to  recur  to  this  form  ;  but  at  present  our  stock  of 
more  ingenious  projects  is  far  too  bulky. 


On  Thursday,  December  1,  a  monument  in  memory  of 
Mathilde  Blind  will  be  unveiled  in  St.  Pancras  Cemetery, 
Finchley,  at  half-past  two. 

Mb.  Brock's  statue  of  the  late  Judge  Hughes,  the 
author  of  Tom  Brown's  Schooldays,  which  is  destined  for 
Eugby,  is  now  finished.  The  unveiling  is  to  be  performed 
early  next  year. 


It  is  not,  perhaps,  generally  realised  that  the  demand 
for  books,  like  many  other  things,  is  curiously  different 
in  tlie  City  and  the  West  End.  The  City  booksellers  stock 
books  for  men  only,  and  therefore  a  hundred  fal-lals  of 


literature  are  excluded  from  their  Hhops ;  indeed,  the 
whole  tone  of  City  bookshops  is  modified  by  thin  fact.  A 
curious  thing  in  City  bookselling  is  the  way  in  which 
Stock  Exchange  men  play  at  f olio w-my- loader.  One 
member  will  buy  a  book — a  book  containing  some  rhyme 
or  i>icture  that  tickles  his  fancy — and  take  it  to  Capel- 
court.  The  result  in  such  cases  has  often  been  that  the 
fortunate  bookseller  has  seen  an  endleM  file  of  atock- 
brokers  enter  his  shop  and  depart  with  a  copy  of  the  book 
under  his  ami.  In  this  way  a  tall  pile  of  books  has  dis- 
ajtpearod  in  one  afternoon.  Tliore  is  a  hint  here  for 
authors. 


Fans  and  fire  •  screens  and  photograph  -  frames  have 
become  the  auxiliaries  of  bookselling;  and  we  are  often 
told  that  the  poor  bookseller  is  compelled  to  sell  these 
things  in  order  to  keep  up  his  profits.  Yet  there  is  a  more 
excellent  way.  A  large  London  bookseller  offers  to  his 
customers  really  beautiful  repousse  copper  work,  each  article 
being  unique  and  the  handiwork  of  a  skilled  metal-worker 
who  was  formerly  employed  by  the  late  Mr.  William 
Morris. 


The  output  of  novels  which  have  no  chance  of  selling  is 
slowly  but  surely  tiring  out  the  bookseller's  patience.  "  I 
buy  only  one  novel  in  a  dozen,"  said  a  large  bookseller 
this  week.  "I  sent  twelve  sacks  of  six-shilling  novels  to 
the  sale-rooms  yesterday,  to  make  room  for  saleable  stock. 


Mb.  C.  F.  KEXYorr  writes:  "With  reference  to  'The 
Bookworm's '  paragraph  in  your  last  week's  issue  concern- 
ing Mr.  Laurence  Binj'on's  published  works,  permit  me  to 
point  out  that  in  1890  a  small  volume  of  poems,  entitled 
Primavera,  was  published  in  Oxford  by  B.  H.  Black- 
well,  Broad-street,  and  to  this  volume  Mr.  Binyon  contri- 
buted four  poems.  His  '  fellow-poets  were  Mr.  Stephen 
Phillips,  Mr.  Manmohan  Ghose,  and  Mr.  Arthur  S. 
Cripps." 

Anothek  critic  of  "The  Bookworm"  writes:  "May  I 
point  out  that  the  line  in  '  In  Memoriam '  runs  thus : 

I  stretch  lame  hands  of  faith,  and  grope — 
not  '  hope,''  as  your  contributor  has  it." 


Bibliographical. 
We  seem  to  be  within  measurable  distance  of  the  auto- 
biography of  Mr.  Robert  Buchanan.  The  book  should  be 
interesting  and  instructive,  for,  though  Mr.  Buchanan  is 
only  fifty-seven,  he  has  in  liis  time  played  many  i)art8. 
Though  he  collaborated  with  the  late  Charles  MacGibbon 
in  the  production  of  a  play  ao  long  ago  as  1861,  his  early 
literary  product  was  mainly  verse,  beginning  with  Under- 
tones in  1863.  After  that  came  Idylls  and  Legends  0/  Inver- 
hum,  London  Poems,  Ballad  Stories  0/  the  Affections,  North 
Coast  and  other  Poems,  The  Book  of  Orm,  Napoleon  Fallen, 
and  The  Brama  of  Kings,  to  say  nothing  of  the  anonymous 
St.  Abe  and  White  Rose  and  Red.  Mr.  Buchanan  published 
volumes  of  verse  in  1877,  in  1882,  and,  indeed,  quite 
lately;  but  in  1876,  when  he  brought  out  The  Shadow  of 
the  Sword,  began,  in  effect,  the  second  period  of  his  literary 
life — that  in  which  he  was  primarily  a  novelist,  producing 
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such  tales  as  A  Child  of  Nature,  God  and  the  Man,  The 
Martyrdom  of  Madeline,  Annan  Water,  Foxglove  Manor,  The 
New  Ahelard,  and  so  forth. 

For  some  years  past  Mr.  Buchanan  has  been  writing 
and  issuing  stories,  but  since,  let  us  say,  1883,  he  has  been 
mainly  a  playwright.  His  "Madcap  Prince"  dates  from 
1874,  and  his  "Nine  Days'  Queen"  from  1880  ;  but  it 
was  in  1883  that  he  figured  as  the  author  of  "  Storm- 
Beaten,"  "Lady  Clare,"  and  (with  Sir  Augustus  Harris) 
"A  Sailor  and  His  Lass,"  and  since  then  we  have  had  his 
"  Sophia,"  his  "  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland,"  his  "  Partners," 
his  "Joseph's  Sn-eetheart,"  his  "Dick  Sheridan,"  and 
various  pieces  written  by  him  with  the  assistance  of  Miss 
Harriet  Jay.  When  one  has  reminded  the  reader  of  Mr. 
Buchanan's  volumes  of  essays,  entitled  David  Gray,  Master 
Spirits,  A  Look  Round  Literature,  and  the  like,  one  has 
sufficiently  recalled  the  fact  that  Mr.  Buchanan  has  shown 
himself  eminently  versatile.  As  poet,  novelist,  playwright, 
and  essayist,  he  must  needs  have  many  reminiscences 
worth  recording. 

I  do  not  wish  to  pre- judge  M.  S.  Townsend's  forth- 
coming Stories  from  Shalcespeare  ;  but  really,  really,  who 
can  hope  to  better,  or  even  equal.  Lamb's  famous  Tales  ? 
Mr.  Quiller  Couch  is  going  to  supplement  the  latter  ;  but 
that  is  very  different  from  trying  to  supplant  them.  More- 
over, why  stick  to  Shakespeare  ?  Why  not  tell  the  stories 
of  the  plays  written  by  other  classic  playwrights  ?  Charles 
Morris  has  done  something  of  this  sort  most  recently  in 
three  little  volumes  called  Tales  from  the  Dramatists  ;  but 
he  has  covered  only  a  portion  of  the  ground,  which  supplies 
many  opportunities  to  other  writers.  Why  does  not  some- 
one turn  into  narrative  form  the  plots  of  all  our  more 
notable  tragedies  and  comedies  ?  There  would  be  a  public 
for  the  book,  I  fancy. 

In  his  London  in  Song,  Mr.  Whitten  ascribes  to  Sheridan 
the  verses  beginning 

Then  behind  all  my  hair  is  done  up  in  a  plat 
— verses  which,  in  his  Lyra  Ukgantiarum,  Lockor-Lampson 
attributes  to  Tickell.  In  this,  I  think,  Mr.  Whitten  is 
right,  for,  as  he  reminds  his  readers,  the  lines  were  found 
by  Moore  among  Sheridan's  papers.  Mr.  Whitten  might 
have  added  that  four  of  the  lines,  those  beginning 

Sure  never  were  seen  two  such  sweet  little  ponies, 
figure  in  "The  School  for  Scandal,"  where  they  are 
supposed  to  be  the  composition  of  Sir  Benjamin  Backbite. 
The  announcement  of  Miss  Mabel  Robinson's  appoint- 
ment as  Secretary  of  Council  to  Bedford  College  serves  to 
remind  one  that  this  clever  lady  has  of  late  fallen  out  of 
the  ranks  of  the  constantly-productive  story-teUers.  She 
made  her  first  appearance  in  the  literary  arena  in  1885, 
with  a  tale  called  Mr.  Butler's  Ward;  in  the  following 
year  came  Disenchantment,  which,  personally,  I  think  her 
best  performance ;  afterwards  we  had  The  Plan  of  Cam- 
paign, and,  still  more  recently,  The  Woman  of  the  World  and 
Iloveden,  V.  C.  The  last-named  belongs  to  1891 ;  since  then, 
I  fancy,  Miss  Mabel  Eobinson  has  been,  as  a  novelist,  silent. 
I  read  in  one  of  the  literary  weeklies  that  "  the  death  is 
announced  of  Mrs.  Bishop,  born  Miss  Maria  Catherine 
O'Connor  Morris."  That  the  lady  was  by  birth  an 
O'Connor  Morris  is,  I  believe,  the  fact ;  but  how  she  can 


have  com.e  into  the  world  already  endowed  with  the  names 
of  "Maria"  and  "Catherine"  I  do  not  know.  The  error 
involved  is  common  enough,  but  one  ought  not  to  find  it 
in  a  professedly  "literary"  weekly. 

"  Eeminiscence  "  is  in  the  air.  It  is  a  sort  oifin-de-siecle 
disease,  from  which  few  prominent  people  have  been 
exempt.  The  latest  sufferer,  apparently,  is  Dr.  Samuel 
Smiles,  who,  I  suppose,  wiU  go  down  to  posterity  as  the 
author  of  Self  Help.  It  is  true  that  he  followed  up  that 
work  with  others  on  Cluiracter,  Thrift,  Duty,  and  Life  and 
Labour,  but  not  one  of  these  homilies  "with  examples" 
has  had  the  vogue  of  its  predecessor.  Self  Help  came  out 
in  1859.  A  new  and  enlarged  edition  followed  in  1860  ; 
a  rei5rint  came  in  1866,  yet  another  in  1871,  and  another  in 
1872-4.  Seven  years  ago  the  work  was  re-issued  as  one  of 
Sir  John  Lubbock's  "Hundred  Best  Books."  It  has  been 
translated  into  French,  and  German,  and  Greek,  and  what 
not.  What  a  thing  it  is  to  be  "  a  man  of  one  book,"  if 
only  that  one  book  catches  the  fancy  of  the  million  I 

The  Rev.  Newman  HaU,  they  say,  is  to  print  his 
Recollections,  and,  no  doubt,  they  will  appeal  irresistibly  to 
a  large  public.  Did  he  not  do  something  of  this  sort  in 
1874,  when  he  issued  the  volume  called  Conflict  and  Victory  ? 
Of  course,  since  then,  Mr.  Hall  has  had  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  century  of  added  experience.  He  has  published  a 
good  many  books  of  the  hortatory  kind ;  but,  outside  of 
the  religious  sphere,  what  has  he  done?  Two  books  of 
travel — The  Land  of  the  Forum  and  the  Vatican  and  From 
Liverpool  to  St.  Louis;  and  two  volumes  of  verse — Songs  of 
Earth  and  Heaven  and  Lyrics  of  a  Long  Life :  these  seem 
the  total  outcome. 

The  article  that  Dr.  Robertson  Nicoll  has  written  for 
the  December  Contemporary  Review  on  "The  Significance 
of  Aylwin"  is  likely,  I  should  say,  to  be  very  interest- 
ing. It  wiU  embody,  I  believe,  the  result  of  considerable 
study  of  Mr.  Watts  -  Dunton's  anonymous  writings,  in 
which  Dr.  Nicoll  claims  to  have  discovered  much  matter 
illustrative  of  the  philosophy  of  life  expounded  in  Aylwin. 
Meanwhile  the  review  of  Aylwin  in  the  Times,  though  it 
has  come  rather  tardily,  strikes  one  as  particularly  well 
written,  and  suggests  the  presence  of  a  "  special  "  hand, 
As  the  writer  truly  says,  the  underlying  problem  in  the 
story  is  "  that  of  human  egoism  perplexed  to  the  utmost, 
and  catching  at  anj'thing  that  promises  or  jiretends  to 
relieve  the  silence  and  solitude  which  oppress  it." 

I  see  it  is  claimed  (by  a  gossiper)  for  the  forthcoming 
Clarendon  Press  edition  of  the  poems  of  J.  G.  Whittier 
that  it  will  be  the  first  absolutely  complete  collection  of 
Whittier's  verse  offered  to  the  English  public.  I  do  not 
say  this  may  not  be  so;  but  Whittier  died  in  1892,  and 
since  then  two  separate  editions  of  his  Poetical  Works 
have  been  issued  in  England — one  in  1893,  and  the  other 
in  the  year  following  Was  there  any  reason  why  those 
should  not  be  complete  ? 

The  new  edition  of  Abraham  Hayward's  Art  of  Dining 
will  not  come  amiss.  To  the  best  of  my  knowledge  we 
have  had  none  such  since  1883,  which  is  a  long  time  ago. 
Moreover,  the  1883  edition,  apparently,  was  the  first  in 
thirty  years,  its  immediate  predecessor  having  for  date  of 
publication  1853.  The  treatise  made  its  first  ajjpearance 
in  book  form  in  1852.  The  Bookworm. 
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Polonius. 

2'he  Ureal  Lord  Burghky :  a  Siudi/  in  JSlisabethan  Statecraft. 
By  Martin  A;  S.  Hume.     (Nisbet.     128.  6d.) 

The  difficulty  in  the  way  of  writing  a  life  of  William 
Cecil  lias  always  been  in  the  vast  amount  of  material  avail- 
able f(jr  the  purpose.  The  three  great  collections  of  Cecil 
papers  at  the  British  Museum,  at  the  Record  Office,  and 
at  Hatfield,  form,  even  in  their  present  partly-calendared 
state,  a  sufficiently  alarming  obstacle  for  the  pen  of  the 
researcher  to  hew  through.  Dr.  Naros,  who  made  a 
gallant  attemjjt  to  accomplish  the  task  some  seventy  years 
ago,  had  not  even  the  calendars  to  help  him;  and  the 
result  of  tliis,  together  with  certain  native  incapacities, 
was  that  ho  foundered. 

Compared  [wrote  Macaulay]  with  the  labour  of 
reading  through  these  volumes,  all  other  labour  —  of 
thievfs  on  the  treadmill,  of  children  in  factories,  of  negroes 
on  sug^r-plantations  —  is  an  agreeable  recreation.  .  .  . 
Guicoiardini,  although  certainly  not  the  most  aiuusiug  of 
writers,  is  a  Herodotus  or  a  Froiusart  when  compared 
with  Dr.  Narea. 

Major  Hume  has  not  dared  the  fate  of  his  unfortunate 
predecessor.     His  work,  though  of  considerable  bulk,  and 
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based  on  a  careful  study  of  all  the  printed  and  MS. 
sources,  is  not  a  completely  documented  "Life  and 
Letters,"  but  "  a  summary  account  of  Cecil's  political 
life,"  intended  to  define  and  emphasise  his  place  in  the 
making  of  England.  The  foreign  policy  of  Elizabeth's 
reign  is  a  subject  of  which  Major  Hume  has  already 
shown  himself  a  master,  and  his  analysis  and  estimate  of 
the  dominant  influence  of  Cecil  upon  it  is  a  valuable 
contribution  to  the  fuller  understanding  of  the  history  of 
a  complicated  period.  The  book  is  admirably  arranged, 
and  written  in  good  historical  prose:  neither  flam- 
boyant nor  undidy  neglectful  of  strength  and  colour. 
Major  Huuie  knows  his  subject,  and  knows  his  business 


with  it.  But  Cecil  the  man,  no  loss  than  Cecil  the  Ktatoa- 
man,  plays  a  part  in  Major  Hume's  pages.  Ho  is  a  gravo, 
dignified  figure ;  hardly  one  to  love  or  to  be  enthusiastic 
over.  Fame  had  it  that  he  was  no  friend  to  poeta — ho 
was  said  to  have  grudged  Rpenser  his  pension  ;  yet  ho 
was  a  lover  of  books,  and,  witli  his  scholarly  wife,  Mildred 
Cooke,  carried  on  some  of  the  best  traditions  of  the  earlier 
humanists.  He  was  a  benefactor  to  seats  of  learning,  the 
protector  and  adviser  of  the  Universities.  It  is  curious  to 
find  him  gravely  asserting  in  his  apologia  for  his  share  in 
Northumberland's  government,  that  ho  had  set  himself  to 
flee  the  realm,  but  "  was  dissuaded  by  Mr.  Cheke,  who 
willed  me  for  my  satisfaction  to  read  a  dialogue  of  Plato, 
where  Socrates,  being  in  prison,  was  offered  to  escape  and 
flee,  and  yet  he  would  not.  I  read  the  dialogue,  whose 
reasons,  indeed,  did  stay  me."  After  his  duty  to  his 
country,  it  was  his  ambition  to  found  a  great  house.  He 
kept  up  a  noble  retinue,  but  with  economy.  The  extrava- 
gance of  the  gilded  Elizabethan  youth  he  disliked.  His 
personal  tastes  were  sober.  "He  could  never  play  any 
sort  of  game,  took  no  interest  in  sport  or  pastimes,  his 
only  exercise  being  riding  round  his  garden  walks  on  a 
little  mule." 

His  statesmanship  was,  of  course,  of  the  Machiavellian 
rather  than  the  idealist  type.  He  did  treacherous  things, 
and  mean  things ;  and  those  whom  he  outwitted  hated  him. 
This  is  how  he  impressed  nn  ambassador  from  Spain : 

He  is  a  man  of  mrau  sort,  but  very  astut«>,  false,  lying, 
and  full  of  artifice.  He  is  a  great  heretic,  and  such  a 
clownish  Engli«>hiuan  as  to  believe  that  aU  the  Christian 
princes  joined  together  are  not  able  to  injure  the  sovereign 
of  his  country,  and  ho  therefore  treats  their  ministers 
with  great  arrogance.  This  man  manages  the  bulk  of  the 
business,  and  by  means  of  his  vigilance  and  craftiness, 
together  with  his  utter  unscrupulousness  of  word  and 
deed,  thinks  to  outwit  the  ministers  of  other  princes,  which 
to  some  extent  he  has  hitherto  succeeded  in  doing. 

Yet  Cecil  had  his  human  touches.  His  reflections  on 
his  wife's  death,  "  written  by  me  in  sorrow,"  show  a  new 
side  of  the  man.  And  in  Elizabeth,  not  as  a  rule  very 
susceptible  to  the  finer  issues  of  character,  he  inspired  real 
affection  and  esteem.  "  For  your  master  only  will  I  stoop, 
but  not  for  the  King  of  Spain,"  she  told  his  servant.  Sir 
John  Harrington  records  how,  in  a  progress  at  Oxford, 
"  the  Queen  in  the  midst  of  her  oration,  casting  her  eye 
aside  and  seeing  the  old  Lord  Treasurer  standing  on  his 
lame  foot  for  want  of  a  stool,  she  called  in  all  haste  for  a 
stool  for  him  ;  nor  would  she  proceed  in  her  speech  till  she 
saw  him  provided."  He  died  five  years  before  her,  and 
Robert  Sidney  writes  to  the  same  Sir  John  Harrington : 
"  I  do  see  the  Queen  often ;  she  doth  wax  weak  since  last 
troubles,  and  Burghley's  death  doth  often  draw  tears  from 
her  goodly  cheeks." 

That  Cecil,  or  rather  Cecil  as  he  appeared  in  his  old  age 
to  the  young  bloods  of  the  Essex  and  Southampton  faction, 
furnished  Shakespeare  with  hints  for  the  portrait  of  Polo- 
nius, we  are  persuaded.  Compare  the  discourse  of  Polonius 
to  Laertes  with  the  following  maxims  laid  down  by  Cecil 
for  the  use  of  his  son  Robert : 

That  gentleman  who  sells  an  acre  of  land  sells  an  onnce 
of  credit,  for  gentility  is  nothing  else  but  ancient  riches. 
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Beware  of  being  surety  for  tby  best  friends ;  he  that 
payeth  another  man's  debts  seeketh  his  own  decay. 

Trust  not  any  man  with  tby  life,  credit,  or  estate,  for  it 
is  mere  folly  for  a  man  to  enthral  himself  to  his  friend. 

Not  Eobert  Cecil,  however,  but  his  brother  Thomas  sug- 
gests Laertes.  Thomas  Cecil  behaved  very  badly  in  Paris. 
He  would  not  study,  and  Cecil  declared  that  no  pains  crept 
so  near  his  heart  as  did  that  of  his  lewd  son.  In  the  end 
there  was  a  great  scandal,  for  the  dissolute  young  man  ran 
away  with  a  nun  from  a  French  convent. 


Hauptmann's  New  Play. 

Fuhrmann  Heiuchel.     By  Gerhart  Hauptmann.      (Berlin : 
G.  Fischer.     2  M.) 

GEKnART  Hauptmann's  father,  as  the  son's  biographers 
inform  us,  was  the  proprietor  of  the  "  Prussian  Crown  " 
in  Upper  Salzbrunn,  a  summer  health  resort  among  the 
Silesian  Hills.  In  the  later  sixties,  when  the  future  poet 
was  a  child,  the  little  village,  with  its  fine  hotel,  was 
regularly  visited  by  a  number  of  annual  guests,  some 
from  the  neighbouring  town  of  Breslau,  and  others  from 
cities  more  remote.  Harder  times  succeeded.  The  new 
generation  discovered  fresh  resources ;  and  before  young 
Gerhart  had  ceased  to  perplex  his  parents  they  were 
obliged  to  leave  the  "  Prussian  Crown "  for  the  railway- 
station  restaurant  in  Lower  Salzbrunn.  These  details  of 
the  playwright's  boyhood  acquire  a  more  than  personal 
interest  when  we  glance  at  the  list  of  characters  in  Gerhart 
Hauptmann's  new  drama.  Siebenhaar,  proprietor  of  the 
Grey  Swan  Hotel  ;  Carlchen,  his  son  ;  Henschel,  the 
carrier ;  Malchen,  his  wife  ;  Hanne,  Henschel's  servant 
and  his  second  wife  ;  Wermelsliirch,  lessee  of  the  tap- 
room at  the  Grey  Swan — here  we  cannot  but  believe  that 
the  dramatist  is  reviving  the  figures  of  his  earlj'  recollec- 
tion. The  belief  is  strengthened  by  the  Silesian  dialect 
in  which  the  play  is  composed,  as  well  as  by  the  stage 
explanations.  "  Scene  :  the  Grey  Swan  Hotel  in  a  Silesian 
health  resort.     Time:  between  1860  and  1870." 

At  the  opening  of  "Fuhrmann  Henschel,"  the  hero  is 
a' well-built  man  of  about  forty-five  years  of  age,  whose 
burly  presence  and  mild,  intelligent  aspect  bespeak  an 
open-air  life  and  a  love  for  the  horses  in  his  charge.  His 
duties  and  his  devotion  to  his  calling,  and  a  certain  bucolic 
stolidity  of  disposition,  cause  him  to  pay  less  than  the 
necessary  attention  to  the  whims  of  his  invalid  wife,  who 
had  risen  too  soon  from  childbed.  Among  the  whims  is 
her  jealousy  of  their  servant  Hanne,  in  whose  care  she  is 
left  all  day;  and  the  first  act  concludes  with  Henschel's 
sacred  promise  to  his  wife  that,  in  the  event  of  her  death, 
Hanne  shall  not  be  her  successor.  Of  course  he  marries 
her.  She  makes  herself  necessary  to  his  housekeeping, 
and  then  forces  his  hand  by  threatening  to  leave  his 
service ;  but  the  pledge  is  not  broken  without  a  struggle. 
He  stands  half  an  hour  by-  the  dead  wife's  grave,  awaiting 
a  sign  from  above,  but  all  that  he  brings  back  is  a  ragged 
spray  of  ivy.  "  God  lets  the  dead  rest  in  peace  "  is  the 
advice  of  Siebenhaar,  his  friend,  to  whom  he  has  submitted 
he   problem   in   the  terse   vernacular   of   the   peasantry. 


"You  are  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life.  What  do  you  want 
with  signs  and  wonders,  Henschel  ?  We  can  work  it  all 
out  for  ourselves  ;  our  own  understanding  helps  us  out 
all  riglit.  Just  go  your  own  way ;  you  are  captain  in  your 
own  ship." 

'We  need  not  follow  the  details  of  the  drama  from  the 
date  of  Henschel's  second  marriage,  through  his  gradual 
ill-fortune  and  disappointment  with  his  wife,  to  the  scene 
in  the  tap-room  in  the  Fourth  Act,  where  the  village  gaffers 
enlighten  his  eyes,  and  his  final  suicide  at  the  end.  The 
central  figure  is  clear-cut  as  a  cameo.     The  German  critics 


GERHART  HAUPTMANN. 

have  already  fastened  on  this  drama,  to  claim  it  for  the 
Naturalistic  school.  We  believe,  however — and  it  is  a 
matter  of  sincere  congratulation — that  Hauptmann  has  out- 
run his  critics.  In  the  quiet  of  his  retreat  among  the 
mountains,  he  seems  to  have  worked  out  his  poetic  redemp- 
tion from  the  yoke  of  the  "  revolting  "  decadents.  Henschel 
is  the  type  of  an  age,  not  a  school ;  and  Hauptmann,  his 
creator,  is  finding  his  own  feet  at  last,  and  need  rest  no 
longer  on  the  crutches  of  the  social  preacher  or  reformer. 
The  gain  will  eventually  bo  reckoned  to  the  credit  of  the 
world . 


The  Art  of  Letter- Writing. 

Eighteenth  Century  Letters.    Edited  by  E.  Brimley  Johnson. 
2  vols.     (A.  D.  Innes.) 

Mr.  Beimley  Johnson,  by  the  issue  of  two  volumes  of 
Eighteenth  Centurij  Letters,  has  begun  a  task  which  is 
destined  to  assume  pretty  large  proportions,  for  in  this 
matter,  as  he  says,  "it  is  hoped  to  cover  the  whole 
century,  and  the  volumes  will  be  ultimately  arranged, 
though  not  originally  published,  in  chronological  order." 
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Mr.  Johnson  sweeps  out  of  court  with  one  hand  a  (^reut 
difficulty  when  lie  says  that  "elaborate  annotation  seoms 
tiresome  and  out  of  place,  and  incidontal  references  to 
trifling  persons  and  events  are  iloliberatoly  neglected." 
Hs  has,  therefore,  little  more  to  do  than  to  make  a  selec- 
tion and  bind  it  between  covers.  Of  the  two  voluniea 
before  us,  for  example,  one  is  entirely  devoted  to  Johnson 
and  Chesterfield ;  the  other  practically  to  Swift,  Addison, 
and  Steele.  Mr.  Johnson,  it  will  be  perceived,  allows 
himself  plenty  of  elbow-room. 

A  great  deal  has  been  spoken  and  written  on  the  subject 
of  private  letters,  and  therewith  tliere  has  been  a  large 
diversity  of  opinion  as  to  the  right  and  proper  methods  of 
letter- writing.     The  most  generally  accepted  view  is  that 

iof  Chesterfield  himself,  who  exhorts  his  son  to  write  to 
him  as  though  he  were  talking  by  the  fireside.    Whether, 
despite  that  advice,  Chesterfield  himself  really  followed  it 
may  very  well  bo  a  matter  of  opinion.     Indeed,  among  all 
the  letters  included  in  these  two  volumes,  only  one  writer 
(apart  from   Steele  on   occasions,  and  in   scrappy  notes 
quite  unworthy  of  this  collection)  even  seems  to  approxi- 
mate to  this  ideal,  and  that  writer  is  Swift.    Nevertheless, 
however    you    regard    letter- writing  from   the   supposed 
perfect  standpoint,  there  is  no  doubt  that  nearly  every  g^eat 
writer  of  the  last  century  wrote  fascinating  letters  accord- 
ing to  his  own  method  and  practice,  and  that  in  this  century 
letter-writing  has   been  reduced  practically  to   the  level 
of  business  communication.     It  is  deplorable,  but  not  un- 
natural.    In  the  days  of  slow  travelling,  when  the  north 
of  England  bore  the  same  relation  to  the  south  as  New 
York  bears  to  Liverpool,  a  letter  took  the  place  of  a  four 
hours'  journey.     The  great  tradition  of  letter- writing  had 
come  down  from  Eoman  times,  and  had  received  a  gravity 
and  authority  oven  from  the  early  Christian  Fathers.     No 
rapidity  of  locomotion  had  come  last  century  to  disturb 
that  tradition,  and  the  men  of  the  time  wont  on  with  it  as 
calmly   and   as  unprophetically  as   if  no   Stephenson   or 
Faraday  were  at  hand  to    disturb  every  civilised  ideal. 
The  result  is,  that  in  the  body  of  letters  written  during 
the  eighteenth   century  we   have  what  is  practically  the 
ultimate    word    of    a    singularly    engrossing    little    art. 
Macaulay's   are   among   the   best   letters   of   the   present 
century,  but  even  his  are  wanting  in  the  leisure,  the  comfort, 
the  armchair  spirit  of  a  former  time.  They,  too,  are  business- 
like ;  they,  too,  had  caught  the  infection  of  the  locomotive 
influence.     It  is  felt,  quite  naturally  in  those  times,  that 
long  letters  are  not  worth  the  writing,  since  long  letters 
were  only  the  old-fashioned  way  of  annihilating  space,  a 
process  now   more  easily  achieved  by  science.     For  this 
reason  wo  welcome  Mr.  Johnson's  scheme  with  particular 
warmth,  and  although  we  cannot  help  thinking  that  he 
has  made  his  selection  so  far  somewhat  too  voluminously, 
he  has   still   managed   to   bring    together    an    array   of 
genuinely  interesting  material. 

We  have  said  that  by  Chesterfield's  fireside  standard  of 
excellence  the  palm  is  easily,  even  among  contemporaries 
so  famous,  taken  by  Swift.  The  clearness  of  his  style,  its 
eloquence  and  fineness,  have  all  the  qualities  of  the  most 
polished  conversation,  with  just  the  casual  brilliance  of 
wit,  the  suddenness  of  happy  phrase,  the  felicity  of  swift 
thought,  and  the  absolute  lucidity  of  meaning  which  should 


belong  to  such  conversation.  Take  u  spocimen  from  a 
letter  to  Pope  written  in  1726  : 

To  hear  boya  likn  you  talk  of  miUcnniuinn  and  tnui- 
qaillity !  I  am  older  by  thirty  yoan,  Lord  Bolingbroke 
by  twenty,  and  you  but  by  ten,  than  when  we  were  iMt 
together  :  and  wo  should  diflfer,  nioro  than  ever,  you 
coquottiDg  a  maid  of  honour,  my  lord  looking  on  to  we 
how  the  gamesters  play,  and  I  railing  at  you  both.  I 
desire  you  and  all  my  friends  will  take  a  sjierinl  care  that 
my  disatl'ection  to  the  world  may  not  be  imputed  to  toy 
age,  for  I  have  credible  witnesses  ready  to  depone  that  it 

hath   never  varied  from  the  tweuty-first  to  the  f ty- 

eighth  year  of  my  life  (pray  fill  in  that  blank  charitably). 

There  wrote  Swift,  most  charming  of  gossips,  most  enter- 
taining of  friends.  We  quote  a  further  passage  from  a 
letter  to  Harley,  in  which  he  strikes  a  statelier  note,  and 
does  it  with  a  touch  of  magnificence  all  his  own  : 

Will  you  give  me  leave  to  say  how  I  would  desire  to 
stand  in  your  memory  ?  As  one  who  was  truly 
sensible  of  the  honour  you  did  him,  though  he  was  too 
proud  to  be  vain  upon  it;  as  one  who  never  wilfully 
represented  persons  or  facts  to  you,  nor  consulted  bia 
passions  when  he  gave  a  character ;  and,  lastly,  as  one 
whose  indiscretions  proceeded  altogether  from  a  weak  head 
and  not  an  ill  heart.  I  vrill  add  one  thing  more,  which  ia 
the  highest  complimeut  I  can  make,  that  I  was  never 
afraid  of  offending  you,  nor  am  now  in  any  pain  for  the 
manner  I  write  to  you  in.  I  have  said  enough ;  and,  like 
one  at  your  levee,  having  made  my  bow,  I  shrink  back 
into  the  crowd. 

With  the  Johnson  letters  readers  are,  of  course,  for  the 
most  part,  familiar.  Mr.  Johnson  includes  in  his  collec- 
tion a  quantity  of  the  Thralo  letters,  including  that  in- 
decent outburst  when  the  great  man  learned  that  Mrs. 
Thrale  purposed  to  marry  the  man  whom  she  loved  :  some 
letters  to  Uoswell,  some  to  Baretti,  and  a  few  of  a  miscel- 
laneous nature  are  also  included,  together  with  the  famous 
Chesterfield  letter.  Let  us  take  Johnson  in  one  of  his 
tenderest  moods : 

The  life  of  my  dear,  sweet,  pretty,  lovely,  delicious  Miss 
Sophy  is  safe  ;  let  us  return  thanks  to  the  great  GKvcr  of 
existence,  and  pray  that  her  continuance  amongst  ue  may 
be  a  blessing  to  herself  and  to  those  that  love  hor.  Multoa 
et  /elicea,  my  dear  girl.  Now  she  is  recovered  she  must 
write  me  a  little  listory  of  her  sufferings,  and  impart  her 
schemes  of  study  and  improvemeat.  Life,  to  be  worthy 
of  a  rational  being,  must  always  be  in  progression ;  we 
must  always  purpose  to  do  more  or  better  than  in  time 
past.  The  mind  is  enlarged  and  elevated  by  mere  pur- 
poses, though  tbey  end,  as  they  begin,  by  airy  contempla- 
tion.    Wo  compare  and  judge,  though  we  do  not  practise. 

Johnson's  letters,  however,  are  apt  frequently  to  develoj) 
into  moral  essays.  You  feel  too  keenly  the  labour  of 
composition,  and  a  certain  complacence  in  the  polishing 
of  a  sentence,  less  for  the  sake  of  the  correspondent  than 
for  that  of  the  writer.  For  example,  this  to  the  long- 
suffering  Boswell : 

There  lurks,  perhaps,  in  every  human  heart  a  desire  of 
distinction,  which  inclines  every  man  first  to  hope,  and 
then  to  believe,  that  Nature  has  given  him  something 
peculiar  to  himself.  This  vanity  makes  one  mind  nurse 
aversion,  and  another  actuate  desires,  till  they  rise  by  art 
much  above  their  oiiginal  state  of  power ;  aud  as  aTeota- 
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tion  in  time  improves  to  habit,  they  at  last  tyrannise  over 

him  who  at  iirst  encouraged  them  only  for  show.     Every 

desire  is  a  viper  in  the  bosom,  who,  while  he  was  chill, 

was  harmless,   but,    when   warmth    gave    him    strength, 

exerted  it  in  poison. 

There  is  certainly  not  much  of  the  fireside  element  about 

that.     It   reads  like  Johnson  rehearsing  his  next  Rambler 

for  Bos-well's  private  edification.     The  fact  seems  to  have 

been  that  when  Johnson  took  a  pen  in  his  hand  he  found 

it  a  very  difficult  matter  indeed  to  keep  out  of  Johnsonese 

writing  as  opposed  to  Johnsonese  talk. 

Nearly  half  a  volume  is  filled  by  Chesterfield's  letters 
to  his  son  and  to  his  godson— as  many  will  think,  a  gener- 
ous allowance.  Despite  the  possible  scorn  of  Dr.  Birkbeck 
Hill,  who  has  contributed  a  very  interesting  introduction 
to  the  Johnson  and  Chesterfield  letters,  we  have  not  a 
very  keen  admiration  for  Chesterfield  the  writer,  as  apart 
from  Chesterfield  the  man.  It  is  true  that  ho  wrote  with 
facility,  with  ease,  and  with  elegance  ;  but  his  style  is  re- 
markably colourless,  without  any  surprise  or  vigour  in  his 
words.  No  doubt  that  was  his  ambition ;  his  courtliness 
would  have  backed  away  from  surprise  and  vigour  as 
things  unseemly.  Luckily,  however,  he  was  not  the  law- 
maker or  the  law-giver  of  style,  and  although  he  doubt- 
less very  cleverly  attained  what  he  wanted,  his  desire  was 
not  the  literary  ideal  which  the  fit  world  has  agreed  to 
admire.     This  is  as  good  an  example  as  any  : 

A  man's   address  and  manner  weighs  much  more  with 
them   [women]   than  his   beauty,   and  without  them  the 
Ahhati  and  the  Monsujaori  will   get   the   better   of   you. 
This  address  and  manner  should  be  exceedingly  respectful, 
but  at  the  same  time  easy  and  unembarrassed.     Your  chit- 
chat or  entrenrjent  with  them,  neither  can  nor  ought  to  be 
very  solid  ;  but  you  should  take  care  to  turu  and  dress  up 
your  trifles  prettily,  and  make  them,  every  now  and  then, 
convey  indirectly  some  little  piece  of  flattery.     A  fan,  a 
riband,  or  a  head-dress,  are  great  materials  for  gallant 
dissertations. 
It  is  all  very  pretty  and  easy ;  but  even  as  letter-writing 
there  is  frankly  little  enough  in  it.     We  do  not,  of  course, 
discuss  now   the    side    issues    of    morality    which    have 
occupied  philosophers  ever  since  the  day  of  their  publica- 
tion.    For  the  rest,  we  have  said   that  some   of   Steele's 
letters,    mere   half  lines,    addressed    to    his    wife,    have 
certainly  no  right  to  be  included  in  this  collection,  and 
that    Addison's    correspondence    is   very   like    the    man. 
When,  however,  the  volumes  are  completed,  and  we  have 
before  us  a  full  conception  of  eighteenth  century  letters  as 
they  were  written  by  all  the  great  creatures  of  that  time, 
when,  as  Mr.  Johnson  says,  letter-writing  was  still  an  art, 
the  series  should  prove  one  of   the  most   attractive   and 
brilliant  of  its  kind  in  the  English  language. 


Mrs.  Oldfield,  the  Comedian. 

The  Palmy  Days  of  Nance    Oldfield.     By  Edward  Eobins. 

(Heincmann.) 
Mr.  Edward  Eobins — who  is  an  American,  as  we  gather 
from  several  local  allusions — must  be  done  at  least  this 
measure  of  justice  to,  in  a  review^  that  cannot  possibly  be 
enthusiastic ;  he  must  be  credited  with  liaving  sailed  his 


volume  under  an  appropriate  flag  ;  he  has  had  honesty 
to  avow,  by  his  title,  that  the  book  is  not  a  biography — that 
he  is  concerned  almost  as  much  with  Mrs.  Oldfield's  days, 
with  her  rivals  and  friends,  as  with  the  story  of  the 
fascinating  comedian  who  outdid  Mrs.  Bracegirdle  in 
humour  and  tenderness,  and,  on  occasions,  was  an 
exponent  of  tragedy  as  effective  as  Mrs.  Porter.  But  the 
candour  of  the  publication  having  been  thus  recognised,  it 
would  not  be  easy  to  go  on  to  say  of  it  that  Mr.  Eobins's 
agreeable  gossipping  chapters  constituted  in  any  real 
sense  a  book.  The  volume  might  have  been  abbreviated, 
and  we  should  have  missed,  perhaps,  no  essential  member 
in  its  structure.  Or  by  taking  thought,  the  compiler 
might  have  added  a  cubit  to  its  stature,  and  still  it 
would  not  have  seemed  at  fault  in  proportion  or  scale. 
The  volume  is  an  example  of  just  such  "  book-making  " 
as  it  is  not  necessary  to  bo  very  vexed  with.  Its  end  is 
not  obviously  commercial.  From  page  to  page  the  com- 
piler would  seem  to  have  been  genuinely  interested.  He 
clearly  loves  the  period,  loves  the  stage,  loves  more  or  less, 
but  is  by  no  means  scrupulously  faithful  to,  the  engaging 
personality  round  whose  existence  his  chapters  swarm  and 
cluster.  He  is  not  a  mere  dry-as-dust  student  of  theatrical 
antiquity.  He  is  not  a  born  writer.  Small,  comparatively, 
as  it  is,  the  real  material  for  dealing  with  Mrs.  Oldfiold's 
life — for  she  lived  before  the  days  of  systematic  criticism, 
and  seemingly  conducted  little  correspondence  with  her 
friends — Mr.  Eobins  might  have  told  us  a  good  deal 
more  about  her  ;  a  good  deal  more,  at  all  events, 
about  the  number  and  extent  of  her  parts.  Sources 
of  information  not  recondite  by  any  means  would 
have  enabled  him  to  do  this,  and  in  doing  it  he  need  liave 
run  no  risk  of  being  accounted  a  Dry-as-dust.  Again, 
Airs.  Oldfield  was  so  fascinating,  so  flexible  and  various, 
that  one  wishes  her  character  had  been  discussed  and 
analysed  by  a  writer  artistic  and  penetrating — a  serious 
and  imaginative  man  of  Letters  who  would  have  perceived 
in  a  being  delightful  and  complex  a  fino  field,  surely,  for 
the  exercise  of  his  legitimate  craft.  The  compiler  is  no 
such  man.  Yet  when  all  this  is  said,  one  cannot  think 
harshly  of  Mr.  Eobins,  who  has  been  one's  cicerone  for  an 
hour  through  all  this  world  of  early  Eighteenth  Century  Art 
and  labour  and  social  intrigue. 

Mrs.  Oldfield  came  to  the  front  when  she  was  still  very 
young — as  is  not  remarkable  in  a  profession  in  which, 
though  it  takes  ten  years  to  make  an  accomplished 
comedian,  it  takes  only  vivacity  and  comeliness  to  make  a 
popular  favourite.  Wliether  Mr.  Colley  Gibber  or  the 
greater  writers  of  Anne  Oldfield's  easy  day  thought  and 
behaved  in  regard  to  the  distribution  of  their  characters  in 
accordance  with  the  dictum  of  perhaps  the  most  successful 
writer  of  comedies  to-day — whether  these  early  Eighteenth 
Century  writers  were  of  opinion  also  that  it  was  "more 
important  for  a  woman  to  look  her  part  than  to  act  it  " — 
we  may  not  positively  know.  But  if  they  were  men  of  the 
^,,rld — and  Colley  Gibber  certainly  was  a  man  of  the 
^orld — nothing  is  more  likely.  At  the  same  time,  it 
would  be  giving  a  very  wrong  idea  of  Mrs.  Oldfield  if  we 
suggested  that  at  first  she  owed  everything  to  her  good 
looks.  She  was  stage-struck  and  enamoured  of  poetry 
when  she  was  a  young  girl  in  her  aunt's  tavern  in  St. 
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James's  Market — she  was  woU-bom,  be  it  said,  nutwitii- 
standing  the  aunt  and  the  tavern— and  when  George 
Farquhnr  heard  her  there,  ho  saw  she  had  the  making 
of  an  artist :  slio  liad  a  capacity  for  fooling.  And  an  artist 
she  eventually  became. 

Tho  greater  number,  the  immense  majority,  indeed, 
of  Mrs.  Oldfield's  succossos,  were  won  in  pieces  that  are 
now  forgotten.  Ilor  triumphs  in  the  Drama  that  has  lasted 
seem  to  have  been  at  least  no  more  memorable  than  lier 
triumphs  in  the  Drama  that  has  passed  away.  Into  crea- 
tirns  which  were  not  of  Ijitcrature  she  hreathod  the  charm 
of  lier  own  individuality,  causing  people  to  believe  in  them 
and  to  love  them.  Yet  to  see  her  in  conceptions  that 
^Lhave  lasted  would  not  have  been  to  be  disoppoiuted.  She 
^Biwas  tho  rightful  dispossessor  of  Mistress  Bracegirdle  and 
^■Qie  rightful  predecessor  of  Mrs.  Abington.  Nothing,  it 
^Btrould  seem,  gave  bettor  scope  for  her  abilities  than  tho 
^f"  Provoked  Husband."  Her  social  successes — her  accept- 
ance even  by  Royalty — did  little  to  turn  her  head ;  and 
in  the  last  days  of  her  theatrical  career  hor  attention  to 
the  details  of  her  art  was  greater  than  in  her  youth.  She 
died  only  in  middle  age,  in  tlio  full  possession  of  public 
favour  and  of  hor  artistic  means.  She  had  drawn,  perhaps, 
from  her  own  e.xperiences  with  a  couple  of  avowed  lovers — 
and,  it  may  be,  from  her  observation  of  hor  own  passing 
dealings  with  others  who  came  and  went — much  of  the 
material  that  gave  reality  to  her  least  substantial  paits. 
Eminently  may  it  be  said  of  her  that  she  lived  as  well  as 
acted  ;  in  Balzac's  phrase,  she  absorbed  life  through  all 
her  pores.  Married  she  never  was,  so  she  owed  nothing 
to  a  husband ;  but  sho  practised  her  art  with  a  success 
80  unquestioned  that  when  she  died  it  was  in  Lower 
Grosvonor-street,  and,  having  been  charitable  to  the  poor 
of  her  own  calling,  sho  left  a  fortune  to  her  two  sons. 
She  was  not,  any  more  than  tho  great  ladies  whose  manner 
she  on  the  stage  so  brilliantly  assumed — she  was  not 
a  model  of  propriety ;  but  she  was  a  conscientious  artist 
and  a  lovable  woman.  She  was  pretty,  and  had  a  heart. 
Only  one  of  the  portraits  in  this  volume  of  Mr.  Eobins's — 
or,  rather,  only  one  of  the  reproductions  of  those  portraits, 
which  are  Eichardson's — does,  it  is  probable,  full  justice 
to  her  boauty.  Tho  other  suggests  variableness,  and  yet 
is  not  without  some  gravity  of  charm.  It  may  be  that 
hereafter  someone  will  be  inspired  to  treat  with  deeper 
vision  and  greater  complexity  of  touch  tho  admirable 
comedian  whose  career  is  here  slightly  and  unambitiously 
sketched. 


Village  Life  and  Lore. 

An  Old  EngJiiih  Home  and  i(ii  Dependencies.     By  S.  Bar.'ng- 
Gould.     (Methuen.     6s.) 

Old  English  Social  Life  as  Told  by  the  Parish  Registers. 
1    By  T.  F.  Thistelton-Dyer.     (Stock.     6s.) 

Me.  Barino-Gould  resembles  an  express  train  which  now 
and  then  "slips"  a  carriage  without  slackening  speed — 
so  easily,  one  thinks,  he  throws  off  his  books.  In  his 
very  latest  volume  he  gives  us  a  companion  to  the  pleasant 
book  on  Old  Country  Life,  which  ho  wrote  eight  or  nine 
years  ago.     Nothing  is  more  acceptable  in  these  new  pages 


than  the  pedigrees  which  Mr.  Baring-Gould  supjtlies  to 
such  institutions  as  the  Manor  House  and  the  Village  Inn. 
Thus  he  shows  how  the  inn  was  originally  the  place  where 
the  lord  of  tho  land  {i.e.,  the  landlord)  Hh<4tore<l  guesta 
and  travellers.  In  Iceland  to  this  day  the  traveller  goes 
for  a  night's  lodging  to  any  farmhouse  or  parsonage, 
depositing  when  he  leaves  a  present  for  his  entertainer, 
who  meanwhile  looks  out  of  tho  window ;  and  similarly,  in 
the  Tyrol,  the  inn  is  often  the  priest's  house.  In  a  rising 
and  busy  country  such  guest-houses  could  not  long  bear 
the  strain  of  continuous  hospitality ;  and  in  P^ngland  they 
were  soon  specialised  into  inns,  which  retained  the  heraldic 
signs  of  the  families  to  which  they  behmged,  or  else 
some  name — such  as  "  The  Ring  of  Bells  "  or  "  Tho  Ij&vah 
and  Flag" — indicate*!  their  connexion  with  tho  church. 
"At  Abbotskerswell,  South  Devon,  is  a  perfect  old  church 
inn  that  has  remained  untouched  from,  probably,  the  reign 
of  Richard  II.  It  consists  of  two  rooms — one  above  stairs 
and  one  below.  The  men  sat  in  the  lower,  the  women  in 
tho  upper  room.  Each  was  furnished  with  an  enormous 
fire  in  winter,  and  here  the  congregation  took  their  dinner 
before  attending  vespers."  That  is  a  fair  specimen  of  Mr. 
Baring-Gould's  illuminating  statements.  The  village  inn 
long  continued  to  gather  into  its  kitchen  the  classes  from 
which  it  sprang,  and  the  masses  to  which  it  was  dedicated. 
There  the  parson  and  the  doctor  and  the  attorney  sat,  and 
took  thoir  ease,  with  the  yeoman,  the  farm  hand,  and  the 
grocer.  They  were  so  seen  and  portrayed  even  by  George 
Eliot ;  and  Mr.  Baring-Gould  confesses  to  a  discreet 
hankering  after  those  nights  of  brotherhood  at  the  long 
taveni  tables — nights  of  which  only  the  moon  and  the 
stars  remain  to  many  a  village. 

Other  institutions,  such  as  the  Manor  Mill,  the  Church 
Choir,  and  the  Village  Doctor,  are  disposed  of  by  Mr. 
Baring-Gould  with  less  far-reaching  thrusts  into  the  past, 
and  with  more  of  the  salt  of  personal  recollection.  We 
wish  we  could  quote  his  account  of  a  woithy  old  miller 
and  his  wife  who,  in  the  evening  of  their  days,  saw  the 
new  steam  mill  "  killin'  of  us  old  folks  out."  On  anollier 
page  it  is,  "  Alas,  for  the  dairymaid ! "  and  we  are  told 
exactly  why  that  proper  lass  i»  disappearing ;  end  then  we 
mourn  for  the  sower  who  no  longer  sows  with  seed-lap  and 
sweeping  arm  ;  and  sadly  accept  the  statement  that  "there 
are  not  many  labourers  now  who  understand  how  to  wield 
the  flail."  Of  course  one  ougl.t  to  rejoice  tliat 
drunkenness  and  other  rural  eccentricities  have  decreased. 
But  we  like  our  reverend  author  for  not  expressing 
disapproval  of  the  old  festive  habits.  He  tells  us, 
without  apology,  that  "  at  a  tithe  dinner  I  gave,  in 
another  part  of  England  from  that  I  now  occupy,  the  one 
topic  of  conversation  and  debate  was,  whether  it  were 
expedient  on  returning  from  market  to  tumble  into  the 
ditch  or  into  the  hedge,  and  if  it  should  happen  that  the 
accident  happened  in  the  road,  at  what  portion  of  the 
highway  it  V!&a  plummeit  to  fall."     Brave  days ! 

In  his  chapter  on  the  Parish  Church  Mr.  Baring-Gould 
has  some  toothsome  remarks  on  pulpits,  old  and  new.  We 
decline,  of  course,  to  swallow  the  story  of  the  wooden 
pulpit  which,  being  built  to  be  raised  cr  lowered  on  a 
screw  pedestal,  was  so  worked  by  the  over- zealous  parish 
plerk  as  to  carry  Bishop  Wilbcrforce  round  and  round  in 
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an  ascendiag  spiral,  until  that  prelate  became  dizzy  as  he 
alternately  lost  and  found  his  reading-desk.  It  is  fair  to 
say  that  this  story  is  given  with  a  mingling  of  zest 
and  reserve.  The  behaviour  of  opinionated  bellringers 
and  west-gallery  fiddlers  has  made  a  good  deal  of  Sunday 
scandal  within  living  memory.  Even  methods  which  were 
accepted  as  perfectly  decorous  would  be  alarming  in  any 
village  church  to-day.  One  parish  clerk,  when  he  had 
given  out  the  psalm  from  the  reading-desk  under  the 
chancel  arch — "  Let  us  sing  to  the  praise,"  &c. — used  to 
stride  down  the  nave  to  the  music-stand,  whistling  the  tune 
shrilly ;  then,  seizing  his  fiddle,  "  the  whole  orchestra 
broke  out  into  music— or,  to  be  more  exact,  uproar." 
"With  history  and  anecdote,  and  wise  and  gentle 
moralisings,  Mr.  Baring-Goiild  takes  us  round  the  English 
village.  If  he  makes  us  mourn  the  deaths  of  many  old 
customs  and  pleasing  vices,  he  delights  us  by  his  lore,  and 
surprises  us  by  bis  cheerful  picture  of  the  farm  labourer, 
whose  lot  he  regards  as  far  happier  than  it  is  usually 
esteemed. 

Village  doings  of  an  older  date  and  a  more  formal 
kind  are  the  subject  of  Mr.  Thistelton-Dyer's  work  on 
the  Parish  Register.  The  author  has  a  wide  acquaintance 
with  registers,  and  he  draws  upon  them  for  facts  con- 
cerning parish  life,  the  relations  of  parson  and  people, 
superstitions,  parish  scandals  and  punishments,  marriage, 
death,  and  strange  customs  and  natural  events.  The 
result  is  an  entertaining  volume  of  small  facts  and  curious 
diotinn.  Pprhaps  nothing  in  the  book  is  more  interesting 
tli.in  I  I  tales  of  tlie  perils  whicli  have  beset  parish  registers, 
lilies  oHsil^  to  be  believed  by  those  who  are  following  the 
Shipway-pedigree  case.  In  a  Northamptonshire  parish 
the  clerk,  being  a  tailor,  was  found  to  have  cut  sixteen 
pages  out  of  the  old  register  to  make  measures.  An 
Esfex  parish  clerk,  who  had  been  asked  for  an  extract 
from  a  register  and  could  find  no  ink  or  paper,  said  : 
"Oh,  you  may  as  well  have  the  leaf  as  it  is !  "  and 
tore  it  out  of  the  book.  A  curate's  wife  used  the 
Ipaves  of  the  parish  register  for  making  her  husband's 
kettle-holders.  A  sporting  parson  cut  tlie  parchment 
leaves  of  the  register  into"  labels  for  the  game  which  he 
sent  to  his  friends.  A  parish  clerk  used  some  of  the 
leaves  of  the  church  register  for  "  singeing  a  goose." 
Ui-ually,  the  rural  registers  were  the  suiferers.  In 
towns  and  cities  the  records  have  been  better  looked 
afttr ;  and  in  London  there  are  first-rate  registers, 
pxteniling  far  back  in  time,  at  Limehouse,  Stepney, 
Marylebone,  St.  Martin's-in-the-Fields,  and  many  City 
churches.  Mr.  Thistelton-Dyer's  book  is  instructive  and 
entertainin;:. 


A  Worthy  Philistine. 

The  Life  of  Henry  Morley,  LL.D.     By  Henry  Shaen  Solly. 
(Arnold.     128.  6d.) 

So  fiir  lis  the  art  of  the  biographer  is  concerned,  this  is  one 
of  the  better  of  recent  biographies.  In  reaction  from  the 
type  of  the  iloge,  those  on  whom  the  task  of  composing 
Live  J  of  tl^e  dead  falls  are  now  too  apt  to  take  flight  to 
the  opposite  error.     They  pitchfork  together   letters  and 


reminiscences,  put  in  nothing  of  their  own,  and  give  to  the 
world  documents  for  the  writing  of  a  biography  rather 
than  a  biography  written.  Mr.  SoUy  has  escaped  this  pit- 
fall. Indeed,  he  lets  his  subject  speak  for  himself,  in  letter 
or  diary,  where  these  are  available;  but  he  has  devoted 
thought  to  tlie  selection  of  his  material  and  the  arrange- 
ment of  it,  so  as  to  present  a  real  portrait,  and  not  merely 
the  rough  block  out  of  which  a  portrait  might  conceivably 
be  hewn.     This  is,  we  think,  the  wiser  compromise. 

In  fact,  the  book,  which  is  of  no  unreasonable  length, 
does  give  a  vivid  impression  of  one  who,  whatever  his 
failings,  was  at  least  a  genuine  and  strong  man.  Henry 
Morley's  career  was  a  chequered  and  even  a  romantic  one. 
He  began  life  as  a  doctor  and  wrote  poetry  in  his  spare 
moments.  An  unscrupulous  partner  cheated  him ;  he 
threw  up  medicine,  and  started  a  boys'  school,  first  at 
Manchester  and  then  near  Liverpool.  There  was  a  ver}' 
real  struggle  with  poverty,  and  a  love  afEair,  complicated 


HENRY   MOBLEY— AOE   25. 

by  unsympathetic  parents,  which  brought  out  the  stout  I 
fibre  of  the  man.  To  eke  out  a  scanty  income,  Morley; 
began  to  contribute  to  HoimhoU  Words  and  the  Kmminer, 
and  presently,  on  Dickens's  invitation,  transferred  himself 
to  London,  where  the  nine  years'  courtship  ended  in  mar- 
riage. He  succeeded  Forster  as  editor  of  the  Examiner, 
and  made  that  his  staple  work  for  seven  years.  Then  he' 
took  to  teaching  again — first  at  King's  College,  afterwarda 
at  University  College.  "With  his  appointment  at  the  latter* 
seat  of  learning  as  Professor  of  English  in  succession  to 
Prof.  Masson,  in  1863,  begins  the  best-known  and  most 
successful  period  of  his  career.  During  the  twonty-foB 
years  for  which  he  held  the  post  he  gave  from  five  to 
twenty-two  lectures  a  week,  and  found  time  for  an  infinity 
of  outside  employment  as  well.  He  lectured  to  improve- 
ment  societies  and  literary  institutes,  acted  as  Principal  03 
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University  Hall,  edited  a  wildemoss  of  cheap  literature, 
and  wrote  several  books,  among  which  his  incomplete 
English  Writers :  An  AKempt  towards  a  History  of  Jinglith 
Literature  is  the  most  substantial. 

There  seems  to  bo  a  consensus  of  opinion  to  the  effect 
that  Prof.  Morley  was  a  bom  lecturer.  Indeed,  his 
achievement  lay  rather  in  the  distribution  than  in  the 
advancement  of  knowledge.  He  wa.s  the  pioneer  of  cheap 
reprints  of  the  English  (ila-ssics ;  but  the  work  has  do- 
parted  from  the  lines  upon  which  he  began,  and  is  now 
infinitely  better  dono,  both  from   the    literary  and    tlie 

[  artistic  standpoint.     Mr.  Solly  makes  what  excuses  he  can 
|or   tho   English    Writers,    but    the   fact   remains   that   it 
a  second-rate   and  disappointing  book.     Obviously,  a 
lan  engagod  in  giving  twenty-two  lectures  a  week  has 

Inot   much   time  for  delicacies  of  research  or  niceness  of 
ttyle.    But  with  Morley  the  fault  lay  deeper.     He  never 

"could  have  been  a  great  critic,  any  more  than,  if  what  he 
did  accomplish  in  verse  is  any  criterion,  he  could  have 
been  a  poet.  He  had  not  the  real  flair.  Art  was  to  him 
a  sub-division  of  didactics,  and  he  distinguished  least 
imperfectly  between  a  criticism  and  a  sermon.  To  all  this 
Mr.  Solly  shows  himself  singularly  unconscious,  but  it 
stands  out  all  the  more  plainly  from  what  he  records. 
Thus :       • 

He  was  .severe  upon  Pre-Eapliaelite  ugliness  and  bad 
drawing.  Ha  liked  pictures  good  to  live  with.  But, 
for  the  most  part,  his  comments  year  after  year  on  the 
Institute  and  Koyal  Academy  deal  with  little  but  the 
subject  of  the  picture,  describing  the  aim  of  the  artist, 
and  .saying  how  far  this  aim  appeared  to  a  spectator  to  be 
realised. 

In  a  letter  to  a  friend  and  pupil  Prof.  Morley  bears 
witness  against  himself  :  "  The  chief  use  to  my  mind 
of  a  study  of  English  literature  is  to  sustain  the  spiritual 
side  of  life,  and  it  has  been,  at  any  rate,  my  chief  aim 
80  to  teach  it  as  to  bring  it  into  use  as  a  natural  cor- 
rective to  the  materialist  tendencies  of  the  age."  There  is 
a  truth  in  Prof.  Morley's  view,  but  it  is  only  a  half 
truth,  and  the  whole  book  shows  that  he  had  a  certain 
sense — the  one  sense  most  necessary  for  his  chosen  occupa- 
tion— lacking.  One  is  hardly  surprised  to  find  that  "  his 
maturest  thoughts  on  recent  writers,"  as  expressed  in 
certain  Nineteenth  Century  articles,  "brought  him  into 
pleasant  relations  with  Lewis  Morris,  who  was  glad  to 
encounter  so  appreciative  a  critic  and  interpreter." 

Prof.  Morley  was  a  great  Philistine,  and  on  the  whole 
we  are  sorry  that  he  ever  devoted  his  life  to  literature  ;  but 
as  a  man,  a  strenuous,  self-devoted,  simple-minded  opti- 
mist of  a  man,  he  comes  out  well  in  Mr.  Solly's  pages. 
The  following  story  of  a  railway  journey  may  serve  to 
lighten  up  ours : 

He  had  for  a  companion  an  old  gentleman  who  had 
been  trying  to  make  himself  more  comfortable  with  the 
aid  of  a  souiewhiit  deflated  air-cushion.  Prof.  Morley  was 
going  to  blow  it  up  for  him  ;  but  his  action  was  arrested 
by  the  exclamation  :  "  Stop,  sir,  stop  I  That  cushion  con- 
tains my  deceased  wife's  breath  !  " 


Desultory  and  Debonair. 

Pagtsfrom  a  Priialt  Diary.     (Smith  &  Elder.     6«.^ 

Take  a  cultured,  leisurely,  humorous  country  gentleman, 
with  an  acquisitive  and  inquisitive  mind,  a  pretty  wit, 
a  keen  pair  of  amosed  eyes,  a  circle  of  intelligent  friends, 
and  a  well-stored  memory;  give  him  paper  and  pencil, 
and  odd  hours  to  use  them  in,  and  you  will  have  such 
a  diary  as  this.  The  book  belongs  to  the  genus  of  Sir 
Artliur  Helps's  Companions  of  my  Solitude  and  Friend*  in 
Council,  I>r.  Holmes's  Breakfast  TabU  series,  and  Mortimer 
Collins's  Thoughts  in  my  Garden.  Particularly  the  last,  for 
our  Private  Diarist  is  e<iually  interested  in  daily  affairs  of 
State  and  Letters  and  in  the  open  air.  We  forget  where 
Mortimer  Collins's  garden  was  situated,  but  the  Private 
Diarist  is  a  Berkshire  man,  within  picnic  distance  of  the 
Kidgeway,  and  his  countryside  stories  have  a  Berkshire 
Havour.  So  much  concerning  his  identity  he  divulges, 
and  no  more,  except  that  his  birthday  is  on  May  7,  and 
Mr.  St.  Loe  Strachey,  to  whom  the  book  is  dedicated,  is 
his  very  good  friend.  If  with  these  data  it  is  possible 
to  construct  that  identity,  our  readers  are  welcome  to  the 
secret.     Otherwise  we  propose  to  keep  it 

This  is  the  kind  of  book  which  is  best  reviewed  by 
extract.  When  we  say  that  it  lent  gaiety  and  a  delicate 
literary  flavour  to  the  Comhill  magazine  for  the  year  in 
which  the  Diary  ran  therein,  we  simply  repeat  what  most 
persons  know.  The  book  is  light,  urbane,  witty,  and  very 
agreeable.  Here  is  a  nice  touch :  "  Why  did  Mr.  Austin 
receive  the  laurel?  ...  I  am  convinced  it  arose  from 
a  confusion  between  Swinford  [the  Laureate's  home]  and 
Swinburne,  very  natural  to  one  [Lord  Salisbury]  more 
familiar  with  scientific  than  literary  distinctions."  In 
another  place  we  are  offered  this  couplet  from  an  epic  on 
the  Muses : 

Te  nine,  with  whom  upon  Parnassus  romp 
The  sons  of  Wat,  of  David,  and  of  Thomp. 

Mr.  Davidson,  by  the  way,  is  the  author's  favourite  among 
the  younger  modems.  The  Diarist's  literary  criticisms  and 
reflections  are  always  pointed.  Here  is  a  long  passage 
concerning  Edward  FitzGerald : 

Met  some  people  who  have  long  hved  at  Woodbridge, 
and  tried  to  glean  a  few  fresh  stories  about  Edward  Fitz- 
Gerald, but  with  no  success.  All  they  could  tell  me  was 
that  he  never  entertained,  and  rarely  accepted  invitations 
tbat  he  walked  about  a  great  deal,  always  wearing  a  plaid, 
always  apparently  lost  in  thought  and  recognising  nobody, 
being,  indeed,  also  short-sighted.  He  seems  to  have  been 
regarded  by  the  neighbours  with  a  certain  awe  as  a  student 
and  man  of  letters,  though  no  one  quite  knew  what  he 
wrote  or  studied.  The  story  lingers  in  the  place  that  he 
once  instructed  his  boatman  tj  sew  him  up  in  a  hammock 
when  he  died  and  pitch  him  overboard.  But  I  am  told 
that  his  tomb  is  now  a  place  of  pilgrimage.  I  suppose  to 
young  gentlemen  who  think  the  quatrains  of  Omar  Khay- 
yiim  the  last  word  iu  the  criticism  of  life.  Tho  pity  of  it, 
tbat  FitzGTald  should  have  sacrificed  so  exquisite  a  literary 
gift  to  refurbishing  such  antique  pessimism,  and  the  irony 
of  it,  for  a  man  who  was  always  censuring  Tennyson  for 
his  effeminating  sentiment  and  calling  on  him  for  trumpet 
blasts.  I  suppose  if  a  man  will  live  in  the  country,  and 
dine  daily  on  vegetables  and  his  own  heart,  there  is  no 
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resistiag  ijejsLui'.sm.  Bat  FitzGrerald  would  himself  have 
recognised  that  the  quatrains  were  the  poem  of  a  mood. 
C.  gave  me  lately  E.  F.G.'s  Hophocles,  with  his  auto- 
graih,  and  the  fuuny-churchwarden-Gothic  book-plate 
'.  desigmd  for  him  by  Thackeray.  IJremember  being  once 
told  by  the  late  W.  B.  Soott  that  FitzGerald  and  Charles 
Keen!  were  frionds  for  a  long  time  on  the  ground  of  a 
ommon  attaohment  to  the  bagpipes  before  either  knew 
the  side  of  the  other  that  the  world  now  cares  for. 

The  Diary,  you  see,  is  not  always  gentle ;  it  has  the  salt  of 
anger  too.  Upon  certain  matters  its  author  has  very  decided 
opinions,  and  lie  is  able,  wo  gather,  to  swing  the  lash  with 
the  best.  He  writes  of  Dr.  Birkbeck  Hill's  Talks  about 
Autographs :  "  It  is  Dr.  Hill's  irrelevant  morality  that 
distresses  me.  Why  must  poor  Hartley  Coleridge's  weak- 
ness be  dragged  in  by  the  head  and  ears  ?  And  why, 
because  Lamb  is  mentioned,  must  gin  be  mentioned  too  ? 
A  furniture  broker  had  recently  for  sale  Lamb's  spirit- 
case  ;  and  if  I  could  have  afforded  the  sacrifice  I  would 
have  bought  it  to  burn."  That  is  very  good.  Let  us  take 
leave  of  this  attractive  gossip  by  quoting  one  of  his  good 
stories :  "  A  lady  sends  me  an  amusing  anecdote  of  a  friend 
who  bewailed  to  her  the  loss  of  a  somewhat  ill-bred  but 
extremely  wealthy  neighbour,  who  had  been  very  liberal 
in  his  help  to  her  country  charities.  '  Mr.  X.  is  dead,' 
said  she.  '  He  was  so  good,  and  kind,  and  helpful  to  me 
in  all  sorts  of  ways.  He  was  so  vulgar,  poor  dear  fellow, 
we  could  not  know  him  in  London ;  but  we  shall  meet  in 
Heaven.'  " 


A  Clear  Voice. 

The    Song   of   the    Golden   Bough.      By   Caryl   Battersby. 
(Constable.     3s.  6d.  net.) 

Mk.  Batiersby,  the  latest  of  the  poets,  is  also  one  of  the 
clearest.  His  reader  is  never  in  doubt.  He  follows  his 
own  counsel  : 

But  if  you  have  got  a  strong  new  thought, 
Ude  the  first  plain  words  ;  they  are  best ; 
For  thought  had  better  go  forth  all  bare, 
Ttian  die  of  being  overdrest. 

Technically  this  stanza  is  the  poorest  in  the  book,  but  its 
matter  is  sound  enough. 

Mr.  Battersby's  unassuming  volume  is  a  mixture  of 
narrative  and  reflective  verse,  written  alike  thoughtfully 
and  with  direct  skill,  and  polished  to  the  point  of  distinc- 
tion. He  does  not  offer  memorable  or  magical  phrases, 
but  each  poe.Ti  is  a  complete  and  artistic  achievement, 
whether  it  tells  again  an  old  story,  such  as  the  title-piece, 
which  is  a  rendering  of  the  legend  of  the  Arician  Grove, 
with  which  Mr.  Frazer  begins  his  Golden  Bough  book,  or 
expresses  a  philosophic  sentiment.  In  "The  Lament  of 
Niobe,"  and  in  "Pan  and  Syrinx,"  Mr.  Battersby  touches 
classical  lore  very  gracefuUy.  Here  is  a  stanza  from  the 
latter  poem  : 

And  thus  Pan's  sorrow  bloomed  to  great  delight, 

Which  he  withal  that  sorrow  had  not  known  ; 
But  through  all  Arcady,  by  vale  and  height, 

Pan  piped  those  peerless  love-songs  of  his  own. 
And  oft  at  noon  the  shepherd,  oft  at  night, 

Would  hear  a  sweetness  with  the  wind  go  by, 

And  murmur  to  himself  that  Pan  was  nigh. 


In  "  The  Pythagorean  "  an  old  theme  is  made  new  again  : 

I  do  not  deam  thee  dead,  my  child, 
Though  as  thou  wast  thou  art  no  more, 

Though  summer  soft  and  winter  mild 
In  vain  shall  seek  thee  at  my  door. 

There  is  no  death,  but  only  change ; 

From  these  her  mortal  bands,  set  free 
The  soul  flies  out  on  wider  range, 
God's  servant  still  by  land  and  sea. 
The  poet  then  names  some  of  his  love's  possible  incarna- 
tions :  a  nightingale  to  incite  slaves  to  rebellion ;  a  lion 
to  destroy  a  tyrant ;  a  beautiful  tree ;  a  ruler  whom  the 
world  reveres,  and  so  forth  : 

And  so,  my  best-loved,  farewell, 

A  long  farewell.     Enough  for  me, 
Unshaken  in  this  faith  to  dwell — 

God  somewhere  else  hath  need  of  thee. 

And  this  is  pretty  : 

Old  Age. 
When  I  no  longer  love  to  make 
My  littlb  songs  for  singing's  sake. 
When  I  no  longer  mount  and  fly 
Up  with  the  lark  into  the  sky, 
When  April  with  her  dropping  rain 
Scatters  no  gladness  in  my  brain,  • 

And  summer  can_no  more  unbind 
The  leaf  and  blossom  of  my  mind, 
When  a  maid's  sweetness  cannot  light  | 

With  golden  musings  a  whole  night, 
When  in  the  starry  heavens  I  see 
No  visions  of  eternity. 
Then  call  me  old,  but  not  till  then. 
Though  I  outlast  three  lives  of  men. 

"We  have  found  Mr.  Battersby  a  kindly  and  simple  poet, 
quite  a  worthy  recruit  to  the  little  company  of  singers. 


The  Iliad  of  Homer.       Translated  by  Samuel  Butler. 

This  is  by  no  means  a  bad  translation  into  prose,  but  we 
fear  it  is  wofuUy  superfluous.  The  thing  has  been  done, 
and  done  once  for  all  for  this  generation,  by  Messrs.  Leaf, 
Lang,  and  Myers.  With  these  redoubtable  rivals  Mr. 
Butler,  in  his  Preface,  deliberately  dares  comparison.  He 
prints  their  opening  passages,  and  challenges  you  to  say 
whether  they  have  not  "  lost  more  of  the  spirit  of  the 
original  through  their  abandonment  (no  doubt  deliberate) 
of  all  attempt  at  stately,  and  at  the  same  time  easy, 
musical  flow  of  language,  than  they  have  gained  in 
adherence  to  the  letter — to  which,  after  all,  neither  they 
nor  any  man  can  adhere."  Well,  we  have  compared  the 
passages  selected  with  Mr.  Butler's  alternative  rendering, 
and  we  have  extended  the  comparison  to  two  or  three  T 
other  test  passages,  and  we  have  no  hesitation  in  affirming  ' 
that  in  no  single  case  can  the  palm,  either  for  stateliness 
or  music  of  diction,  be  awarded  to  him.  Take  the  famous 
bit  from  the  third  book  which  brought  sTich  sad  trouble  to  I 
the  sentimental  sixth-form  boy  in  Tuin  BrowrCs  Schooldags. 
This  is  Leaf,  Lang,  and  Myers  : 

' '  And  no  w  I  behold  all  the  other  glancing-  eyed  Achaiaus, 
whom  well  I  could  discern  and  tell  their  naoies  ;  but  t  wo 
captains  of  the  host  can  I  not  see,  oven  Kastor,  tamer  of 
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horseH,  uud  Pulydeukes,  tho  skilful  boxor,  iiiiuo  uwa 
brethren,  whom  the  same  Tuother  bare.  Either  they  uamo 
uot  in  the  company  from  lovely  Lakedaimon  ;  or  they 
uamo  hithe  ,  indued,  iu  thtiir  seafaring  ships,  bat  now  will 
not  eutor  into  thi^  battle  of  the  warriors,  for  fear  of  tho 
m%ny  soornings  and  reviliugs  that  are  mine." 

80  said  she ;  but  them  tho  life-giving  earth  held  fast 
there  in  Lakedaimon,  in  their  dear  native  land. 

And  this  is  Mr.  Butler  : 

"  I  see,  moreover,  many  other  Achmans  whose  names  I 
could  tell  you,  but  there  are  two  whom  I  can  nowhere  find. 
Castor,  breaker  of  horses,  and  PoHux,  the  mighty  baxer  ; 
they  are  children  of  my  mother,  and  own  brothtrs  to 
myself.  Either  they  have  not  left  Laoedicmon,  or  else, 
though  they  have  brought  their  ships,  they  will  not  show 
themselves  iu  battle  for  the  shame  and  disgrace  that  I  have 
brought  upon  them." 

She  knew  not  that  both  these  heroes  were  already  lying 
under  tho  earth  in  their  own  laud  of  Lacediemon. 

Mr.  Butler  eschews  the  archaisms  of  his  predecessors, 
and,  we  think,  loses  by  it.  Homer  rang  archaic  to  the 
Periclean  Greek,  and  he  rings  archaic  to  tho  modern, 
brought  uj)  on  the  tongue  whicli  the  Periclean  Greek 
spoke.  But  he  loses  .still  more  by  eschewing  the  "constant 
epithet";  for  Homer  without  the  "constant  epithet"  is 
no  longer  Homer.     (Longmans.) 


Prisons  and  Prisoners. 


By  Eev.  J.  W.  HoRSLEY. 


This  book  is  a  chat  about  prison  life  by  a  prison 
chaplain,  and  it  goes  far  to  satisfy  tho  curiosity  of  the 
public  on  all  matters  relating  to  criminals  and  their  life  in 
gaol.  There  are  chapters  on  the  Eeducibility  of  Crime, 
Juvenile  Crime,  Education  and  Crime,  and  cognate 
subjects.  Nor  is  the  reader  denied  a  peep  into  the  cells. 
The  curiosities  of  prison  slang  are  set  forth  in  a  "Thief's 
Autobiography,"  annotated  by  the  author,  and  previously 
printed,  unless  we  are  mistaken,  in  Barrure  &  Leland's 
Slang  Dictionary.     Thus  : 

"  What  shall  I  do  ':  "  I  said.  "  I  kno  v  what  I  will  do. 
I  will  go  to  London  Bridge  rattler  (railway)  and  take  a 
deaner  ride  (shilling  ride)  and  go  a-wedge  hunting 
(silver-plate  hunting)."  So  I  took  a  ducat  (ticket)  for 
Sutton,  in  Surrey,  and  went  a-wedge  huntiug.  I  had  not 
been  iu  Sutton  very  long  before  I  piped  (saw)  a  slavey 
(servant)  come  out  of  a  chat  (house),  so  when  she  had 
gone  a  little  way  up  the  double  (turning),  I  pratted  (went) 
into  the  house.  When  inside,  I  could  not  see  any  wedge 
lying  about  iu  the  kitchen,  so  I  screwed  my  nut  into  the 
wash-house,  and  I  piped  there  three  or  four  pair  of  daisy- 
roots  (boots)..  80  I  claimed  (stole)  them,  and  took  off  the 
lid  of  my  kipsy  (basket)  and  put  them  inside  .  .  .  and 
guyed  to  the  rattler  and  took  a  brief  (ticket)  to  London 
Bridge  .  .  .  and  done  them  for  thirty  blow  (shillings). 

Inscriptions  on  the  walls  of  cells  are  often  quite  cryptic : 
"Poor  old  Jim,  the  lob  crawler,  fell  from  Eacker  and  got 
pinched  "  means — when  translated  by  Mr.  Horsley — that 
"James  and  his  comjianion  Eackor  went  out  to  commit 
till  robberies ;  being  detected,  one  escaped,  but  the  other 
was  apprehended."  Forced  cheerfulness  inspired  the  sen- 
tences, "Here's  luck  to  the  pint  of  skilly!"  and  "Cheer 
up,  boys,  down  with  sorrow  ;  beef  to-day,  soup  to-morrow." 
Other  notes  are  struck  in  these  pencillings  :    "  Good-bye 


ull.  Give  up  drink."  "  Honesty  ia  the  beat  polivy  for  • 
little  while."  "  I  hope  the  best,  but  dread  the  worst." 
"  Oh,  what  is  love,  if  not  the  same  in  wealtli,  atlversity, 
and  shame."  "  It's  no  use  crying ;  you  have  got  to  do  it ; 
then,  after  you  have  done  it,  don't  do  it  any  more ;  I 
won't."  The  book  concludes  witli  four  sermons  preached 
by  tho  author  to  prisoners.     (Pearson.     3s.  6d.) 


OvEK  Fen  and  Wold. 


By  Jamxs  John  HistBT. 


It  is  Mr.  Hissey's  pleasant  habit  to  drive  about  England 
in  dog  -  cart  or  coach,  ami  make  books  from  his  expcrioncca 
on  the  road.  In  this  particular  volume  he  chronicles  a 
leisurely  driving-tour  through  the  Eastern  counties  of 
England.  Mr.  Hissey  is  a  lover  of  flat  country,  and  his 
descriptions  of  the  Fens  will  be  poignantly  alluring  to  some 
of  his  readers.  Never  have  we  been  brought  nearer,  by  a 
book,  to  those  swooning  levels  of  marsh  and  meadow 
around  Crowland  Abbey,  which  stands  up  "  a  pearly  grey 
mass  against  the  sunlit  sky  ...  a  poem  in  stone,  laden 
■with  ancient  legend,  and  fraught  with  misty  history." 
Here  is  a  landscape  : 

It  was  a  lonely  stretch  of  road  ;  for  company  we  bad, 
besides  the  stunted  trees,  only  the  wide  earth  and  open 
sky ;  but  such  loneliness  has  its  charms  to  the  vigorous 
mind  —it  was  all  so  suggestive  of  space  and  freedom, 
begetful  of  broad  thinking  and  expanded  views.  .  .  .  The 
wild,  far-reaching  marshlands  to  our  right  had  a  peculiarly 
plaintive  look.  Across  them  the  mighty  gleams  of  golden 
sunlight  swept  iu  utter  silence,  succeeded  by  vast  purjile- 
grey  shadows  blown  out  into  the  eternity  of  blue  beyond : 
movement  of  mighty  masses,  but  no  sotmd ;  yet  one  is  so 
accu^'tomed  in  this  world  to  associate  movement  with 
sound  that  the  ear  waits  for  the  latter  as  something  that 
shoidd  follow,  though  it  comes  not. 

Tho  names  of  the  towns  and  villages  through  which  Mr. 
Hissey  passed — names  like  Baldock,  Biggleswade,  St.  Ives, 
Water  Newton,  Osboumsby,  and  Sleaford — breathe  quiet- 
ness ;  we  hear  the  bees  in  the  foxgloves,  and  the  church 
clock  strike  three  in  the  afternoon.  Even  at  Boston,  the 
capital  of  the  Fenlands,  we  encounter  nothing  more  dis- 
turbing than  the  rhyme : 

Boston  I     Boston  I 

Thou  hast  naught  to  boa>.t  on 

But  a  grand  sluice  and  a  high  steeple, 
A  proud,  conceited,  ignorant  people, 

And  a  coast  where  souls  are  lost  on. 

Mr.  Hissey  lingers  long  on  the  road :  he  thinks  nothing 
of  filling  a  page  and  a  half  with  telling  us  how  he 
manaiivred  his  dog-cart  between  a  broken-down  traction- 
engine  and  a  ditch ;  but  we  do  not  resent  his  garrulity, 
not  even  unto  the  four  hundredth  and  forty-fourth  page 
— the  last.  Such  easy  expansion  well  suits  his  theme, 
which  is  chiefly  this — the  peace  of  the  Fenland  in  sunshine, 
and  its  joyousness  in  the  breeze.     (Macmillan.     10s.  6d.) 


The  Modern  Traveller.  By  H.  B.  and  B.  T.  B. 

We  confess  to  being  puzzled  by  this  book :  more  than 
puzzled — bewildered,  disappointed.  From  H .  B.  one  had 
the  right  to  expect  simplicity,  brevity,  and  fun.  His  verses 
in   The  Had  ChM»  Book  of  litMU  and  More  Jiiaits  have 
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these  qualities,  and  the  book  before  us  approximates  to 
these  in  external  appearance.  But  once  it  is  opened  the 
change  is  only  too  plain.  Instead  of  irresponsibility,  we 
find  an  elaborate  satirical  plan,  which  is,  however,  beyond 
our  understanding,  embodied  in  continuous  narrative  verse, 
which  fills  some  seventy  pages,  and  offers  the  negligent 
and  joyous  pencil  of  B.  T.  B.  few  enough  opportunities  for 
humour.     The  text  is  amusing  only  occasionally,  as  thus  : 

On  June  the  7th,  after  dark, 
A  youog  and  very  hungry  shark 

Came  climbing  up  the  side. 
It  ate  the  Chaplain  and  the  Mate— 
But  why  these  incidents  relate  ? 

and  thus  : 

The  Lion  never  will  attan 

A  White  if  he  can  get  a  Black.  > 

And  there  were  such  a  lot  of  these, 

We  could  afford  with  perfect  ease 

To  spare  one  here  and  there 
It  made  us  more  compact — and  then. 
It's  right  to  spare  cue's  fellow  men. 

Alter  careful  study  of  the  whole  work,  we  imagine  that 
M.  de  Rougemont  and  Mr.  Savage  Landor  are  two  of 
H.  B.'s  butts.  He  is  also  hard  upon  company  promoters 
and  John  Bull.  It  would  have  been  more  kindly  of  the 
authors  had  they  labelled  the  book,  "  For  Adults  Only." 
A  child  is  likely  to  have  a  bad  time  with  it.  (Arnold. 
38.  6d.) 


The  19th  Century,  1800—1820. 


By  VV.  C.  Sydney. 


This  is  a  pretentious  but  disappointing  compilation.  The 
author  has  not  fused  his  materials  properly.  What  he 
gives  us  is  a  mass  of  notes,  not  very  exact  notes,  and  these 
repeat  and  overlap  each  other.  No  real  jjicture  of  the 
period  is  presented,  and  the  treatment  of  most  of  the 
subjects  is  vague  and  inadequate.  The  headings  of 
the  sections  show  Mr.  Sydney's  lack  of  system.  We 
have  a  section  on  Amusements ;  yet  we  also  uav  o 
sections  devoted  to  Theatres,  Actors,  Open-air  and 
other  Entertainments,  Concerts  and  Lectures,  Pugilism, 
Bull-baiting,  &c.  And  why  devote  sections  to  such  vague 
themes  as  "Dissipation"  and  "  Fashionable  Foppery  and 
Exclusiveness  "  ?  "  Municipal  London  "  is  a  misleading 
section ;  it  teUs  us  nothing  whatever  about  London  govern- 
ment, and  the  information  it  contains  should  have  been 
distributed  to  other  sections.  Music  is  split  up  into  two 
sections,  that  on  Country  music  being  utterly  trivial.  News- 
papers, too,  should  have  been  disposed  of  once  for  all.  We 
have  a  great  deal  about  crime  under  "Police"  in  the  first 
volume  (Housebreakers  and  -Murderers  having  a  section  to 
themselves) ;  yet  in  the  second  volume  tlie  Penal  Code  is 
introduced,  with  sections  on  l-lsecutions,  Hanging  in  Chains, 
&c.  We  have  a  section  on  "Rural  Life  Generally"  in 
the  first  volume,  and  sections  on  "Local  Customs  and 
Feasts"  and  "Rural  Amusements"  in  the  second  volume. 
The  whole  work  is  a  jumble  of  iU-digested  and  inconclu- 
sive notes.  It  is  not  a  history,  nor  is  it  a  good  collection 
of  "  curiosities  "  after  the  method  of  the  ingenious  Mr. 
Timbs.     (Redway.     18s.  net.) 


Ax  ABC  i'OR  Baby  Paikiots.  By  Mrs.  Ernest  Ames 
This  is  the  most  individual  of  this  season's  juvenile 
Christmas  books  that  has  yet  appeared.  We  say  juvenile, 
because  its  format  is  for  the  nursery,  but  its  appeal,  we 
fancy,  is  to  the  adult  rather  than  the  child.  Mrs.  Ames's 
rhymes  and  pictures  may  please  children  to  some  extent, 
but  her  irony  and  the  laughter  with  which  her  sleeve  is 
filled  will  be  missed  by  them  entirely.  It  is  perhaps  as 
well  that  they  should  be.  We  will  not  call  Mrs.  Ames  a 
traitor  ia  the  camp  ;  that  would  be  going  too  far.  But 
she  is  a  humourist  with  enough  mischief  to  make  a 
matter-of-fact  jingo  very  uncomfortable.  Here  is  one 
picture  reproduced  in  outline  from  the  large  coloured  plate  : 


D  is  the  Daring 

We  show  on  the  field, 
Which  Toakes  every  enemy 

Vanish  or  yield. 

And  here  is  another,  in  the  same  excellent  Rule-Britannia 


N  is  the  Navy 

We  keep  at  Spithead, 

8  a  sight  that  makes  foreigners 

Wish  they  were  dead. 

Mrs.  Ames  is  a  very  welcome  recruit  to  our  merry  but  too 
minute  company  of  pen-and-pencil  humourists  ;  and  none 
the  less  so  because  one  source  of  her  inspiration  is  M. 
Caran  d'Ache.     (Dean  &  Son.     2s   6d.) 


England  and  Yesterday.         By  Louise  Imogen  Guiney. 

Herein  a  graceful  American  poetess,  with  a  large  circle 
of  Englisli  readers,  oifers  us  a  little  collection  of  English 
poems.  The  book — it  is  a  tiny  pocket  tome — is  semi- 
private,  almost  a  missive  of  friendship,  for  five  of  the 
author's  friends  are  dedicatees,  sharing  the  poems  between 
them.     London   sonnets   (one   with   tlie   British   Museum 
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Eeacling-room  lor  themo),  Oxford  sonnets,  lyrics,  and  fly- 
leaf criticisms  make  up  the  volume.  Wo  quote  a  stanza 
from  an  Irish  peasant  song  : 

T}io  cabiii-door  looks  down  a  furze-ligbtod  hill, 
And  far  as  Leighliu  Cross  the  ttelds  are  groon  and  still ; 
But  once  I  hoar  the  blackbird  in  Loif;hlin  hedges  call, 
The  fooliahnoss  is  on  mo,  and  the  wild  tears  fall  I 

I  There  is  the  true  lyric  note  there.     Wo  quote  also  a  brief, 
imaginative  vision  of  Emily  Brontif : 

What  sacraniontal  hurt  that  brings 
Tho  terror  of  the  truth  of  things 
Has  changed  thee  '<    Secret  be  it,  yet 
^  .'Twas  thine,  upon  a  headland  set, 
To  view  no  iales  of  man's  delight 
With  lyric  foam  ia  rainbow  flight, 
But  all  a-swiug,  a-gloam,  mid  slow  uproar, 
Black  sea,  and  curved  uncouth  sea-bitten  shore. 

England  and  Yesterday  will  add  to  its  accomplished  author's 
reputation.     (Grant  Eichards.     2s.  6d.) 


Postscript. 

Me.  F.  G-.  KiTTON  is  a  mine  of  Dickensiana.  Of  what  he 
thinks  of  tlie  novels  themselves  wo  aro  not  aware,  but  he 
knows  everything  that  appertains  to  thom.  Ilis  latest 
contribution  to  the  literature  that  has  accreted  upon  "Boz  " 
is  a  large  and  costly  work,  entitled  Dickens  and  Hu  Illus- 
trators (Eedway) — a  monograph  upon  all  the  pencils  which 
rallied  to  the  novelist's  assistance.  Jlr.  Kitton  gives  us 
portraits  of  these  artists — Cruikshank,  Leech,  "  Phiz," 
Cattermole,  Crowquill,  Mr.  Stone,  Mr.  Fildes,  and  many 
others — together  with  facsimiles  of  original  sketches,  and 
much  information.  To  the  Dickens  collector  the  book  will 
be  valuable.  We  cannot  consider  that  the  subjects  chosen 
are  always  of  much  interest ;  but  then  we  have  always 
preferred  Dickens's  novels  to  their  pictures.  Both  author 
and  publisher  of  this  book  deserve,  we  think,  congratula- 
tion on  undertaking  so  expensive  and  probably  unre- 
munerative  a  task. 

Before  us  lie  two  more  beast-books :  }Vild  Animals  I 
have  lutoten,  by  Mr.  Ernest  Seton  Thompson  (Nutt),  and 
Animah  of  To-day,  by  Mr.  C.  J.  Corni.sli  (Seeley).  Mr. 
Thompson  is  an  American,  and  his  animals  are  American 
too.  One  is  Lobo,  a  grey  wolf,  and  one  Raggylug,  a 
cottontail  rabbit,  and  one  is  a  mustang.  Mr.  Thompson 
has  a  story  to  tell  of  each,  somewhat — but  very  distantly — 
in  the  Jungle  Book  manner  ;  and  there  are  many  pictures, 
both  fidl-page  and  marginal.  Mr.  Cornish's  book  is 
English,  and  it  consists,  like  his  Life  at  the  Zoo,  of  papers 
reprinted  from  the  Spectator.  There  are  forty-two  essays 
in  all,  informing  and  light,  dealing  with  animals  domestic 
and  wild,  both  beasts  and  birds.  Mr.  Cornish's  book  is 
just  the  thing  to  give  an  intelligent  boy  with  natural 
history  tastes.  We  may  here  mention,  also,  Mr.  John 
Duncan's  Birds  of  the  British  Isles  (Scott),  a  volume  of 
drawings  and  descriptions  of  British  birds  by  a  Newcastle 
ornithologist,  tlie  son  of  a  well-known  taxidermist  of  that 
town.  This  work  is  a  reprint  of  Mr.  Duncan's  contribu- 
tions to  the  Newcastle  Weekly  Chronicle.  So  far  as  it  goes, 
it  is  useful  and  excellent.     Some  of  the  drawings  are  full 


of    life,    and'  are    pleasantly    reminiscent   of    Bewick's 
similar  work. 

Mr.  E.  H.  Aitken,  the  author  of  A  Naluralitt  on  Ikt 
Prowl  and  Tribes  of  my  Frontier,  has  written  a  book  of 
thoughtful  and  suggestive  essays  on  the  senses,  wliich  he 
calls  The  Fire  ffindows  of  the  Soul  (Murray).  It  is  prso- 
tically  a  guide  to  appreliensiun — a  volume  of  valuable  hints 
on  tho  use  of  the  eyes  and  other  organs  of  perception. 
Mr.  Aitken,  being  a  naturalist,  draws  most  of  hia  examples 
from  nature,  and  thus  his  book  becomes  a  most  admirable 
preparatory  course  to  the  study  of  natural  history.  A 
thoughtful  boy  who  showed  inclination  to  observe  fur 
himself  at  first  hand  might,  in  after  years,  be  vastly  grateful 
for  Mr.  Aitken's  stimulating  and  helpful  chapters. 

In  London  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria  (1837-1897),  by  Mr. 
Laurence  Gomme(Blackie),  a  volume  in  the  "  Victorian  Era  " 
series,  the  author  has  represented  London  as  "  a  London 
struggling  to  become  worthy  of  her  place."  Mr.  Gomme 
justly  remarks  that  London  is  still  a  struggling  and  incom- 
plete metropolis.  Whereas  other  g^at  capitals  can  draw 
upon  the  resources  of  the  States  to  which  they  belong 
London  has  to  make  what  progress  it  can  unaided  by 
Government,  and  impeded  by  an  infinitude  of  private  in- 
terests. Mr.  Gomme  surveys  Trade  and  Commerce, 
Industries,  Growth  in  Population  and  Value,  Street  Archi- 
tecture, Parks,  Etlucation,  and  many  other  subjects.  A 
very  useful  survey  of  London  as  it  is,  and  has  been, 
within  living  memory. 

Since  Bandolph  Caldecott's  we  have  seen  no  illustrations 
to  "  John  Gilpin "  so  genial  and  spirited  as  those  which 
Mr.  C.  E.  Brock  has  put  to  the  ballad  for  an  edition  by 
Mr.  Dent.  Both  etchings  and  marg^al  cuts  are  satisfying, 
and  we  feel  assured,  as  we  turn  the  pages,  that  Cowper, 
could  he  see  them,  would  be  satisfied  too.  Mr.  Ernest 
Rhys  contributes  a  history  of  the  poem,  but  in  no  place — 
and  this  we  think  a  pity — is  the  poet's  own  fjiU  and 
promising  title  given. 

We  do  not  find  any  fault  with  Messrs.  Methuen's  new 
edition  of  The  Pilgrim's  Progress,  to  which  Mr.  Robert 
Anning  Bell  has  supplied  a  number  of  illustrations ;  nor 
are  wo  stirred  to  admiration  of  the  drawings.  They  are 
decorative,  they  are  correct ;  but  they  do  not  greatly 
enrich  the  gallery  of  Bunyan  illustration.  Messrs. 
Service  &  Paton  have  added  Robinson  Crusoe  to  their 
half-crown  "  Illustrated  English  Library."  Mr.  C.  E. 
Brock,  who  must  now  be  a  very  busy  illustrator,  has  made 
sixteen  clever  drawings  for  this  book.  The  frontispiece 
shows  us  Crusoe  running  eagerly  to  secure  his  first  turtle  ; 
but  not,  we  believe,  to  ride  on  it. 

Of  guide-books  which  take  one  by  the  button-hole  and 
consider  nothing  too  obvious  or  unimportant  to  tell, 
Paris-Parisien  (Unwin)  is  a  good  example.  The  book  is 
divided  into  four  sections :  (i.)  What  to  see ;  (ii.)  What  to 
know;  (iii.)  Parisian  ways;  (iv.)  Practical  Paris.  Herein 
you  maj'  learn  the  prices  of  theatres  and  tho  cjuality  of 
entertainment  to  bo  found  at  each ;  addresses  of  doctors  and 
shopkeepers  of  all  kinds;  rules  of  etiquette;  suitable 
drives ;  and  a  thousand  other  things  useful  or  curious. 
The  implied  destination  of  the  book  is  the  pocket,  but  it  is 
a  trifle  bulky. 
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The  Open  Question.     By^C.  E.  Baimond. 
(Heinemann.     Bs.) 

This  book  is  ambitious,  elahorate,  complicated  ;  and  at 
moments  it  shows  an  ability  so  consummate  and  so  effective 
as  to  be  almost  startling.  The  author  calls  her  story  (we 
take  C.  E.  Eaimond  to  be  a  woman)  "a  tale  of  two  tem- 
peraments "  ;  we  should  rather  have  said,  "  the  history  of 
a  family."  For,  indeed,  it  comes  near  to  being  an  entire 
Rougon-Macquart  in  one  volume.  The  Ganos  were  a  great 
Southern  family  which,  like  many  others,  was  ruined  by  the 
American  Civil  War.  Having  realised  her  assets  and  scat- 
tered her  slaves  (much  to  their  grief),  Sarah  C.  Gano,  widow 
of  the  last  slave-owning  Gano,  migrated  with  three  children 
and  two  negress  servants  to  a  horrid,  inexpensive  little  town 
in  the  Middle  States — Now  Plymouth.  All  three  children 
predeceased  their  mother,  but  two  of  them  left  issue : 
John  left  Valeria  and  Emmeline,  who  were  brought  up 
by  their  grandmother ;  and  Ethan  left  Ethan,  who,  save 
for  one  visit  to  New  Plymouth  as  a  little  child,  was 
educated  under  the  New  England  influences  of  his 
mother's  people — the  Tallmadges  of  Boston.  Sarah  C 
Gano's  third  child,  Valeria  died  a  spinster.  The  love  of 
Ethan  the  younger  and  Valeria  the  younger  (always 
called  "  Val  ")  forms  the  principal  theme  of  the 
book. 

The  leading  characters  thus  comprise  three  generations 
of  Ganos  ;  and  seeing  that  six  of  these  characters  are  de- 
scribed and  illustrated  with  immense  detail,  the  tempera- 
mental complexity  of  the  novel  will  be  obvious.  In  fact, 
the  author  has  in  this  matter  overtaxed  her  powers  ;  in 
several  instances  the  characterisation  loses  its  definition 
in  a  mist  of  subtleties.  Nevertheless,  she  is  absolutely 
and  brilliantly  successful  twice— with  Sarah  C.  Gano,  and 
with  her  granddaughter  Val.  Mrs.  Gano  is  a  Titanic 
figure,  and  she  will  ever  stand  to  the  author's  credit 
as  an  authentic  and  original  creation — one  of  the  few. 
Passionately  proud,  passionately  a  Gano ;  impregnated 
to  her  heart's  core  with  the  traditions,  codes,  ideals 
of  the  South ;  an  autocrat  by  instinct,  of  grimmest 
humour,  and  of  tenderest  love,  she  dominated  her  family 
as  she  dominates  the  book  ;  and  down  to  the  hour  of  her 
death  her  household  trembled  in  her  sight,  and  adored 
her.  Val  is  only  less  fine  than  the  grandmother;  the 
record  of  her  infancy — the  continual  clash  of  these  two 
strong  egoisms,  that  of  the  child  and  that  of  the  old 
*oman— constitutes,  perhaps,  the  best  part  of  the  story. 
Ethan — apart  from  those  few  weeks  spent  at  the  beginning 
with  his  grandmother :  a  wonderful  chronicle — is  distinctly 
less  good,  and  when,  as  a  man  and  a  millionaire,  he 
comes  bodily  into  the  tale,  we  are  conscious  of  a  general 
falling-off. 

The  passion  of  Val  and  Ethan,  though  episodically 
beautiful,  commends  itself  rather  as-  an  interesting 
l>roblem  to  the  brain  than  as  an  emotional  fact  to  the 
heart.  The  whole  of  the  latter  part  of  the  book  is  over- 
subtilised.  There  is  no  unity  of  impression,  but  a  sense 
of  bewilderment,  of  dizziness  after  too  many  gyrations. 
This  is  the  problem  :  Ethan  and  Val  are  deeply  in  love  ; 


but  they  happen  to  be  first  cousins,  and  the  Gano  family, 
after  generations  of  inter-marriage,  is  beyond  doubt 
decadent ;  consumption  is  rife  in  it ;  it  should,  and  it 
ultimately  must,  die  out,  futile  and  fruitless.  Under 
such  circumstances  ought  Ethan  and  Val  to  marrj-  ?  No. 
They  beg^n  by  bravely  defying  love  ;  tliey  end  by  making 
a  compromise.  They  will  marry,  but  should  the  need 
arise,  Val,  and  her  husband  with  her,  will  commit  suicide, 
in  order  to  prevent  the  perpetuation  of  their  race.  They 
marry,  and  the  need  does  arise.  Val  is  firm  in  her 
purpose,  but  Ethan  wishes  to  trust  to  luck,  and  she  yields 
to  his  feelings.  The  thought  of  suicide  is  abandoned. 
Only,  however,  for  a  period.  While  there  is  j'et  time  A'^al 
returns  to  it  again  with  all  Val's  imperiousness,  and  on 
the  last  page  the  two  sail  away  to  sea,  "  into  the  sunset." 
Exactly  what  "  the  open  question  "  is  we  should  not  care 
to  decide.  It  may  be  one  of  four  things  :  Ought  first 
cousins  to  marry?  Ought  Val  and  Ethan  to  have  married? 
Marriage  and  its  consequence  having  occurred,  ought  Val 
and  Ethan  to  have  committed  suicide  ?  Did  they  commit 
suicide,  or  did  they  change  their  minds  at  sea  and  sail 
back  to  land  and  life  ?  ■ 

It  would  be  an  affectation  in  this  article  to  ignore  the 
fact  that  The  Open  Question,  has  aroused  unusual  and  wide- 
spread interest.  We  think  that  interest  is  justified,  for 
the  book  is  mightily  uncommon  and  deserves  serious 
attention.  But  we  do  not  regard  the  novel  as  a  complete 
success,  or  anything  like  a  complete  success.  From  the 
time  when  the  hero  and  heroine  come  to  years  of  dis- 
cretion the  story  loses  heavily  in  power.  Many  chapters 
(in  particular,  those  dealing  with  Ethan  in  Paris)  seem  to 
be  the  result  of  clever  concoction  ;  certainly  they  do  not 
convince— that  is  to  say,  they  have  not  been  imagined. 
And  here  we  come  to  the  crude  truth  of  the  matter  :  the 
imagination  is  not  sustained.  It  burns  bright,  then  sinks, 
then  goes  out,  then  reappears,  sinks,  rises,  and  so  on 
till  the  end.  Had  the  flame  kept  at  a  steady  white,  we 
might  have  cried  out  upon  the  book's  super-subtlety,  its 
morbidity,  its  defects  of  style,  its  essential  improbability  ; 
but  the  cry  would  have  been  vain.  As  things  stand,  we 
cannot  but  refer  to  the  convolute  intricacy  of  the  love 
episodes ;  to  the  unwholesome  atmospliere  of  disease  and 
death  which  envelops  the  tale ;  to  certain  slipshod  con- 
structions, and  the  tawdry  symbolism  of  tlie  last  page  ;  to 
the  patent  staring  fact  that  Val,  the  rejoioer  in  life,  could 
never  have  contemplated  suicide  for  a  single  instant.  The 
blemishes  assert  themselves,  and  there  is  no  hiding 
them. 

On  the  other  hand,  we  feel  that  we  have  dealt  inade- 
quately with  the  very  fine  qualities  of  the  story.  If  there 
are  bad  chapters,  there  are  also  chapters  which  could  not 
be  bettered,  which  stand  forth  brilliant,  convincing,  per- 
fect All  Mrs.  Gano's  visit  to  the  Tallmadges  at  Boston, 
and  all  little  Ethan's  visit  to  New  Plymouth,  is  amazing 
work — full  of  rare  intuition,  deep  irony,  wit,  and  humour. 
We  should  like  to  have  quoted  some  of  the  humour — the 
meeting  of  the  Coloured  Domestic  Registry  is  one  of  tlie 
funniest  and  at  the  same  time  one  of  the  most  stringently 
pathetic  things  in  modern  fiction — but  it  is  impossible, 
within  the  space  at  our  comrqand,  to  t  )uc'i  every  side  of 
this  many-siJed  volume. 
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The  Child  of  Pleasure.     Hy  Gabriele  d'Anmmzio.     Trans- 
lated by  Goorgina  Harding.     (Hoiiiomann.     C».) 

This  novel  is  the  record  of  an  Italian  voluptuary's  volup- 
tuousness. Through  it  winds  the  procession  of  his  mis- 
tresses, each  dispensing  emotions  of  disillusion  or  satiety, 
doubt  and  fear,  wearinoss  and  unrest.  It  is  all  very 
clever,  subtle  to  the  point  of  genius,  tedious  and  stifling. 
There  is  no  air  in  the  book  at  all ;  nothing  but  heavy  per- 
fume. In  the  original — //  Piacere — the  prose  carries  it : 
d'Annunzio's  rich  and  musical  and  languorous  prose, 
saturatoil  with  the  native  poetry  of  the  man ;  but  in  the 
translati'in  these  qualities  are  not  prominent.  In  the 
translnti(m  tea  becomes  "the  fragrant  beverage."  We 
confess  to  difficulty  in  criticising  the  work  at  all  :  it  really 
seems  beside  the  mark.  A  study  of  Latin  lasciviousness 
so  minute  and  intimate  as  this  is  surely  for  Latins  only. 
The  Northerner  is  not  competent  to  judge.  For  ourselves, 
we  have  been  bored  by  it. 


Twu  Fortunes  and  Old  Patch.     By  T.  F.  Dale  and  F.  E. 
Slaughter.     (Constable.     6s.) 

The  gonoral  idea  of  the  plot  of  this  novel,  in  which  the 
career  of  a  wary  old  fox  is  woven  into  the  lives  of  the 
principal  characters,  reminds  one  at  once  of  that  wonderful 
little  story,  The  Silver  Fox,  by  Mesdames  Eoss  and  Somer- 
villo.  The  resemblance  between  the  two  books  does  not, 
however,  go  far.  Our  two  new  collaborators  have  a 
light  agreeable  style  and  some  power  of  observation,  but 
they  attempt  too  much.  It  would  appear  that,  having 
determined  to  produce  a  novel,  they  gathered  together  the 
whole  of  their  joint  experiences  and  arranged  a  plot  which 
might  include  every  separate  item.  We  have  sporting  life, 
military  life,  scenes  in  old  manors  and  in  the  establish- 
ments of  nouveaitx  riches,  Simla,  the  Himalayas,  and 
several  other  matters  equally  various.  The  incidents  are 
ooranionplace  (how  a  young  cavalry  officer  got  heavily  into 
debt  and  was  saved  from  "going  under"  by  the  self- 
sacrifice  of  an  uncle  and  a  cousin  ;  how  a  cycle  millionaire 
inhabited  an  ancient  abode  and  conducted  himself  un- 
wisely toward  the  M.F.H.  of  the  district;  and  how  the 
entire  dramatis  personce  migrated  to  India  for  a  period  in 
order  that  the  authors  might  work  in  their  Indian  stuff), 
but  the  writing  is  tolerably  good,  and  some  of  the  sport- 
ing scenes  are  accomplished  with  skill  and  effectiveness. 
Here,  for  example,  is  part  of  a  description  of  the  driving 
of  a  coach-and-four  by  young  Lady  Betty  from  Knights- 
bridge  to  Eanelagh : 

Betty  80011  found  she  bad  her  hands  full.  On  the  wood 
pavement,  where  there  is  little  draught,  the  weight  is 
thrown  a  great  deal  on  the  coachman's  arm,  and  Betty 
consequently  swung  out  iuto  the  Knightsbridge-road  at  a 
pace  which  was  faster  than  it  ought  to  have  been,  and  with 
her  off  leader  at  a  canter.  Then,  when  she  got  well  into 
the  tratKu,  matters  were  easier.  She  took  the  middle  of 
the  road,  and  the  omnibus  drivers,  who  retain  the  last 
remnants  of  coachmanship  left  in  the  London  streets,  gave 
their  usual  favour  to  a  coach.  Sampson  had  slipped  the 
leaders  on  to  a  lower  bar,  as  soon  as  he  realised  that  his 
master  was  not  to  drive,  and  things  wont  fairly  well ;  but 


the  off  loader  reUiMod  into  a  canter  at  intervala,  and  tlie 
near  wheeler's  roiu  was  ditticult  to  keep  iu  it«  pUue,  as  that 
animal  bored  and  showed  a  likiD^  for  having  hit  bead 
carried  for  him.  Betty's  light  hand  and  real  knowle<lgo  of 
driving  stood  her  in  good  stead,  but  her  arms  and  fiugert 
ached  sorely  by  the  time  she  reached  the  High-street,  and 
she  was  glad  enough  to  put  her  leaden'  noaea  up  againit  a 
loaded  van  to  steady  them. 

If  Mr.  Dale  and  his  literary  associate  will  make  their 
next  novel  a  little  less  ambitious,  simplifying  the  plot, 
confining  themselves  chiefly  to  the  description  of  sport, 
and  avoiding  sentimenttility,  we  may  look  forward  to 
something  original  and  strong.  There  is  certainly  promise 
in  the  present  tale. 


The  Altar  of  Life.     By  May  Bateman. 
(Duckworth.     68.) 

If  this  is  Misa  Bateman's  first  work—  and  her  name  is  new 
to  us — she  has  begun  well.  It  is  a  long  book,  but  the 
interest  never  flags,  and  the  end  is  better  than  the  opening, 
which  is  a  good  sign  when  you  reflect  how  many  novels 
start  well  and  tail  off  into  a  weak  little  flutter  before  the 
last  chapter  is  reached.  The  mere  writing,  too,  is  notably 
good.  There  are,  perhaps,  rather  too  many  characters. 
If  a  girl  has  a  number  of  minor  lovers,  it  seems  sufficient 
to  record  the  fact:  superfluous  to  bring  them  on  the  scene, 
and  hustle  them  off  again  in  the  next  sentence.  The 
heroine.  Fay  Seymour,  is  well  thought  out  and  conscienti- 
ously drawn.  She  takes  herself  seriously,  and  Miss  Bate- 
man falls  in  with  her  views.  The  hero.  Captain  Trench,  is 
well  done,  too,  though  we  can  hardly  subscribe  to  Fay's 
enthusiasm  for  him  as  a  man.  He  did  not  play  very 
straight  with  women,  and  Fay  had  a  good  deal  to  forgive. 
So  when  she  is  found  kneeling  before  him,  "  as  she  might 
have  knelt  to  God,"  we  must  own  to  a  mild  exclamation  of 
"  Nonsense !  "  There  is  some  Indian  fighting  in  the  course 
of  the  story.  Trench  was  on  frontier  duty,  and  left  his 
post  to  try  and  prevent  another  woman  from  exposing  him 
to  Fay,  to  whom  he  was  engaged.  During  his  absence 
the  smouldering  hill-tribes  surrounded  the  English  camp 
and  killed  the  handful  of  defenders,  among  them  Fay's 
brother.  Trench  returned  too  late,  and  had  to  lay  down 
his  sword  in  disgrace. 

There  is  some  good  repartee  in  the  book,  and  the 
dialogue  generally  is  bright.  As  a  matter  of  artistic 
balance  the  prologue  is  out  of  place.  Structurally,  it 
should  be  the  last  chapter  in  the  book,  and  not  the  first 


Th»  Impediment.     By  Dorothea  Gerard. 
(Blackwood.     6s.) 

It  is  impossible  to  say  much  for  The  Impediment. 
Antiquated  as  to  plot,  and  not  conspicuously  neat  as  to 
treatment,  it  falls  naturally  into  the  category  of  ordinary 
domestic  novels.  Only  here  and  tliere  one  gets  a  reminder 
that  Mme.  de  Longgarde  can  really  write  fiction  if  she 
chooses.  The  Wrong  Man  was  an  admirable  novel,  and 
the  sooner  its  author  lifts  herself  again  to  the  standard  of 
that  book  the  better. 
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Notes  on  Novels. 

I  These  notex  on  the  week's  output  of  fiction  are  not  necessarily 
final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  will  follow. '\ 


A  Leak  of  thb  Steppes. 


By  Ivan  Turgbnev. 


Another  volume  of  Mrs.  Garnett's  translations  from  the 
Bussian  novelist.  The  three  stories  contained  here  are  the 
title-story,  "  Faust,"  and  "  Acia."  Many  critics  consider 
Turgenev's  "Lear"  the  finest  short  story  extant,  and  Mr. 
Edward  Garnett  has  written  an  introduction  to  lay  emphasis 
upon  its  masterly  art.     (Heinemann.     3s.  6d.) 


Absolom's  Hair. 


By  Bjornstjerne  Bjornson. 


A  translation  from  the  Norwegian  of  this  vigorous,  leonine 
writer.  Absolom's  Hair  is  a  remarkable  study  of  a  sensitive, 
emotional  man  married  to  a  woman  he  does  not  love,  and  the 
terrible  way  by  which  he  is  led  to  love  her.  Another  story — 
a  thing  of  a  few  pages — is  bound  with  it.  (Heinemann.  .3s.  6d.) 

Linnet.  By  Grant  Allen. 

Not  a  hill-top  novel,  but  "  a  romance."  "  'Twas  at  Zell  in 
the  Zillerthal,"  and  Florian  Wood,  "  a  tiny  man  of  elegant 
proportions,"  seeing  the  peasant  women  carrying  fodder  on 
their  backs,  exclaimed:  "How  delicious!  How  charming! 
How  essentially  picturesque  I  How  characteristically  Tyrolean ! " 
Mr.  Allen's  local  colour  is  strong  and  accurate,  the  story  having 
been  written  in  the  midst  of  the  scenery  it  describes.  (Grant 
Richards.     394  pp.     6s.) 


"Love  is  Not  So  Lioht." 


By  Constance  Cotterell. 


A  bright,  clever  novel,  strongly  tinctured  with  Quakerism. 
We  are  introduced  to  a  household  in  which  "  the  old  Quaker 
black-and-white,  right-and-left,  notions  of  things  still  obtained. 
To  Anthony  the  woman  of  fashion  was  distinctly  marked  off 
into  a  species.  Jezebel  and,  say,  Mme.  de  Montespan  stood 
on  either  hand."     (Unwin.     6s.) 


A  Woman  of  Impulse. 


By  H.  Falconer  Atlee. 


Mr.  Atlee  dedicates  his  study  of  love  to  a  French  friend,  in 
French,  and  on  the  second  page  there  is  German.  The  story  is 
of  an  artist  who  is  doomed  by  a  palmist  to  be  the  death  of  one 
woman  and  to  cause  grief  to  another  ;  and  who  does  so.  The 
author  has  an  irritating  way  of  dropping  into  the  present 
tense;  but  it  is  a  readable  book.     (F.  V.  White.     6s.) 

Dona  Rutina.  By  Hbber  Daniels. 

A  lurid  tale  of  Spanish  plotters  in  an  English  castle,  upon 
whom  a  pair  of  cyclists  suddenly  descend.    (Greening.    2s.  6d.) 

A  Handful  of  Trumps.  By  J.  J.  Hewson. 

Comic  stories  of  insurance,  annuitants,  cotton-broking,  and 
other  matters.  One  of  the  characters  is  named  Knoboddey. 
(F.  V.  White.     6s.) 

The  Ruby  Sword.  By  Bertram  Mitford. 

Mr.  Mitford,  who  has  hitherto  found  his  stories  in  Africa, 
has  here  wandered  to  Baluchistan.  This  tale  is  of  treachery 
and  fighting  on  the  Indian  frontier,  and  Mr.  Mitford  has  made, 
as  usual,  an  exciting  thing  of  it.     (P.  V.  White.     6s.) 


The  Gospel  Writ  in  Steel. 


By  Arthur  Paterson. 


A  novel  of  the  American  Civil  War.  by  the  author  of  A  Sun 
of  the.  Plains.  The  title  is  part  of  a  line  in  Mrs.  Ward  Howe's 
"  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic."  The  hero,  John  Burletson, 
tights  on  the  Northern  side,  and  among  the  characters  are 
Lincoln  and  Sherman.     (Innes.     6s.) 


The  Shadow  of  Life.  By  Marten  Strong. 

Politics  and  love  in  high  diplomatic  circles.  The  book 
begins  at  Vienna,  and  we  are  forthwith  among  earls  and 
countesses  and  beautiful  foreigners.  A  melodrama  in  dress- 
clothes.     (Pearson.     28.  6d.) 

Seven  Nights  with  Sat.an.  By  J.  L.  Owen. 

This  is  "  the  weird  story  of  a  man  who  '  went  under,'  as  the 
phrase  goes  ;  who  sank  into  the  world's  whirlpool  in  the  most 
mysterious  manner  ;  who  '  trusted  his  love,'  ...  as  fair  a  fiend 
in  human  shape  as  ever  Satan  conjured  with."  The  book  is 
freely  studded  with  italicised  French  words,  as  helle,  atelier, 
frfe,  silnii.  tableau,  abandon.     (Greening.     3s.  6d.) 

In  the  Days  Gone  By.  By  Granville  Graham. 

An  ordinary  novel.  When  the  heroine  first  sees  her  lover 
she  notes :  "  As  I  looked  a  strange  sensation  came  into  life 
in  my  heart,  and  soon  wholly  possessed  me — a  strange, 
enthralling,  sweet  delirium."     (Digby,  Long  &  Co.     6s.) 

The  Refiner's  Fiee.  By  M.  Hockliffe. 

A  pleasant  story  of  English  country  life  and  of  a  long  rivalry 
between  two  lovers.  There  is  sufficient  incident,  and  plenty  of 
open  air.     (Cassell.     6s.) 

The  Stigma.  By  S.  Beresford  Fitzgerau). 

The  stigma  descends  from  a  worldly  father,  who  is  sent  into 
penal  servitude  as  a  fraudulent  trustee,  to  his  son,  a  fine  young 
fellow  at  Oxford.  How  he  finds  a  wife  and  fortune,  with  this 
stigma  upon  him,  is  the  story.     (Digby,  Long.     6s.) 

When  Love  is  Kind.  By  H.  A.  Hinkson. 

This  charming  love-story,  by  the  author  of  Up  for  the  Green, 
is  laid  in  Ireland.  A  step-mother  and  her  feelings  are 
prominent  factors  in  the  plot,  and  the  surroundings  are  those 
of  well-to-do  Irish  families.     (John  Long.     6s.) 

Daughters  of  Shem.  By  Samuel  Gordon. 

Fourteen  stories  of  Jewish  life.  The  first,  "  Daughters  of 
Shem,"  is  laid  in  Russia,  and  deals  with  a  village  beauty  and  a 
new  Commissioner  of  Police.  All  the  stories  are  laid  in  Russian 
or  Polish  villages,  and  the  author  writes  with  knowledge. 
(Greenberg.) 


Breakers  Ahead ! 

The  "  Man  of  Kent "  (this  is  one  of  Dr.  Robertson  Nicoll's 
pseudonyms  in  the  British  Weekly)  writes  this  week  of  a 
startling  state  of  affairs  in  the  literary  world.     He  says  : 

We  hear  a  great  deal  about  booming  and  logrolling.  No  doubt 
the  thing  exists,  but  there  is  a  far  worse  evil  on  which  little 
has  been  said.  I  was  reluctant  to  believe  it,  but  I  have  evidence 
in  my  possession  which  shows  that  there  are  such  things  as 
organised  conspiracies  to  destroy  the  reputation  of  books  and 
authors.  There  are  cliques  of  which  certain  journalists  are  at 
the  head.  They  employ  their  own  braves.  These  are  usually 
poor  creatures,  who  are  glad  to  have  any  connexion  with  their 
chiefs,  and  on  whom  they  bestow  an  occasional  puff.  Men  who 
have  offended  them  are  made  the  victims  of  these  bravos.  The 
great  men  do  not  venture  much  into  the  field  themselves,  but 
they  give  instruction,  and  perhaps  a  little  more  than  that,  and- 
the  thing  is  done.  The  time  is  coming  near  for  an  exposure  of 
the  business,  and  there  will  be  a  flutter  when  it  takes  place. 
Happily,  there  is  one  great  difficulty  in  the  way.  Editors  and 
proprietors  of  papers  often  have  consciences,  and  resent  being 
made  the  instruments  of  malice.  They  resent  it  all  the  more 
because  they  invariably  find  it  a  most  expensive  business. 
Besides,  the  chiefs  of  the  gang  are  in  danger  of  being  betrayed 
by  their  tools— have,  in  fact,  been  betrayed  by  them. 

To  what  Dr.  NicoU  refers  we  have  no  idea ;  but  if  such  a  gang 
really  exists  the  sooner  the  exposure  is  made  the  better. 
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Science  of  Religion  :  A  Retrospect. 

By  Prof.  F.  Max  Miiller. 
There  is  one  advantage  in  growing  old — one  is  able  to  see 
that  the  world  is  growing  also.    Whether  it  is  growing  better 
or  worse  may  be  left  an  open  question,  but  it  certainly  is 
not  to-day  what  we  knew  it  to  be,  say,  fifty  years  ago. 

Another  advantage  is  that  from  a  distance  wo  can  better 
perceive  the  general  drift  of  a  science,  the  direction  in 
which  it  really  has  moved  and  is  moving.  We  are  less 
distracted  by  the  books  that  appear  from  year  to  year, 
occupy  our  attention  for  a  time,  and  then  are  forgotten. 
We  are  better  able  also  to  see  how  books  that  are  now 
almost  forgotten  have,  like  sunken  rocks,  determined  the 
undercurrent  of  the  stream  of  scientific  work. 

I  can  well  think  back  at  least  fifty  years,  when  I 
attended  the  first  lectures  on  Religionsgeschichte — History 
of  EeUgions — in  the  University  of  Leipzig  and  afterwards 
at  Berlin.  These  lectures  were  then  strictly  confined  to 
the  Christian  and  the  Jewish  religions,  and  they  were 
generally  delivered  by  the  professor  of  Hebrew  or  by  some 
professor  belonging  to  the  Faculty  of  Theology.  Nothing 
else  was  thought  worthy  of  the  name  of  religion  at  that 
time,  not  even  what  existed  on  the  classical  soil  of  Greece 
and  Italy.  What  we  now  call  the  religion  of  Greeks  and 
Eomans  was  then  considered  as  either  mere  mythology  or 
as  pagan  superstition,  and  lectures  on  the  popular  tradi- 
tions or  sacred  customs  of  these  two  classical  countries 
fell  naturally  to  the  share  of  the  professors  of  Greek  and 
Latin.  As  far  as  I  remember,  the  first  German  scholar 
who  wrote  on  the  religion  of  the  Eomans  as  distinct  from 
their  mythology  was  J.  A.  Hartung.  His  valuable  book. 
Die  Rdigion  der  Homer,  published  in  18.36,  soems  to  have 
attracted  little  attention  outside  of  Germany,  but  it  cer- 
tainly marked  a  new  era  in  the  historical  ituily  of  religion, 


and  is  by  no  moans  antiquated  oven  now.  Hnrtun^ 
admirers  and  followers  expected  another  work  from  him 
on  the  religion  of  the  Greeks,  but,  unfortunately,  ho 
died  before  it  won  finished,  and  what  wa«  publithe<l 
after  his  death  from  his  MS.,  Dit  Religion  und 
Mylhologie  der  Griechen,  180.5,  is  not  to  bo  compared 
to  his  first  book.  The  first  volume,  containing  what  in 
called  a  "Natural  history  of  heathen  religions,"  throws 
out  some  useful  hints  on  the  origin  and  growth  of  religion 
as  then  understood.  It  repeats  the  usual  explanations  of 
the  origin  of  mythology.  Men,  we  are  told,  could  not  but 
represent  to  themselves  whatever  in  nature  affected  them 
with  pleasure  or  pain,  as  itself  animated.  This  was  simple 
Animism,  but  no  attempt  was  made  as  yet  to  e.xplain  this 
animistic  tendency  in  man,  and  to  trace  it  back  to  its 
real  source,  a  peculiarity  of  ancient  language.  That 
the  gods  were  created  by  men,  and  therefore  relloct 
in  their  character  the  peculiarities  of  their  creators, 
whether  savage  or  civilised,  is  likewise  admitted,  and  an 
important  hint  is  thrown  out  that  religion  and  language 
are  contemporaneous  in  their  origin,  marking  the  very 
beginnings  of  social  life — in  fact,  that  it  is  tlirough 
langunge  and  religion  that  man  first  became  man. 

After  Ilartung's  publications,  those  who  had  to  lecture 
on  the  history  of  religions  had  to  pay  more  attention  to 
the  forms  of  belief  and  worship  among  Greeks  and 
Eomans  by  the  side  of  Christians  and  Jews ;  but  the  idea 
that  pagan  religion  was  of  the  same  kind  as  the  religion 
of  Christians  and  Jews  was  hardly  hinted  at  as  yet.  With 
the  spreading  of  Semitic  studies  beyond  the  narrow  sphere 
of  Hebrew,  the  religion  of  the  Phcunicians  in  ancient,  and 
of  Mohammedans  in  modern  times  had  likewise  to  be  in- 
cluded in  the  history  of  religions,  while  the  gradual  decipher- 
ment of  Egyptian  hieroglyphics  and  of  cuneiform  inscrip- 
tions, added  new  chapters  to  this  ever-increasing  subject. 
The  archives  of  the  ancient  religion  of  India  and  Persia 
were  likewise  opened,  and  Chinese  missionaries  added 
large  materials  to  what  was  still  called  the  History  of 
Eeligions,  not  yet  the  History  of  Eeligion.  The  accumu- 
lation of  material  had  been  so  sudden  and  so  enormous, 
that  no  one  ventured  as  yet  on  a  comprehensive  study  of 
all  these  forms  of  faith.  The  professor  of  Chinese  lectured 
on  Confucius  and  Laotze,  the  professor  of  Persian  on 
Zoroaster,  the  professor  of  Sanskrit  on  the  Yedas  and 
Pur;\nas,  the  professor  of  Arabic  on  Mohammed.  This 
system  lasted  for  some  time ;  and  it  certainly  had  one  great 
advantage :  no  one  lectured  on  any  religion  unless  he  knew 
something  of  it  and  not  merely  about  it,  unless  he  knew 
at  least  the  language  in  which  its  sacred  books  were 
written,  and  was  able  to  appeal  to  authoritative  documents 
in  support  of  his  opinions. 

Soon,  however,  new  interests  arose.  As  a  comparative 
study  of  languages  had  proved  quite  a  new  relationship 
between  the  principal  languages  of  Europe  and  Asia,  it 
was  supposed  that  the  same  kind  of  relationship  might 
be  discovered  between  the  various  religfions  of  the  ancient 
world  also.  And  so  it  was.  As  all  Semitic  languages  had 
one  unmistakable  type  and  all  Aryan  lang^uages  another, 
every  Semitic  religion  turned  out  to  possess  one  physiog- 
nomy, every  Aryan  religion  another.  Hence,  to  derive 
any  Aryan  religion  from  a  Semitic  source  was,  in  ancient 
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times  at  least,  as  impossible  and  unscientific  as  to  derive 
Greek  from  Hebrew.  Whatever  there  was  of  Semitic 
thought  and  language  in  any  of  the  Aryan  religions  was 
of  necessity  borrowed,  and  could  not  claim  any  organic 
relationship,  however  interesting  it  might  be  for  historical 
purposes.  It  thus  became  possible  to  construct  historical 
l)edigree8  of  the  Semitic  as  well  as  of  the  Aryan  religions, 
though,  of  course,  for  the  earliest  periods  of  their  history 
only. 

A  new  and  very  critical  step  was  taken  soon  after.  As 
long  as  these  studies  remained  almost  exclusively  in  the 
hands  of  scholars  and  historians,  they  attempted  no  more 
than  a  history  of  the  principal  religions  of  the  world. 
Meinet'a  Allgeineine  kritische  Geschichte  der  Religioncn,  1806, 
is  a  well-known  specimen  of  that  class  of  work.  But  as  facts 
accumulated,  the  love  of  generalisation  set  in,  and  instead 
of  religions  and  their  history,  we  begin  to  hear  of  religion 
as  a  thing  by  itself,  the  same  in  the  South  and  in  the 
North,  the  same  among  savage  and  highly  civilised  nations. 
Philosophers  take  the  place  of  historians,  and  undertake  to 
account  for  the  origin,  not  of  such  and  such  a  religion,  but 
of  religion  in  general,  and  even  to  explain  the  laws  which, 
they  suppose,  governed  its  development.  The  history  of 
religions  was  thus  supplanted  by  the  history  of  religion ; 
only  it  was  difficult  to  say  where  that  religion  in  general 
was  to  be  found.  A  good  example  of  this  class  of  works 
may  be  seen  in  Benjamin  Constant's  De  la  Religion  comidcree 
dans  m  source,  ses  formes,  et  ses  developpements,  1824-31.  This 
rejiresented,  no  doubt,  an  advance ;  but  it  was  a  most 
dangerous  advance,  because  it  opened  the  door  to  all  kinds 
of  theories  long  before  a  sufficient  number  of  facts  had 
been  accumulated  and  critically  sifted.  From  an  historical 
point  of  view  the  historical  existence  of  such  a  thing  as 
religion  in  general  had  yet  to  be  proved,  while  the  admission 
of  a  common  pre-hlstorlc  religion  from  which  all  historic 
religions  were  derived  was  a  mere  postulate,  pregnant  with 
the  most  misleading  deductions,  and  hardly  preferable  to 
the  belief  in  a  primeval  revelation,  of  which  so  much  was 
written  during  the  eighteenth  century. 

Pre-eminent  among  the  leaders  of  this  philosophic 
and  generalising  movement  stand  two  names,  Schelling 
and  Hegel.  They  endeavoured  to  show  that  there 
was  an  intelligible  origin  not  so  much  for  any 
individual  religion,  but  rather  for  religion  in  the 
abstract,  and  that  its  historical  development  was 
determined  by  certain  laws — nay,  by  logical  necessi- 
ties— so  that  it  could  not  have  been  different  from 
what,  as  history  shows  us,  it  has  been.  No  one  can  deny 
that  this  treatment  has  thrown  much  unexpected  light  on 
many  of  the  phases  of  religious  thought,  but  it  is  respon- 
sible also  for  considerable  confusion  of  thought  on  the 
subject.  Where  was  this  general  religion  to  be  found 
except  in  the  individual  religions  ;  and  where  could  those 
individual  religions  be  studied  except  in  their  sacred 
books,  many  of  which  were  not  yet  accessible  ?  Thus  it 
happened  that  not  only  were  many  of  the  facts  on  which 
some  very  large  theories  had  been  built  up  very  ill-ascer- 
tained, but  they  had  often  been  adapted  to  the  very 
theories  which  they  were  meant  to  support;  so  that  we 
were  left  with  many  theories  and  with  but  very  few  well- 
established  f.icts. 


Neither  Schelling  nor  Hegel  could  have  read  a  line 
of  the  Eig-Veda  or  the  Avesta,  yet  they  assigned  to  each 
what  they  supposed  its  right  place  in  the  development  1  f 
religion.  Others  compared  religions  such  as  Buddhism 
and  Christianity,  knowing,  no  doubt,  Christianity  in  its 
present  form,  but  hardly  anything  authentic  or  chronologi- 
cally settled  of  the  history  of  Buddhism.  There  is,  no 
doubt,  such  a  thing  as  religion  in  the  abstract,  or  religion 
common  to  all  mankind,  but  have  we  any  right  to  identify 
that  religion  with  the  few  historical  religions  the  history  of 
which  is  known  to  us  ? 

Very  soon  another  step  followed.  If  religion  was  to 
be  studied  in  the  religions  of  the  leading  nations  of  the 
world,  why  should  it  not  be  studied  equally  well  in  the 
religions  of  savage,  barbarous,  and  uncivilised  tribes? 
The  question  was  very  natural,  but  the  difficulties  in  this 
case  were  enormous.  No  one  without  a  knowledge  of  the 
language  spoken  by  such  savage  tribes,  whether  a  mis- 
sionary or  a  casual  traveller,  could  claim  a  hearing  from 
serious  students.  If  Schelling  did  not  know  either 
Sanskrit  or  Zend,  what  did  men  like  De  Brosses  know  of 
the  language  and  of  the  thoughts  of  the  Negroes  on  the 
West  Coast  of  Africa,  where  feitiqos  {factitia,  amulets) 
were  supposed  to  have  had  their  natural  home?  And 
yet  he  not  only  traced  the  origin  of  the  religious 
views  and  practices  of  African  Negroes,  of  which  he 
knew  next  to  nothing,  back  to  a  worship  of  fetishei^, 
but  he  boldly  proclaimed  fetishism  to  be  the  origin  of 
most,  though  not  yet  of  all,  religions.  This  last  step  was 
left  to  Bastholm.  A  more  preposterous  theory  has  seldom 
been  promulgated ;  but,  as  the  idea  of  religion  in  general 
had  once  been  started  and  accepted,  new  attempts  were 
made  from  time  to  time  to  find  the  origin  of  tliat  general 
religion  in  some  peculiar  variety  of  religion,  particularly 
if  it  happened  to  be  prevalent  among  races  upon  a  very 
low  level  of  civilisation.  Thus  totemism,  ancestor  worsliip, 
animism  were  all  tried  in  turn  to  serve  as  keys  to  the 
origin  of  religion.  To  say  that  these  theories  were  built 
upon  "  scandalously  ill-certified  facts  "is  going  too  far. 
The  stories  of  savage  or  barbarous  tribes,  as  collected  by 
Klemm,  Bastholm,  Waitz,  and  Tylor,  cannot  claim  the 
same  authority  as  the  stories  collected  by  Pausanias  or  by 
Grimm,  much  contested  as  even  these  have  been,  but  they 
are  by  no  means  to  be  rejected  altogether,  and  it  would 
be  unfair  to  charge  a  man  such  as  Waitz,  the  editor  of 
Aristotle's  Organon,  with  having  been  uncritical  in  collect- 
ing his  evidence.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  he  who 
protested  against  trusting  to  the  unauthenticated  reports 
of  travellers  and  even  of  missionaries,  and  who  pointed 
out,  for  instance,  that  some  of  the  lowest  African  idolaters 
had  always  possessed,  with  all  their  fetishism,  a  very 
clear  idea  of  one  Supreme  Deity.  The  mistake  common 
to  all  these  attempts  was  their  treating  religion  as  one, 
and  trying  to  recognise  in  the  rationale  of  one  the  rationale  , 
of  all  religions.  We  may  compare  the  separate  streams 
of  religion  one  with  the  other,  and  it  is  no  doubt  this 
comparative  study  of  religions  which  has  excited  the 
greatest  interest  of  late.  It  has  sometimes  been  called 
Comparative  Eeligion  ;  but  if  we  can  form  no  definite  idea 
of  religion  as  sucli,  what  shall  we  think  of  Comparative 
Eeligion  ?   A  comparative  study  of  bones  is  called  compara- 
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tive  anatcmy,  not  coiupnrativo  bonos.  Why  then  should  a 
comparativo  study  of  religions  be  called  comparative 
roligion,  and  not  comparative  theology,  or  a  comparative 
study  of  religion,  or  simply  the  Science  of  religion  ?  Most 
sciences  in  this  age  of  ours  have  become  comparative  even 
without  being  i^iilled  so,  and  as  every  science  is  based  on 
a  comparison  of  facts,  the  Science  of  religion  also  would 
naturally  include  a  comparison  of  religions  from  their 
inevitable  mythological  beginning  to  their  latest  philo- 
sophical aspirations. 

In  tliis  comparative  theology,  however,  as  much  as  ia 
comparative  philology,  the  beginning  must  always  be 
made  with  comparing  homogeneous  or  organically  related 
religions— Semitic,  Aryan,  Australian,  American  or  African. 
t  may  be  instructive  also  to  collect  coincidences  between 
ligions  that  cannot  possibly  have  had  the  same  origin, 
iut  such  casual  likenesses  can  receive  a  truly  scientific 
•alue  in  cases  only  where  religions  or  languages  have  been 
proved  to  be  genealogically  or  historically  connected. 
There  is  a  largo  field  still  open  to  students  of  religion — 
first  in  collecting  and  critically  sifting  materials ;  secondly, 
in  discovering  coincidences ;  and  thirdly,  in  finding  out, 
if  possible,  the  reason  of  such  coincidences,  whether  in  the 
common  nature  of  the  human  mind,  or  in  the  peculiar 
character  of  the  physical  environment  which  acted  on  the 
human  mind  in  dillerent  parts  of  the  world  and  in 
successive  periods  of  its  historical  development.  If,  as  is 
now  generally  admitted,  mythology  was  the  first  attempt  at 
a  poetical  interpretation  of  the  most  important  phenomena 
of  nature,  we  can  easily  see  how  there  was  an  easy  transition 
from  these  efforts  to  know  all  the  causes  of  things  {rerum 
cognoscere  cauMs)  to  the  higher  efforts  to  know  the  cause  of 
all  things.  And  if  we  remember  that  the  nature  of  Aryan 
speech  was  such  that  it  could  at  first  express  agents  only — 
doers,  not  things  done  ;  rainers  not  rain  ;  lighteners,  not 
lightnings,  it  is  not  difficult  to  understand  how  the  agents 
in  the  great  and  constantly  present  drama  of  Nature 
wore  merged  at  last  in  the  Supreme  Agent,  the  Author 
and  Euler  of  all  things.  On  this  point  all  serious  scholars 
seem  to  be  agreed,  however  they  may  differ,  and  honestly 
differ,  on  certain  points  of  detail. 
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The   Inquest. 

XoT  labour  kills  iis ;  no,  nor  joy : 

The  incredulity  and  frown, 
Tl  e  intf  rferencp  and  annoy, 

The  small  attritions  wear  us  down. 

The  little  gnat-like  buzzings  shrill, 

The  hurdy-gurdies  of  the  street, 
The  common  curses  of  the  will — 

These  wrap  the  cerements  round  our  feet. 

And  more  than  all,  the  look  askance 

Of  loving  souls  that  cannot  gauge 
The  numbing  touch  of  circumstance, 

The  l.eavy  toll  of  lerit«ge. 

It  is  not  Teath,  but  Life  that  slays ; 
The  night  Jess  moi.ntainously  lies 
Upon  cur  lids,  than  foolish  day's 
lm\  ortuna'e  futilities  I 

Fraiii  '•  The  Alhavibra,  ami  Other  Poems," 
hy  F.  B.  Money-Coutt: 


Experiments  in   Parody. 

"  Mary   had    a   Little    Lamb."— V. 

We  are  privileged  to  give  this  week  houio  extract*  from 
a  romance  based  by  a  neo-Dumasian  upon  the  (|uotnti(in 
at  the  head  of  this  article : 

The  Glint  of  Rtkeu 
From  Chapter  I. 
Little  did  I  think  in  my  hot  and  lusty  youth  that  in  the 
sere  and  yellow  loaf  I  should  ever  be  sitting  hero, 
surrounded  by  my  grandchildren,  preparing  for  the  task 
of  telling  the  story  of  those  brave  days.  Nor  should  I,  but 
for  the  sweet  dominion  of  winsome  Mary  at  my  side — 
winsome  still  and  beautiful  withal,  in  spite  of  her  ninety 
years  and  her  silvered  hair — who  bids  me  write  out  the 
history  exactly  as  the  wortls  come,  recking  nought  of 
literary  cunning.  For  I  am  no  scholar,  nor  ever  was,  but 
a  plain  fighting  man,  who,  though  his  hun(lre<lth  birthday 
is  long  passed,  and  his  active  life  behind  him,  can  yet, 
mark  you,  crack  a  skull  at  a  pinch,  or  handle  the  rapier  to 
some  purpose.  For  we  oldsters  are  not  to  be  sneered  at 
because  we  totter  on  crutches.  Why,  I  remember  our 
master  at  the  schoolhouse,  old  Master  Barnabas  Ferrule, 
saying  to  me — and  it  was  on  the  very  day  that  the  sea 
brought  the  strange  man  from  Arran  to  our  village,  and 
with  him  so  much  disaster  and  turmoil — I  remember  him 


saying 


From  Chapter  XXXI. 


"The  lamb!      The  lamb!"  she  cried.      "Save  that 
Save  that ! " 

I  was  hot  pressed.  The  pursuers  were  close  behind  me ; 
but  how  could  I  have  done  aught  but  obey  my  love's 
behest?  A  doorway  suddenly  came  into  view,  and  I 
sprang  to  it  and  set  my  back  to  the  wall.  Then,  seizing 
my  dagger  in  my  left  hand,  I  wound  my  cloak  swiftly 
round  my  arm  for  a  shield,  and,  drawing  my  rapier,  stood 
at  bay.  I  was  only  just  in  time  ;  they  were  on  me — thirty 
desperate  men,  armed  to  the  teeth,  and  sworn  to  my 
destruction.  It  was  no  case  for  the  refinements  of  carte 
and  tierce.  I  could  but  thrust  and  parry,  parry  and  thrust, 
with  all  my  strength.  A  devil  of  attack  entered  into  me, 
and  I  drew  blood  with  every  lunge.  Fortunately,  they 
came  at  me  like  wild  beasts ;  for  the  more  they  raged  the 
more  I  grew  self-possessed.  My  wrist  seemed  made  of 
steel,  and  gradually  the  enemy  decreased.  De  Conim  was 
the  first  to  fall,  pierced  to  his  black  heart ;  then  De  Shabille, 
run  through  the  throat ;  then  De  Lirium,  spitted  like  a 
capon.  These  were  the  leaders ;  and  I  knew  that,  once 
they  bit  the  dust,  my  task  was  easy.  The  rest  I  slew  with 
a  few  deft  strokes,  ever  and  anon  spurred  to  renewed  vigour 
by  the  bleating  of  the  lamb  above  the  din  of  conflict. 

I  turned  from  the  scene  sick  with  slaughter.  The 
ground  ran  red.  Although  the  cloak  on  my  arm  was  cut 
to  ribbons,  I  had  not  received  a  scratch. 

F)<im  Chapter  XL.  {the  last). 
But  it  is  time  to  stop.  There  is  a  gentle  presence  in  the 
old  wainscoted  room,  and  two  soft  hands  are  laid  lovingly 
on  my  eyes,  wliile  the  sweet  voice  I  know  so  well,  and 
must  ever  obey,  says,  in  tender  accents :  "  There,  Hugo, 
that  will  do.     You  must  not  tire  the  dear  public." 
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Mr.  Henry  James. 

"Ik  what  your  Majesty  comiuands  be  poBsible,  your 
Miijosty  muy  count  it  as  already  done.  If  it  be  impossible, 
your  Majesty  may  rest  assured  that  it  shall  be  done." 

The  historic  answer  of  the  French  courtior  symbolises, 
in  a  way,  tlie  attitude — or,  at  least,  one  of  the  attitudes  — 
of  Mr.  Henry  James  towards  his  art.  Mr.  James  is 
constantly  undertaking  the  impossible — and  constantly 
achieving  it.  Like  Will  Locksley  at  Ashby-de-la-Zoucho, 
he  proposes  a  target  which,  by  the  common  consent  of 
archers,  no  man  can  hit ;  and  then,  easily,  lightly,  almost 
casually  it  might  seem,  he  raises  his  bow,  and  hits  it. 

It  is,  however,  no  question  of  a  mere  tour-de-force,  of  a 
mere  feat.  The  feat,  indeed,  is  always  there,  for  us  to  rub 
■  our  eyes  at ;  but  the  feat  is  never  anything  more  than  a 
means  to  an  end.  And  the  end  is  always  a  desirable,  an 
important  end.  Tiie  end  is  the  creation  ot  a  desirable, 
important,  significant  picture. 

Mr.  James  himself  (Mr.  James  the  critic)  has  more  than 
once  reminded  us  that  the  writer  of  stories  is,  after  all, 
just  a  painter  of  jiictures.  And  if,  when  we  look  at  one  of 
Mr.  Jamos'.'i  completed  pictures,  we  shake  our  heads  in 
bewilderment,  and  say,  "No — the  thing  was  impossible! 
And  yet,  somehow,  he  has  done  it !  " — that  is  because 
Mr.  James  never  allows  himself  to  choose  anything  easier 
than  an  impossible  subject.  Yet  to  be  sure,  directly 
Mr.  James  has  treated  it,  anyone  with  half  an  eye  can 
perceive  that  the  subject  was  rich  witli  interest.  But, 
beforehand,  if  the  same  subject  had  offered  itself  to  you 
or  me,  it  would  either  have  been  dismissed  as  impossible, 
or  it  would  have  been  tried  and  botched.  It  would  have 
been  impossible,  because  it  would  have  been  a  subject  all 
of  most  delicate,  most  elusive  shades,  half-tones,  in  the 
most  complicated  interplay— difficult  to  see,  impossible  to 
catch,  impossible  to  fix. 

Most  painters  of  pictures  prudently  confine  their  efforts 
to  the  representation  of  the  wholly  obvious ;  and  verily 
these  have  their  reward — theirs  is  the  "picture  of  the 
season,"  the  "  book  of  the  year."  A  few  more  intrepid 
spirits  (Childe  Kolands  approaching  the  Dark  Tower)  dare 
the  half-obvious,  the  clear  obscure.  But  Mr.  James 
boldly  attacks  visions  to  the  common  eye  invisible — paints 
them,  and  makes  them  visible  and  lovely. 

"  The  story  that  can  be  told  is  not  worth  telling."  One 
might  almost  fancy  that  Mr.  James  had  emblazoned  that 
proverb  over  his  study-door,  lligorously,  invariably,  he 
sets  himself  to  tell  the  story  that  cannot  be  told,  and  tells 
it.  Who  else  could  have  told  the  story  of  What  Masie 
Ktiew,  or  the  story  of  "The  Private  Life,"  or  the  story 
of  "  The  Coxon  Fund,"  or  the  story  of  "  The  Altar  of  the 
Dead,"  to  select  a  few  of  Mr.  James's  stories  at  haphazard  ? 
Above  all,  who  else  could  have  told  the  story  of  "  The 
Turn  of  the  Screw,"  in  Mr.  James's  latest  volume,  Ths 
Two  Magics  ?  Somebody,  writing  elsewhere  the  other 
day  of  that  masterpiece,  suggested  that  the  power 
■whicli  had  enabled  Mr.  James  to  "bring  it  off"  was 
nothing  less  than  "  a  third  magic."  And,  indeed,  to  tell 
the  story  of  two  little  English  children  pursued  to  their 


destruction  by  two  particularly  hideous  and  evil  ghoata, 
and  not  to  make  the  story  ugly,  not  to  make  it  horrible, 
sinister,  repulsive,  not  to  make  it  ridiculouit  either,  but  to 
make  it  beautiful,  simply  and  entirely  beautiful,  might 
well  strike  one  as  a  performance  retjuiring  supernatural 
aid.  Analysed,  however,  "the  third  magic  "  will  perhaps 
turn  out  to  be  just  a  finer,  intonser  insight  than  that  of 
other  artists,  served  by  a  tochni(iue  nearer  to  perfection. 
Mr.  James  sees  with  a  larger,  clearer,  and  more  considerate 
imagination.  He  sees  his  subject  not  as  a  spot,  detached, 
isolated ;  he  sees  it  in  its  place,  as  part  of  a  whole,  of  a 
system.  And  the  dimmest  thing,  seen  thus,  becomes 
suddenly  vivid,  because  its  meaning  is  seen,  because  it 
illuminates  the  moauing  of  the  whole.  The  slightest 
incident  or  accident,  the  most  triHiug  accessory,  seen  thus, 
becomes  essential,  and  therefore  impressive.  And  tilings 
which,  detached,  isolated,  would  seem  ugly,  become 
beautiful,  seen  thus,  because  they  are  seen  as  a  part  of 
what  Mr.  James  himself  has  called  "  the  figure  in  the 
carpet."  When  the  story  of  "  The  Turn  of  the  Screw  " 
was  first  revealed  to  Mr.  James,  he  saw  the  beauty  in  it, 
the  beauty  that  would  have  remained  invisible  to  most  of 
us,  because  he  saw  the  story  not  as  an  episode,  separated 
from  the  rest  of  life,  but  as  an  instance,  illustrative  of  the 
rest  of  life ;  and  he  presents  it  to  us  not  as  an  anecdote. 
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but,  tacitly,  as  an  illustration.  He  presents  it  to  us  as  a 
moment  in  a  continuity,  related  to  the  life  that  had  gone 
before  it,  that  went  on  about  it,  that  came  after  it.  And 
so  he  succeeds  in  making  us  see  it  as  beautiful  too — as  all 
saturated  and  suffused  with  beauty. 

An  intenser,  finer  insight,  served  by  a  technique  nearer 
to  perfection,  a  freer,  firmer,  more  accomplished  hand,  and 
guided,  restrained,  by  a  luore  exacting,  a  more  sensitive 
literary  conscience — that  is  the  word  one  first  feels  impelled 
to  speak,  when  asked  to  speak  a  word  about  Mr.  Henry 
James.  It  is  by  no  means  the  only  word,  it  is  by  no  means 
the  last  word.  The  last  word  of  all,  in  speaking  of  any 
artist,  must  of  course  be  temjierament.  But  the  tempera- 
ment, golden  and  generous,  human  and  sympathetic, 
exalted,  fastidious,  chivalrous,  that  glows  through  every 
page  of  Mr.  James's  writing,  that  warms  every  sentence, 
that  gives  to  every  syllable  the  ring  of  the  living  voice — 
that  would  be  the  theme  for  another  and  a  far  more 
ambitious  study  than  the  present 

Heney  Hakland. 


Vandalism  in  Florence. 


Gibbon  records  how  in  the  fifth  century  Ehodogast  the 
Goth  led  his  hordes  to  Florence,  how  St.  Ambrose  of 
Milan  had  a  dream  of  the  deliverance  of  the  city,  and 
how  Stilicho,  hemming  up  the  invaders  on  the  ridges  of 
Fiesole,  won  for  a  second  time  the  title  of  Deliverer  of 
Italy.  To-day  a  new  danger  threatens  Florence  and  there 
is  no  Stilicho  to  avert.  Urged  on  by  greedy  building 
contractors,  the  municipal  council  has  set  itself  to  turn  the 
mediaeval  city  into  a  bad  Italian  imitation  of  a  Haus- 
mannised  Paris.  Ancient  buildings  fall  on  every  side. 
A  few  years  ago,  the  beautiful  Mercato  Vecchio  was 
turned  into  a  bran-new  Piazza  Vittorio  Emanuele,  and 
adorned  with  the  equestrian  statue  of  a  king.  This  was 
bad  enough  ;  but  had  this  been  all  protest  might  have 
been  stayed.  For,  indeed,  the  size  of  the  Piazza  Vittorio 
Emanuele  and  its  rich  shops  make  it  an  obvious  safety- 
valve  for  the  blowing  off  of  those  childish  revolutions 
which  the  Florentine  loves.  Whereby  spots  of  greater 
importance  go  unscathed.  But  apparently  this  is  not  to 
be  all.  This  spring  the  pick-axe  of  the  housebreaker  was 
busy  in  the  narrow  wynds  of  the  Ghetto.  And  now  an 
almost  incredible  rumour  has  reached  us,  to  the  effect  that 
it  i.3  proposed  to  dismantle  the  Ponte  Vecchio,  together 
with  a  palazzo — we  suppose  the  Palazzo  Guicciardini — 
hard  by,  in  order  to  carry  a  tram-line  along  the  Via 
Guicciardini  to  the  Pitti.  The  thing  would  be  an 
iniquity.  Built  in  the  fourteenth  century  by  Taddeo 
Gaddi,  the  Ponte  Vecchio,  with  its  double  line  of  gold- 
smiths' stalls  and  Vasari's  gallery  between  the  Uifizi  and 
the  Pitti  above,  with  its  lovr  arches  and  the  central  open- 
ing through  which  the  sunset  light  shoots  down  to  the 
Ponte  aUe  Grazie,  is  one  of  the  most  characteristic  and 
most  beautiful  structures  in  Florence.  If  a  tramway  to 
the  Pitti  is  needed  at  all — which,  of  course,  it  is  not — it 
might  just  as  well  start  from  the  Via  Tornabuoni  and  run 
over  the  Ponte  S.  Trinita  and  along  the  Via  Maggio. 
That  would  hurt  nobody  very  much.  The  question  is, 
what  can  be  done  ?     A  Societa  per  la  Difesa  di  Firenze 


Antica  has  already  been  formed  in  Florence  itself,  with 
Prince  Corsini,  Prince  Strozzi,  Prof.  VLllari,  Dr.  Biagi,  and 
many  other  eminent  men  among  its  members.  This 
society  feels  that  its  hands  would  be  strengthened  by  some 
expression  of  English  and  American  opinion  in  its  favour. 
F.or  the  backbone  of  the  municipal  contention  is  that  the 
proposed  changes  will  make  Florence  more  attractive  to 
the  forestieri;  that  more  tramwaj's  and  gayer  streets  will 
result  in  an  increased  stream  of  lire  into  the  coffers  of  the 
hotels.  And  it  is  important  to  convince  the  municipality,  if 
possible,  that  that  wiU  not  be  so.  A  memorial  on  the 
subject  is  already  in  circulation. 


The  Contributors'  Playground. 

"  The  Irish  Note." 

"Many  of  the  anecdotes  passing  as  Irish,"  says  Mr. 
Michael  M'Donagh,  in  his  Irish  Life  and  Character,  just 
issued  by  Messrs.  Hodder  &  Stougliton,  "  entirely  lack  the 
Irish  note."  What  now,  asks  the  bewildered  Saxon,  is 
"the  Irish  note"?  Go  to,  man!  A  neighbour  of  Mr. 
Gibert  White,  of  Selborne  (so  that  delightful  person 
himself  relates),  once  tried  the  birds  with  a  pitch-pipe  set 
at  concert  pitch,  and  found  that  the  owls  all  hooted  in 
B-flat,  but  could  not  by  any  means  ascertain  the  night- 
ingale's key. 

What  of  that  ?  This,  of  that :  the  Irish  note  is  not  the 
nightingale's,  but  it  has  just  so  much  in  common 
with  that  bird's  note  that  pitch-pipe  tests  are  applied 
to  it  in  vain.  Hence  no  man  and  no  woman  can 
say  what  it  is,  howbeit  by  one  and  another  it  may  be 
pointed  out  to  be  here  or  there.  It  is  in  every  anecdote 
that  is  told  in  Mr.  M'Donagh's  Irish  Life  and  Character, 
bating  one,  the  following:  "  'Economy!'  exclaimed  an  old 
squire,  on  whom  a  friend  had  been  urging  the  necessity 
of  retrenchment,  '  Economy !  faix,  it  isn't  a  bad  thing  if 
it  doesn't  descend  to  meanness."  The  note  in  that  is  not 
Irish  ;  it  is  Scotch.  An  anecdote  in  the  same  chapter  (the 
subject  of  it  is  "  The  Old  Irish  Squire  ")  runs  :  "  I'll  cut 
you  off  with  a  shilling,  you  young  Ma'guard,'  said  the 
Irish  squire  to  his  son,  with  wliom  he  had  had  a  quarrel. 
'  Where  will  you  get  the  shilling  ?  '  retorted  the  youth." 
The  note  in  that  is  Irish ;  but  why  does  Mr.  M'Donagh 
imply  that  the  suppression  of  the  k  before  g  is  peculiar 
to  Ireland  ?  "  We  may  write  cupboard,''^  says  an  English 
grammarian,  "  but  we  must  pronounce  it  cuhboard."  One 
feels  that  it  is  merely  the  disreputable  character  of  the 
word  that  prevented  that  grammarian  from  adding  :  "  We 
may  write  blackguard,  but  we  must  pronounce  it  hlagguard.^* 
Surely  the  word  is  thus  pronounced  all  over  the  British 
islands. 

Elsa  D'Estekee-Keeling.   ■ 


Ingoldsby. 
If  you  wish  to  learn  that  you  are  growing  old,  there  are 
few  better  ways  than  to  pick  up  one  of  the  books  that 
delighted  your  youth,  and  expect  as  you  read  to  recapture  ' 
the  old  joy. 

When  I  sat  down  the  other  evening  to  Dent's  new  edition  ( 
of  The  Ingoldsbij  Legends,  it  was  with  no  shade  of  misgiving 
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I  remembered  the  good  times  that  the  book  had  led  to 
when  I  road  it  first,  when  I  was  anything  from  twelve  to 
sixteen.  Once,  I  remembered,  a  master — a  cleric — found 
me  with  it  on  a  Sunday  afternoon  and  was  for  confiscation 
imtil  I  pointed  out  that  the  author  was  a  clergyman  too. 
Tliinking  over  that  answer  now,  I  can  see  merit  in  it 
which  I  had  no  notion  of  then ;  and  it  was  probably  his 
appreciation  of  the  point  that  decided  him  to  be  lenient. 
These  things  and  others  I  recalled  as  I  carried  the  book 
home ;  and  I  recalled  also  how  I  had  never  from  that  time 
to  this  read  a  line  of  it,  or  met  with  a  line  save  at  Mr. 
Brandram's  recitals.  And  having  thus  prepared  for 
action,  I  began  to  read. 

Lowell  has  said,  somewhere,  that  there  is  something 
passionate  in  the  recoil  of  the  man  from  the  idols  of  the 
boy,  and  the  phrase  came  to  mind  as  I  turned  Barham's 
leaves.  My  recoil  was  complete,  I  could  not  laugh.  I 
could  not  be  interested.  "  '  Bring  me  my  boots,'  said  the 
Baron  " — even  that  failed  to  make  its  old  appeal.  "  '  A 
thousand  devils,'  growled  Sir  Guy" — it  left  me  unmoved. 
I  could  see  the  mechanism  at  work.  There  is  no  longer, 
for  me,  fun  in  the  term  "  Old  Nick  " ;  odd  mixtures  of 
archaism  and  modernity  have  ceased  to  amuse  me ;  I  am 
left  tranquil  by  elaborate  efforts  to  avoid  mentioning 
trousers  and  certain  portions  of  the  anatomy.  The  merits 
of  death  and  dissection  as  a  subject  for  jest  have  dwindled 
away.  I  even  found  that  some  of  my  favourite  passages 
now  refuse  to  scan. 

It  is  all  very  sad,  but  whether  my  fault  or  Barham's  I 
cannot  say.  Time  is  a  great  leveller,  and  for  me,  at  any 
rate,  he  has  overthrown  Thomas  Ingoldsby.  It  may  be 
tliat  schoolboys  still  find  him  mirthful,  still  delight  in  his 
slang  and  his  jocular  irreverences,  his  high  spirits,  his 
copious  digressions,  and  his  acrobatic  rhyming  feats.  I 
hope  they  do.  I  hope  that  schoolboys  still — as  I  once  did 
— revel  in  this  book.  I  should  like  to  know  that  they  do. 
But,  personally,  I  have  read  it  for  the  last  time.  I  must 
be  growing  old.  K. 


Parables. 
Defect. 
A  WISE  man  looked  at  the  world,  and  laughed. 

And  an  altruist  offered  him  reproof,  saying,  "  There  is 
occasion  for  tears,  one  would  think !  " 

"  Tears  of  blood  are  not  to  be  compassed  by  all  of  us," 
answered  the  wise  man. 

Definition. 
"  You  call  him  poet ! "  quoth  the  shepherd.     "  What  is 
it  to  be  a  poet?" 

"Why,  marry,"  quoth  the  fool,  "  'tis  to  sit  in  the  sun 
and  think  of  a  sweet  word,  and  then  to  think  of  the  fellow 
to  't." 

Excused. 
"I  was  particularly  anxious  that  you   shotdd  remain 
with  Mister  Splitverse,"  frowned  Apollo. 

"But  he  is  a  dreadful  person,"  wept  the  little  Muse. 
"  He  kept  on  saying,  '  Sing,  Muse ! '  in  parentliesis,  all 
the  time :  and  at  last  I  shouted,  '  Sing  yourself ! '  and 
came  away." 

"Ah — well — of  course  !  "  remarked  Apollo. 

T.  W.  H  C. 


Paris  Letter. 

I  From  our  French  CorrtiponiUnt.) 

I  iiAVE  received  from  the  Mtreure  dt  Franc*  throe  volumes 
that  may  fitly  be  described  as  studies  of  the  deepest  moral 
and  physical  horrors  of  insanity.  Affixed  to  Auguste 
Strinberg's  Inferno  is  a  portrait  of  the  author.  It  is  a 
portrait  of  a  creature  scarcely  less  revolting  to  the  eye 
than  the  book  is  to  the  intelligence.  Women  can  rest  at 
ease.  When  they  look  at  that  appalling  head,  they  may 
tell  themselves  that  the  misogyny  of  Strinberg  is  but  part 
of  a  pitiable  disease.  I  believe  it  was  George  Egerton 
who  informed  us  that  only  Nietsche  and  Strinberg,  neither 
of  them  sane,  understood  and  measured  the  inherent 
badness  of  woman.  The  portrait  of  Strinberg  adequately 
explains  and  justifies  his  attitude  to  a  sex  that  cannot 
possibly  have  proved  more  merciful  to  him  than  nature. 
It  is  a  head  to  haunt  you  into  the  darkness  of  sleep  as 
a  nightmare  ;  a  head  to  quicken  the  pulses  with  terror 
and  repulsion  ;  a  head  to  sicken  with  loathing,  not  even 
soothed  by  pity. 

Turn  to  the  contents  of  these  two  French  translations 
of  Strinberg's  Inferno  and  Axel  Borg.  M.  Marcel  Beja 
writes  a  preface  to  prove  that  the  Inferno  is  something 
more  than  literature : 

If  we  underdtaud  by  literature  an  artificial  means  of 
enchaining  ingenious  fictions,  an  agreeable  pastime  of 
embroideries  and  fioritures  fit  to  recreate  the  simple  minds 
of  the  crowd  or  to  make  the  dehght  of  the  lettered  and  of 
dilettanti,  a  clever  combination  of  syllables  and  images 
destined  only  to  caress  the  ears  of  some  lounj^er  or  other, 
or  to  distract  by  an  inoffensive  diversion  his  spirit,  wearied 
by  80  many  heavy  and  serious  enterprises — this  book,  the 
first  of  a  scries,  is  not  literature. 

No,  it  certainly  is  not  literature.     We  need  no   solemn 
preface  to   assure  us   of  this.      Books  have  dealt  with 
insanity  profoundly  and  poignantly.     It  is  not  a  pleasant 
theme,  but  one  can  conceive  it  so  treated  as  either  to  prove 
literature  or  a  human  document.     Inferno  is  simple  raving 
of  the  most  blasphemous  and  atrocious  kind,  unillumined 
by  the  faintest  ray  of  intellect.     What  M.  Eeja  describes 
as   Strinberg's   "genius  of    audacity  and    intuition"   is 
simply  maundering   ruffianism.      No   sane   reader    could 
wade   through   such   insensate  trash  without  a  sensation 
of  nausea.     The  one  redeeming  feature  of  it  is  the  note  of 
suffering.      The  work  purports  to  be  autobiographical, 
since    the   writer  names  himself  as  Strinberg  frequently 
throughout  the  volume.     He  grossly  abandons  wife  and 
child  in  order  to  live  the  free  life  of  the  intellect,  and 
comes  to   Paris  in  1894.      He  describes  his  wife  as   his 
"  beautiful  jailor,  who  spied  upon  the  days  and  nights  of 
his  soul,  guessed  his  secret  thoughts,  watched  the  course 
of  his  ideas,  was  jealous  of  his  aspirations  towards  the 
unknown."      The  old  tale,  the  sickening  tale  of  genius 
misunderstood.      As  if   there   is  an   atom  of    difference 
between  the  philosopher's  and  the  bootblack's  duties  to 
home  and  society !    It  is  a  sad  thing  if  talent  is  supj>osed 
to  do  nothing  better  for  us  than  turn  out  inconsequent 
blackguards.     He  complacently  adds  :  "  Having  to  choose 
between  love  and  knowledge,  I  decided  for  supreme  know- 
ledge, and  the  sacrifice  of  my  affections  made  me  forget 
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the  innocent  victim  immolated  on  the  altar  of  my  ambition 
or  of  my  vocation,"  When  one  diligently  wades  through 
the  long,  closely  printed  confession,  and  discovers  the  void 
of  that  ambition,  tho  futility  of  that  vocation,  one  asks 
oneself  if  it  would  not  have  been  wiser  of  the  writer  to 
stay  quietly  at  home  with  wife  and  child,  and  await  the 
great  deliverance  in  silent  dignity.  Instead,  Strinberg  flies 
from  hotel  to  hotel  in  search  of  quiet,  quarrels  with  his 
shadow,  howls  against  God  and  humanity,  and  spits  upon 
woman.  But,  as  I  have  said,  the  abominable  ravings 
are  redeemed  by  the  ravages  of  moral  and  intellectual 
suffering.  The  book  is  neither  decent  nor  tolerable 
reading,  but  it  is  the  divagations  of  a  soul  in  pain. 

Axel  Borg  is,  on  the  contrary,  a  novel.  Long  and  dull 
and  brutal,  the  prolonged  assertion  of  the  author's  mis- 
ogony.  But  it  cannot  offend  any  intelligent  woman ;  she 
feels  in  the  presence  of  this  half-witted  philosopher  who 
foams  at  her,  at  her  beauty,  at  her  power,  like  a  caged 
beast,  that  she  has  so  eminently  the  best  of  it.  The  most 
extraordinary  things  appear  to  happen  in  Sweden  as 
commonplace  events  in  flirtation.  Axel  and  the  beautiful 
heroine,  half  engaged,  go  out  in  a  boat  to  picnic  on  a  rock. 
They  eat  a  luxurious  meal,  clink  champagne  glasses,  and 
then  the  young  girl,  remote  from  towels  and  bathing- 
machines,  calmly  proposes  that  they  shall  bathe.  Axel 
finds  the  proposal  slightly  risky,  and  declines.  He  walks 
away,  while  the  young  Swedish  lady  unrobes  herself  and 
plunges  into  the  sea.  In  a  few  minutes  she  returns  on  dry 
land  and  joins  her  lover.  Are  these  the  manners  of  Sweden  ? 
I  am  particularly  curious  to  know  how  that  girl  managed 
without  a  towel.  Perhaps  she  only  took  off  her  jacket, 
and  plunged  into  the  sea  in  her  gown  and  boots,  and  dried 
them  on  the  sands. 

Le  Roy  is  the  third  extraordinary  book  the  Mercure  de 
France  has  lately  published.  After  all,  the  ravings  of 
Strinberg  reveal  something  to  us.  He  loathes  women  and 
he  is  profoimdly  miserable.  The  one  may  possibly  be 
the  consequence  of  the  other.  But  such  a  novel  as  Le  Roy 
is  the  very  inanity  of  madness.  There  is  a  single  page  in 
it  that  may  be  read  with  interest.  The  hero,  Louis  XX. 
of  France,  the  descendant  of  Naundorf,  is  brought  before 
an  English  magistrate  for  a  vulgar  crime  :  "  Gentlemen," 
he  says,  "  it  is  certain  that  my  ancestor,  Louis  XIV.,  would 
have  been  surprised  to  learn  that  his  last  descendant  would 
one  day  stand  accused  before  a  tribunal.  But  since  it  seems 
that  one  may  not  move  in  this  world  without  knocking  up 
against  policemen,  juries,  and  judges,  I  am  as  well  pleased 
to  be  before  you  as  any  other.  The  place  is  fine,  and  I 
am  free  to  attribute  aU  these  handsome  robes  and  magnifi- 
cent wigs  to  the  honour  that  is  due  to  me.  One  is,  after 
aU,  weU  off  here.  It  has  often  pleased  my  ancestors  to 
relieve  their  majesty  in  yielding  to  the  epigrams  of  their 
buffoons.  Gentlemen,  you  have  my  permission  to  act  as 
you  like  toward  me.  Since"  my  cousin  of  England  offers 
me  comedy,  I  accept  it  complete.     AU  right,  gentlemen." 

H.  L. 


Memoirs  of  the   Moment. 

Sir  Alfred  Milxer  has  come  home,  but  he  does  not 
want  another  banquet.  That  which  was  given  him  before 
he  left  England  as  Governor  of  Cape  Colony  beats  all 
records  of  such  banquets  in  the  brilliance  of  the  hosts  and 
in  the  glory  of  the  laudations  of  the  guest.  Having  a 
good  literary  instinct  in  life,  he  does  not  want  an  anti- 
climax. Sir  Alfred  Milner  coming  home  from  Cape  Town 
and  Sir  William  Butler  going  out  to  take  command  of  the 
troops  there,  crossed  each  other  on  mid-ocean  in  ships  that 
passed  in  the  night.  But  Sir  William  Butler  will  find 
plenty  of  interesting  people  left  in  the  colony  to  welcome 
him— Mr.  Schreiner,  to  wit,  and,  possibly,  his  sister, 
whose  South  African  Farm  Sir  William  agrees  with  Sir 
Charles  Dilke  in  regarding  as  the  most  remarkable 
Colonial  product  in  our  literature.  A  near  neighbour  of 
Sir  AVilliam  Butler's  will  be  Mr.  Cecil  Ehodes,  who  has 
an  unbounded  admiration  for  Napoleon,  and  keeps  his 
bust  constantly  before  him.  Sir  William,  who  lias  long 
been  a  close  student  of  Napoleon,  and  wiU  shortly  publish 
the  result  of  his  studies,  is,  as  chance  has  it,  the  bearer 
of  a  message  of  greeting  to  Mr.  Ehodes  from  the  Empress 
Eugenie.  One  can  imagine  what  these  two  men  will  talk 
about  far  into  the  night :  not  the  Rand,  not  the  Eaid,  not 
the  methods  of  the  modern  maker  of  millions,  but  the 
vanquished  man  of  Waterloo,  whose  ghost  haunts  the 
hterary  and  journalistic  workshops  of  the  England  of 
to-day,  from  Mr.  Meredith's  to  that  of  Mr.  T.  P. 
O'Connor. 


Thb  wind  blew  wildly  from  the  East  on  Saturday  :  the 
malignant  wind  for  the  child,  however  closely  cradled  and 
curtained.  A  poet  and  mother — there  is  no  mistaking 
her  hand  in  any  word  of  it— fashioned  a  prayer  which 
appeared  that  afternoon  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  : 

Thou,  Lord,  who  boldest  in  Thy  hand 
The  four  gi-eat  winds  at  Thy  command, 
Now,  bid  the  East  Wind  wander  mourning 
In  deserts  vast  and  bm-ning. 

But  bid  Thy  West  Wind  blow  again. 
Thou,  Lord,  that  rulest  earth  and  main. 
And  aU  the  little  flower-sweet  faces 
Shine  in  the  sunny  places. 

London  read  it  at  night  to  the  accompaniment  of  the 
wailing  East  wind;  but  on  Sunday  morning  the  city 
awoke  to  find,  indeed,  the  West  wind  blowing. 


r 


li 


Lord  Beaconsfield  is  still  the  sport  of  the  story-teller. 
The  other  day  it  was  Mr.  Lionel  ToUemache's  turn.  He 
told  the  tale  of  an  alleged  insincerity  of  speech  by  Lord 
Beaconsfield,  which  Browning  recorded  with  pleasure  and 
brought  down  on  himself  the  rebuke  of  Gladstone:  "Do 
you  caU  that  amusing,  Browning?  I  call  it  devilish." 
Canon  MacColl,  who  ought  to  be  accepted  as  an  authority 
on  Gladstonian  manners,  says  this  story  is  a  myth.  To 
begin  with,  Gladstone  never  used  rude  words.  "  I  never- 
knew  anyone,"  he  says,  "  whose  conversation  was  so  free 
from  violent  expletives,  and  I  am  sure  he  never  used  the 
word   '  devilish '  as  descriptive  of  anyone."     The  Sultan, 
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perhaps,  would  dissent ;  and,  speaking  from  a  small 
experience  of  talks  witli  Gladstone,  the  present  writer  can 
recall  a  "  For  God's  sake "  sort  of  excitement  in  his 
phrases,  with  no  provocation  to  it  whatever. 


However,  the  Canon  goes  on  to  tell  the  "  real  "  story. 
He  sat  between  Browning  and  White  at  one  of  Gladstone's 
breakfast  parties  in  Ilarley-street  in  1878.  Browning,  ho 
says,  parodied  the  music-hall  song  of  the  moment : 

I  don't  want  to  fight ; 

But,  by  Jingo,  if  I  do, 
The  man  whose  head  I'd  like  to  punch 

Is  BoacoDsfiold,  the  Jew. 

Tlien  Browning  burst  out  with  the  statement  that  Beacons- 
field  was  "the  greatest  liar  living."  Unfortunately 
Browning  liimself  is  dead,  or  one  would  scarcely  need  now 
to  scrutinize  words  which  he  probably  would  repudiate 
as  wild  comedy,  but  which  are  now  set  down  in  the  dullest 
seriousness.  And  this  was  Browning's  premiss.  He  had 
been,  two  years  earlier,  to  an  Academy  banquet  where 
Lord  Beaconslield  had  spoken  in  public  of  "the  extra- 
ordinary display  of  the  imaginative  faculty  in  the  pictures 
of  the  year "  ;  but,  after  the  dinner,  on  being  asked  by 
Mr.  Browning  (whom  he  had  accosted  as  a  stranger — a 
likely  story!)  what  he  thought  of  the  pictures,  had  replied, 
"  stroking  his  chin "  (which  was  not  one  of  his  tricks), 
that  they  were  "wofuUy"  (which  was  not  one  of  his 
words)  "  lacking  in  the  imaginative  faculty."  To  complete 
the  story,  Gladstone  appears  not  as  the  rebuker  of  Brown- 
ing's levity,  but  as  the  moUifier  of  his  wrath.  "I  think 
you  take  Lord  Beaconsfield  too  seriously,  Mr.  Browning. 
I  have  often  known  him  to  make  false  statements,  but  false 
statements  are  not  necessarily  lies,"  and  so  on.  It  is  a 
little  irony  of  fate  that  the  other  day  in  a  Liberal  club  of 
high  name  one  member,  in  perfect  good  humour,  wished  to 
accuse  another  of  a  "  false  statement,  not  necessarily  a 
lie,"  and  he  said,  "  You  told  a  Gladstone." 


What,  then,  is  the  real  bearing  of  the  story  ?  For- 
tunately, in  tlie  absence  of  Browning  and  Gladstone  and 
Beaconsfield,  we  have,  at  any  rate,  Beaconsfield's  own 
words  at  the  Academy  banquet,  and  they  disprove  at  once 
any  silly  talk  in  doubt  of  his  sincerity — of  such  sincerity 
as  is  asked  of  a  guest  from  whom  is  demanded  a 
speech.  The  simple  trutli  is,  that  Lord  Beaconsfield,  who 
knew  little  of  art,  and  who  cared  less  for  paintings  of 
"Madonnas  and  saints  and  martyrs,"  as  he  once  implied, 
■wanted  English  life  treated  by  English  artists.  He 
decided  that  classic  or  religious  paintings  by  Englishnien 
were  an  anomaly  ;  and  he  thought  they  should  be  the 
illustrators  of  their  own  national  literature.  If  they  did  that, 
he  thought  them  "  creative  "  or  "  imaginative  "  ;  and  if 
they  didn't,  then  he  thought  them  imitative.  In  the 
Academy  under  discussion  he  found  a  few  pictures  which 
answered  his  description  of  the  "  imaginative,"  and  he 
I  laid  so  in  his  speech ;  but  there  was  nothing  at  all 
contradictory  in  his  private  admission  to  any  one 
who  had  heard  his  exception  that  the  bulk  of  the 
paintings  were  wanting  in  imagination  —  a  truism, 
whichever  way  you  take  it.  And  it  so  hapjjens 
that    we  know   he  adhered  to  the  very   word  of    that 


impugned  Academy  speech  with  a  tenacity  rare  to 
him.  It  was  one  of  the  few  speeches  of  his  which,  an  a 
useful  Fate  would  have  it,  ho  referred  U}  at  a  later  date 
and  fully  confirmed.  Speaking  at  another  Academy 
banquet,  that  of  1879,  he  said:  "On  one  occasion,  the 
last  on  which  I  addressed  you,  I  ventured  tf)  express  the 
opinion  that  I  saw  lymptonu  tignificant  of  a  high  order  of 
imagination  which  I  believed  would  ultimaUly  produce 
results  of  which  our  country  might  be  proud.  That 
opinion  has  been  questioned  and  cavilled  at ;  yet  I  am  not 
prepared  to  g^ve  it  up."  Lord  Beaconsfield  is  dead,  as 
Mr.  Balfour  remarked  ;  but,  being  dead,  he  yet  speakctb ; 
and  in  this  case  his  words  put  the  misinfonned  makers  or 
the  blundering  repeaters  of  posthumous  gossip  utterly  to 
rout.  In  a  sense  peculiar  to  himself,  Ix>rd  Beaconsfield, 
without  a  biography,  is  at  the  mercy  of  posterity;  and 
until  that  record  is  made  it  becomes  a  point  of  honour,  in 
any  Memoirs  of  the  Moment,  to  e.xamine  with  critical  and 
acquainted  eyes  the  spurious  coin,  bearing  liis  image  and 
superscription,  that  is  passed  from  time  to  time  into  clieap 
currency. 


Mr.  Frank  Harris  may  be  retiring  from  the  Saturday 
Revieu)  "owing  to  ill-health,"  as  the  daily  papers  say; 
but  he  looked  very  well,  and  seemed  to  be  in  the  best  of 
spirits,  at  the  little  banquet  last  Saturday  night,  wliich 
brought  him  and  his  staff  once  more  together.  I  am 
glad  to  think  that  Mr.  Harris's  marked  abilities  are  not 
likely  to  be  wanting  an  early  field  for  their  activity,  all 
rumours  about  his  health  to  the  contrary. 


The  death  of  Lord  Lathom  places  in  the  gift  of  the 
Queen  the  very  coveted  post  of  Lord  Chamberlain. 
The  salary  of  £2,000  is  a  good  deal  augmented  by  small 
perquisites,  and,  in  the  days  of  decreased  rents,  many 
peers  of  large  landed  possessions  have  found  that  amount 
of  pocket-money  a  convenience,  notably  the  Earl  of  Ken- 
mare,  who  had  spent  a  large  sum  in  entertaining  the 
Queen  in  Ireland  in  the  days  of  his  prosperity,  and  whom, 
tlierefore,  the  Queen  was  particularly  glad  to  appoint. 
The  death  of  Sir  Stuart  Knill  removes  a  man,  of  amiable 
enough  character,  whom  accident,  rather  than  any  g^reat 
personal  capacity,  brought  into  prominence  in  civic  life; 
and  Sir  George  Baden-Powell's  death  gives  a  division  of 
Liverpool  the  opportunity  of  going  to  the  poU.  The  Hon. 
Norman  Grosvenor,  with  a  name  little  known  in  public, 
was  a  man  whose  graces  and  accomplishments  will  bo 
missed  by  a  large  circle  of  music-loving  and  poetry-loving 
friends. 


Things  Seen. 

The  Mother. 

StEE  was  a  dull,  ill-favoured,  uncleanly-looking  woman. 

And  on  her  lap  slept  a  baby,  unlovely,  and  of  the 
"  neglected  "  stamp. 

And  suddenly  the  child  stirred,  and  began  to  wail.  And 
the  woman  huddled  it  to  her  breast,  and  rocked  it  there, 
and  said,  "  Hmh — my  flower  !  " 
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Monday   Morning. 

It  was  last  Monday  morning.  You  may  remember  it! 
The  fog  was  black ;  the  rain  was  persistent ;  the  air  was 
raw.  I  had  splashed  my  way  through  muddy  lanes  to 
catch  the  early  train  at  a  mean,  shelterless  country  station. 
There  I  stood— dripping,  unhappy,  coughing— waiting  for 
the  train.  The  station-master — damp  and  asthmatic  - 
stood  by  my  side.  We  did  not  speak  :  it  was  not  a 
morning  for  the  amenities.  As  we  stood  there  I  heard 
the  crunch  of  heavy  feet  advancing  up  the  gravel  path, 
towards  the  station.  He  came  through  the  little  gate — 
a  big,  bucolic  man  with  a  heavy  jaw,  and  a  large  un- 
healthy face.  Passing  us  without  greeting  he  raised  his 
eyes  for  a  moment,  sniffed  at  the  black,  bleared  landscape, 
and  said  quietly:  "Hail,  smiling  morn!"  Then  he 
passed  on.  "When  I'm  dry,"  I  reflected,  "I  think  I 
may  laugh." 

Acceptance. 

Old  Eingrose  was  sitting  hunched  up  in  his  hard 
wooden  chair  in  the  cottage  kitchen.  I  could  see  he  was 
dying.  He  had  refused  to  take  to  his  bed  upstairs,  for,  as 
he  observed,  "  them  stairs  is  that  narrow  for  to  bring  you 
down." 

"  Ay,"  said  the  wife,  "  t'ould  man's  going.  I  tells  him 
I'll  spare  no  hexpense,  but  get  him  well  sided  [buried]." 

T'ould  man  coughed  feebly. 

"  Yo'  want  a  noo  pair  stays,  missus,"  he  said. 

"  Well  now,  I  do  want  a  noo  pair  stays  ;  but  Eingrose," 
I  says,  "  I'll  see  you  well  sided  fust,  and  I  wull." 


Natives. 


The  smack  lay  idly  in  mid-stream.  I  knew  the  men  were 
below  deck,  for  it  was  the  dinner-hour,  and  the  one  o'clock 
hush  had  fallen  on  the  endless  dykes  and  on  those  wide 
Essex  waters.  "  Dan,  ahoy !  "  I  shouted ;  and  presently, 
rowed  thither  by  a  sturdy  boy,  I  stepped  on  board.  The 
sail  went  up,  and  the  dredge-nets  splashed  into  the  stream. 
Then  began  a  multiplicity  of  duties.  The  boat  tacked  and 
tacked,  covering  a  certain  area  to  a  nicety.  The  dredge- 
nets  were  drawn  up  once  for  every  tack,  and  were  emptied 
of  their  wet  loads  of  oysters,  sea-weeds,  star-fish,  and 
crabs.  All  that  afternoon  my  curiosity  kept  its  edge  when 
the  nets  came  up.  What  horror,  what  jewel,  might  they 
not  contain  ?  Splash,  again,  went  the  nets  into  the  water, 
and  mop  and  bucket  made  all  clean.  It  was  tack  and 
dredge  and  mop  and  "  Duck  your  head,  sir !  "  for  three 
hours.  We  seemed  to  travel,  but  we  never  transgressed 
the  limits  of  that  hedgeless  field.  My  perspectives 
changed,  but  they  recurred ;  and  the  one  element  of  pro- 
gress of  which  I  could  be  certain  was  in  the  baskets. 
These  were  filling  with  three-year-old  oysters — "  half- 
wear  " — which  we  were  collecting  for  Whitstable. 

At  five  o'clock  we  stopped  work ;  and  almost  before  I 
was  aware  of  it  we  were  bowling  down  the  river,  the 
second  in  a  line  of  four  white-sailed  smacks,  to  the  oyster- 
beds.  There  we  put  our  half-wear  to  bed  in  the  tanks. 
The  smacksmen  shouted  and  greeted  each  other  in  the 
falling  twilight,  and  went  off  home  in  twos  and  threes.     I 


chose  1 1  linger.  And  at  last  I  saw  only  the  brief  November 
day  burning  low  over  the  water,  only  the  lines  of  masts 
and  cordage  on  the  apple-green  sky,  and  the  river  crinkling 
coldly  round  the  bows  of  sundry  smacks  and  yachts.  And 
I  thought  of  the  man  who  sits  with  a  tub  of  oysters  in 
fr6nt  of  him  at  the  Cafe  Monico. 


The  Book   Market. 

Do  Prolific  Authors  Tire  the  Public? 

One  of  our  bookseller  correspondents  wrote  to  us  the  other 
day  as  follows :  "  Prolific  authors  appear  to  tire  out 
their  patrons.  At  present  Anthony  Hope  is  at  his  high- 
water  mark.  Other  authors  who  have  been  prominent  are 
on  the  wane.  Authors  who  have  published  twelve  books 
should  be  suppressed."  We  have  asked  other  of  our  book- 
seller correspondents  to  favour  us  with  their  comments  on 
these  statements  ;  they  have  done  so  and  we  print  their 
replies  below  : 

London,  EC— "It  depends.  Where  a  'little  master,'  like 
Asterisk,  exhausts  all  his  types  in  six  novels,  a  genius  like  Mr. 
Meredith  may  produce  thirty  ever-living  romances  with  hardly  any 
appreciable  loss  of  power,  and  to  the  continued  delight  of  his 
readers.  It  is  purely  a  question  of  literary  capital.  It  is  true  that 
once  popular  novelists,  when  they  now  issue  a  book,  cinnot  rely  on 
the  public  support  that  they  had  in  days  gone  by.  It  would  then 
have  been  sufficient  to  say,  '  Oh,  here  is  a  new  novel  by  So-and-so ' 
to  sell  it.  But  now  the  public  say  :  '  What !  he  still  writing  '.  I  am 
tired  of  him  ;  give  me  somet'jing  new.'  " 

London,  W. — "  In  our  opinion  several  of  our  leading  novelists 
are  producing  their  works  so  rapidly  that  the  quality  has  con- 
siderably deteriorated,  and  the  demand  has  suffered  in  consequence. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  reputation  of  our  leading  lady  novelist  (who 
produces  a  novel  about  once  in  two  years)  is  fully  maintained,  her 
last  work  having  sold  quite  as  well  as  any  of  its  predecessors.  Tt  is 
quite  true  that  there  is  very  little  demand  for  novels  by  some  writers 
who  have  been  very  popular  in  the  pas'-,." 

Birmingham.— "  We  do  not  find  that  'prolific  authors'  tire 
out  their  readers,  bo  long  as  the  writers  have  a  story  to 
tell.  It  is  quite  true  that  many  authors  now  living  have 
wearied  their  readers— not  on  account  of  the  many  books  they 
write,  but  because  the  author  has  to  tell  a  story,  and  not 
because  '  he  has  a  story  to  tell.'  Such  old  friends  as  Mr.  Grant 
Allen,  Sir  Walter  Besmt,  Mr.  Wm.  Black,  Mr.  George  Macdonald, 
Mr.  Justin  McCarthy,  and  others  have  been  crowded  out :  new  books 
by  these  authors  cause  little,  if  any,  excitement.  Mr.  Blackmore 
and  Miss  Braddon  are  exceptions,  for  their  new  books  sell  as  freely 
as  ever.  None  of  the  authors  who  are  now  prominent  are  '  on  the 
wane.'  All  new  books  by  Mr.  Kipling,  Mrs.  Humphry  Ward,  Mr. 
Anthony  Hope,  Mr.  Stanley  Weyman,  Mr.  Barrie.  Mr.  Crockett, 
Marie  Corelli,  Mr.  Hall  Caine,  Mr.  Rider  Haggard,  Mr.  Conan  Doyle, 
Edna  Lyall,  Mr.  George  Meredith,  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker— all  these 
sell  far  better  to-day  than  they  have  done  in  the  past.  We  should 
say  that  the  diminished  popularity  of  certain  'old  established' 
authors  is  owing  to  the  simple  fact  that  they  now  fail  to  charm  ; 
all  know  their  plots,  th^ir  language,  and  their  episodes— may 
we  say  their  mannerisms?  Notwithstanding,  we  would  not 
'suppress'  them." 

ANOTHER  correspondent  writes  to  us  from  this  city :  "  We 
could  name  several  authors,  who  have  recently  enjoyed  great 
popularity,  who  are  '  already  on  the  wane.'  We  emphatically  protest 
against  the  ever-increasing  system  on  the  part  of  new  authors  who, 
after  issuing  a  new  book  which  has  been  a  success,  immediately 
flood  the  ma  -ket  with  immature  works  which,  in  the  great  majority 
of  cases,  have  been  written  years  previously,  a  system  which  is  most 
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iMJiirions  to  cvoryono  concerned  in  the  making  of  books.  We  think 
l.iil.liHhere,  CHpecially  gome  of  the  newer  ones,  are  e<iually  to  blame 
for  this  unfortunBt<i  state  of  affairs  owing  to  their  w»iferne»B  to 
l.iiblish  work  by  a  rising  young  author,  whether  it  is  good,  bad,  or 
indifferent,  so  long  as  they  can  get  his  or  her  name  in  their 
iiitalogues." 

ItnxTON.-"  In  reply  to  your  proposition,  '  that  proliao  authors 
tire  out  their  patrons,"  in  the  course  of  many  years'  experience  of 
a  oiroulatinK'  library  we  find  that  so  long  an  an  author  maintains  in 
tbe  later  books  an  equal  interest  and  force  to  his  first,  thry  enjoy  a 
^'r..ater  demand.  Too  frequently,  an  author  makes  his  name  and 
then  trusts  solely  to  it.  If  certain  authors  could  renew  the  charm 
c.f  their  earlier  works  they  would  find  themselves  'the  rage'  again.'" 

Bristol.— "  Did  Soott  tire  his  patrons?  Did  Dickens  or 
Thackeray  .'  No.  But  Lytton  and  Mrs.  Henry  Wood  have  fallen 
nIV  in  circulation.  So  have  several  living  writern,  but  not  Mr 
Mrrwllth  nor  Mr.  Hardy.  And  if  Anthony  Hope,  Mr.  Crockett,  and 
uthor  writers,  have  reached  their  high- water  mark,  still  we  look  for 
(looasional  spring  tides  here." 

Dabi.incton.— "  We    can    endorse  every  word  of   your  corre. 
spondent's  statement.     Bookbuyers  often  remark  that  a  popular 
(hor  has  written  hi.nself  (or  herself)  out.     Popular  authors  write 
'  much  ;  it  becomes  a  question  of  quantity  rather  than  quaUty." 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  7. 

I.  VST  week  we  a.sked  our  readers  to  assist  in  editing  an  imaginary 
Piper.  "  Let  it  first,"  we  wrote,  "  be  assumed  that  money  is  no  object 
iiul  that  everyone,  iu  reason,  to  whom  application  for  an  article  is 

"lo  will  be  ready  to  grant  it.  We  say  in  reason  to  exclude,  for 
simple.  Her  Majesty  or  the  Prince  of  Wales.  With  everythinj,'  thus 
111  his  favour,  what  twelve  persons,  men  or  women,  would  the  editor 
approach  at  the  present  moment  for  personal  statements  on  subjects 
most  congenial  to  them,  in  order  that  his  next  issue  might  be  of  the 
highest  importance  and  interest  ?  "  That  was  the  question,  and  a 
prize  of  one  guinea  was  offered  to  the  competitor  who  returned  the 
best  list. 

The  competition  has  proved  the  most  popular  yet  set,  and  more 
than  fifty  answers  have  been  received.  Of  these,  that  contributed 
l.y  Mr.  Edgar  Turner,  ,5,  Cliftm-road,  Crouch  End,  N  ,  is  considered 
lliobest.    His  suggestions  follow  : 

Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain,  "  If  I  were  Premier  " 

Lord  Kitchener.  '•  The  British  Soldier  in  Peace  and  in  War  "" 

Mr.  Cfcil  Rhodes,  "Africa  in  the  Year  2(MI0  " 

Countess   of   Aberdeen,  •'  Women   at  Home  and   Women  in   the 
Colonies. 

Count  Tolstoi,  "  The  Peace  Congress." 

Mr.  A^C.  Swinburne,  'The  Office  of  Poet  Laureate" 

Lord  Rosebery,  '■  Myself  and  the  Liberal  Party  " 

Miss  Kllen  Terry.  "  Women  and  the  Stage  '" 

M.  Emile  Zola,  -The  Honour  of  France." 

Mr.  Rudjard  Kipling.  •'  If  Russia  were  to  Invade  India  " 

Mr.  G  J.  Goschen,  "  The  British  Navy  :  Facts  and  Fancie.-." 

Ihe  Duke  of  Portland,  -'The  Druce  Claimant." 
V  cheque  for  a  guinea  has  been  sent  to  Mr.  Turner. 

Before  printing  a  selection  of  the  remaining  lists,  we  may 
iremark  generally  on  their  character.    Mr.  Kipling  figures  in  almost 

111.  bometimes  he  is  down  for  a  poem,  once  or  twice  for  a  story  • 
|but  usually  for  an  Imperial  topic.  Lord  Salisbury  and  Lord 
Mtcnener,  of  course,  are  practicaJly  indispensable.    Her  Maiesty 

ippears  once,  and  the  German  Emperor  several  times.  Mr.  Mere- 
pith,  if  he  took  all  the  hints  offered,  would  have  to  write  eight 
articles:  on  "How  to  Study  Women,"  on  'Lucidity  of  Style,"  on 

.  Pnh  iiw  p  '^'^"""^'y  '°J'°^  ^ty'''-"  °"  "  '^enty  Years  as 
i  Publishers  Reader,"  on   "The  Essentials  of  Poetry,'"  on  "The 

I' ^R™,  ''^%"^''  ^'^'f  '"  Relation  to  Literary  Culture,"  and  on  a 
Definition  of  Poetry."  There  is  a  touch  of  sa.ire  in  one  or  two  of 
LwuJ"'?r'''''  ^-l^  reminds  us  that  several  competitors  have 
KTh.  A^  P  «  ■""'i  !"°  '■""'<"■  ^igoro'-sly-  Lord  Kitchener  on 
h1  "  w°  ^'"^  Entertained  "  and  '•  My  Opinion  of  the  Corpora- 
&,ve*  •  i^,!}""".*"?  °°  "  ^*>e  Virulence  of  the  Pun."  Sir  W. 
Maniott  on  '-Methods  and  Principles  of  Club  Life,"  the  Emperor  of 


China  on  '•  Anntii  — thew  are  lome  of  the  homoroiu  lugeeaUoDii. 
Many  of  the  oomp«titon>,  we  might  mention,  name  two  or  three 
very  good  potential  artidcK,  but  then  dtcline  into  commonplace 
Krom  ihetea  very  good  Imt  could  bo  compiled  thna,  "The  tiourt 
of  8t.  Jamee .,"•  by  Col.  John  Hay;  "The  Vaccination  Act."  by 
Lord  Lister;  "The  Future  of  Egypt,"  by  Lord  Cromer ;  "A  Dim 
Kept  on  the  He  du  Diable,"  by  M.  Dreyfu* ;  "Who  1»  'C  E 
Kaimond".'"  by  Mr.  Hcineraann ;  "Antaictfo  Explomtlon,"' by  Dr! 
Nansen;  ''The  .Story  of  the  Evacuation  of  Crete,"  by  Admiial 
Noel  ;  ••  Chrietian  Science,"'  by  Mr.  Vict/.r  Hon.li-y ;  and  "The 
Kaiser  •  Pilgrimage  to  Jem»»leni,"  by  Mr.  Zangwill. 

We  proceed  now  to  give  »  eelection  of  the  beat  of  the  tUMDoonifnl 

lists  : 

The  Mo«t  Noble  the  Marquees  of  Salisbnry,  'Onr  BelaUons  with 

France."' 
Lord  Kitchener  of  Khartum,  "  The  Future  of  the  Soadan." 
Lord  Charics  Beresford,  •  The  Regeneration  of  China."" 
Mr.  John  Morley.  M.P..   •  Gladstone  as  a  Literary  Artist" 
Mr.  George  Meredith.  "  A  Definition  of  Poetry.'' 
Prof.  E.  Dowden,  "  Mr.  Frank  Harris  on  Shakespeare." 
Mr.  A.  Carnegie,  "  America  for  the  Americans."" 
Mr.  George  B.  Shaw,  "Every  Man  hi.s  own  Playwright" 
The  Right  Hon  A.  J.  Balfour,  M.P.,  "The  Present  Crisis  in  the 

Church  of  England."' 
The  Editor  of  the  Daily  Chronicle,  "  Trayellfrs'  Tales." 
Mrs.  Humphry  Ward,  "  Aylwin." 
Mr.  Asquith,  "  The  Leadership  of  the  Liberal  Party." 

[H.  B.,  Oartcoeb.J 

M.  Dreyfus,  "  Diary  Kept  in  lie  du  Diable." 

Dr.  Nansen,  "A  Scheme  for  the  South  Arctic  Expedition." 

General  Booth,  "  A  Proposal  to  the  Government." 

Mr.  H.  K.  Arnold  Forster,  "  A  Perfectly  Accoutered  Man  o'  War  " 

Sir  William  Harconrt,  '•  What  I  would  do  if  I  were  Archbishop 

of  Canterbury." 
Mrs.  Meynell,  "  The  New  Baby  "  (a  poem). 
The  Sirdar,  "  What  Next  in  the  Soudan  !  ' 
M.  Hanotaux,  "  The  Future  of  France  as  Regards  her  Colonial 

Policy."" 
(rt)  Sir  J.  Macdonald.  (J)  Li  Hung  Chang.  'An  Amazing  Woman 

the  Empress  of  China."" 
Sir  P.  Sidney.  "  A  Diary  of  Stella  "  (unpublished  MS  ). 
Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling,  "  The  Charge  of  the  21st  Lancers." 
"  Elizabeth,"  '■  A  Paper  on  my  German  Neighbours." 

[E.  K.,  Ambleside.] 

Lord  Cnrzon,  "  India,  and  the  Eastern  Question." 

Lord  Rosebery,  "  Imperial  Federation.' 

Mr.  Chamberlain,  "  Colonial  Expansion  and  the  Maintenance  of 

the  Empire." 
Lord  Kitchener,  "Settlement  of  the  Soudan  Qneetion." 
Lord  Cromer,  "  The  Future  of  Egypt." 
Mr.  Cecil  Rhodes,  "  The  Development  of  Africa." 
Mr.  Kensit,  "  Ritualism  in  the  Church  of  England." 
Mr.  Hooley,  "  The  Ethics  of  Finance. ' 
M.  Zola,  "  The  Affaire  Dreyfus." 
Mr.  Tim  Healy.  "  O'Brien  s  Life  of  Parnell,  and  the  Future  of 

the  Home  Rule  Movement." 
Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling,  ■'  The  British  Army  and  Navy. ' 
Mr.  Henley,  "  Tne  Outlook  in  Modem  laterature." 

[D.  S.,  Glasgow.] 

Lord  Cromer,  'The  Future  of  Egypt" 

Admiral  Colomb,  "  Onr  Naval  Efficiency." 

Mr.  J  E.  C.  Bodley,  "  Undercurrents  in  Home  Politics  in  France 

Lord  Halifax,  "Catholic  Traditions  and  Eariy  Anglicans." 

Mrs.  Earle,  "  The  Revival  of  a  Fine  Art :  Gardening. " 

Mr.  Cecil  Rhodes,  "  From  Cairo  to  Cape  Town." 

Lord  Curzon,  "  Disarmament  and  Russian  Designs." 

Mr.  John  Morley,  "  Political  Antityjies  :  Bismarck  and  Gladstone.' 

Sir  James  Crichton  Browne,  M.D  ,  "  The  '  ConacienUous  Objector 

and  the  Commonweal." 
Archibald  Little,  "  Onr  Trade  Prospeote  in  Western  China." 
Rev.  William  Barry,  D.D.  (R.C.  Priest  at  Dorchester),  "Clerical 

Control  and  Obe<Uence  in  the  Anglican  Church." 
Mr.  George  W.  E.  Russell,  "  Hysterical  Journalism  and  iU  Influence 

on  Politics."  [A.  F.,  Betchworth.] 

Lord  Salisbnry,  "  Fashoda  and  the  Soudan." 

The  First  Sea  Lord,  'The  Navy." 

M.  Cavaignao,  "  The  Dreyfus  yuestion." 

Lord  Charles  Beresford,  "  British  Interests  in  China" 

Admiral  Noel,  "  Crete." 

Lord  Kitchener,  "The  Battle  of  Omdurman." 

Mr.  Swinburne,  "  Modem  Poetry." 

Mr.  J.  Redmond,  '•  O'Brien's  Life  of  Parnell." 
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Mrs.  Eddy,  "  Christian  Science." 

Duke  of  Portland,  "  The  Druce  Case." 

Sarah  Bernhardt.  "  English  Actors  and  Actresses." 

Sir  William  Crookea,  "  Spiritualism." 

[F.  E.  W.,  London.] 


Lord  Kitchener,  "  The  Soudan  Campaign." 

Lord  Salisbury,  "  The  Fashoda  Dispute." 

Mr.  Cecil  Rhodes,  "  Cairo  to  the  Cape." 

Mr.  G.  J.  Goschen,  "The  British  Navy." 

M.  Esterhazy,  '•  The  Dreyfus  Case." 

The  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  "  Ritualism  in  the  Church." 

Mr.  I.  Zangwill.  "The  Kaiser's  Pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem." 

Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling,  "  Our  Redcoats  and  Bluejackets." 

Mr.  John  Morley,  "Personal  Recollections  of  Mr.  Gladstone." 

Mr.  J.  Chamberlain,  "  Anglo-American  Alliance.' 

Mr.  Beerbohm  Tree.  '• '  The  Three  Musketeers  '  on  the  Stage." 

Mr.  E.  T.  Hooley,  '-On  Making  and  Losing  a  Fortune." 

[H.  T,  Epsom  ; 


Lord  Rowton,  "  Disraeli  as  I  Knew  Him." 

Sir  George  Newnes,  "  The  True  Inwardness  of  Louis  de  Rouge- 
mont." 

Cecil  Rhodes,  "  The  Truth  about  the  Jameson  Raid." 

The  Sirdar,  "  The  Reception  I  Anticipated  and  the  Reception  I 
Got" 

Rndyard  Kipling,  "The  Drawbacks  of  Success." 

Sir  Thomas  Lipton,  "  How  I  intend  to  Win  the  American  Yacht- 
ing Cup." 

A.  J.  Balfour,  "  What  Golf  has  Done  for  Me." 

John    Morley,   "Some    Curious    Finds  among    Mr.   Gladstone's 
Papers." 

Geo.  Bernard  Shaw,  "  How  to  be  Happy  though  Married." 

W.  T.  Stead.  "The   Three  Chief  Points  of  the  Nonconformist 
Conscience." 

Editor  of  the  Academy,  "  If  the  Academy  had  a  Circulation  of  a 
Million  Weekly." 

Lord  Curzon,  " First  Impressions  in  My  New  Office.' 

[C.  C,  London.] 


Answers  received  also  from  H.  R.  H.,  London  ;  A.  W.,  Bungay 
A.  A.  M..  London  ;  C.  W..  Forest  Gate  :  B.  C ,  S.  Ealing  ;  A.  E.  M. 
Herne-hill  ;  M.  C.  E.,  Forest-hill ;  A.  B.,  London  ;  C.  S.  K.,  Man 
Chester  ;  E  R.  P.,  Liverpool  ;  J.  R.  N  ,  London  :  S.  J.  G  ,  London 
F.  M.,  London  ;  S.  C  X.  G.,  Loudon  ;  W.  B.,  London  ;  B.  A.  B. 
London  ;  B.,  Pangbourne  ;  A.  M.  B.,  Walton  ;  H.  A  ,  New  Brighton 
J.  A.H.,  South  Woodford  ;  G.  W.  P.,  Sheffield  ;  E.  E.  T..  S^ttrington 
C.  D.,  London  ;  E.  T.,  Liverpool  :  J.  S.  L  ,  Newcastle  ;  E.  V.,  London 
C.  F.  E.,  West  Kirby  ;  R.  W.,  Glasgow  ;  W.  M.,  Glasgow  ;  .W.  W. 
Wallingford  :  F.  G.  B.,  Winchester ;  W.  L.  S.,  Norwich  ;  H.  0. 
London  ;  E.  X.  L.,  London  ;  K.  J.'C,  Edinburgh  :  J.  M.,  Cambridge 
J.  R.  F  .  Bellshill ;  A.  C,  Edinburgh  ;  P.  K.  P.,  Clapton  :  C.  R.  D 
Moseley  ;  E.  C.  M.  D..  Crediton  :  F.  M.  W.,  Ilford  ;  C.  F.  K..  Eccles 
F.  S.,  London  :  H.  J..  London  ;  T.  A  ,  London  ;  H.  F.  N.  S.,  London 
W.  F.  C,  London  ;  T.  E.  0.,  Brighton. 


Competition  No.  8. 

This  week  we  ask  for  assistance  in  composing  a  literary  map  of 
England  (exclusive  of  Scotland,  Ireland,  and  Wales).  By  this  time, 
in  the  works  of  English  authors  old  and  new,  most  of  the  country 
has  been  covered  either  in  prose  or  verse.  For  example.  Lady 
Newdegate  Newdigate  has  just  been  showing  in  The  C/u-verels  of 
Cheverel  Manor  that  George  Eliot's  Mr.  OUfil's  Love-Stnry  is 
steeped  in  the  local  colour  of  Warwickshire  ;  Mr.  Hardy,  as  every- 
one knows,  has  made  Wessex  bis  own  ;  "  Q.'s  "  works  are  of  Corn- 
wall compact ;  Crabbe,  the  poet,  described  Aldeburgh  in  Suilolk  ; 
Wordsworth  is  full  of  Lake  scenery.  These  are  well-known  names  ; 
in  addition  to  these  are  many  excellent  but  not  conspicuous  writers, 
living  or  dead,  who  have  carefully  depicted  real  places  in  their 
books.  What  we  ask  is,  as  complete  a  list  of  the  "  Local 
Colourists  "  of  English  imaginative  literature  as  can  be  compiled. 
To  the  competitor  who  sends  the  largest  number  of  worthy  names, 
with  his  or  her  particular  locality  against  each  and  the  titles  of  the 
books  in  question,  a  prize  of  one  guinea  will  be  sent.  We  confine 
the  authors  to  imaginative  authors,  to  exclude  topographers  and 
archicologists,  and  we  say  '•  worthy  "  to  exclude  writers  with  a 
purely  local  reputation. 

Answers,  addressed  '  Litei;ary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43, 
Chancery-lane,  W.C.,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post  on 
Tuesday  morning,  November  29.  Each  answer  must  be  accom- 
panied by  the  coupon  cut  from  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of 
p.  310. 


The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 

An    Offer    to     Authors. 

The  Coaductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion 
with  the  Academy  invite  works  in  MS.  for  consideration. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  No  fee  for  reading  and 
reporting,  or  for  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  is  set  forth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  an  assumed  name  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "Academy  Bureau" 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  M8.  should  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  applies  only  to  books  that 
have  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors 
of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  M8S.  submitted  to 
them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss.  They 
cannot  enter  into  correspondence  with  authors  on  the  subject 
of  books  criticised  in  the  Bureau,  or  as  to  completed  agree- 
ments. 


I 


The  King  Cometh. 


By  K.  C.  B. 


K.  C.  B.  is  a  man  of  aristocratic  and  monarchical  ten- 
dencies. "  In  setting  forth  the  advantages  of  a  Constitutional 
Monarchy,"  hn  says,  "  I  am  but  living  up  to  the  demand  for 
truth  in  my  own  nature.  There  are  people  who  will  disagree 
with  me.  Let  them  prove,  to  my  confusion,  any  nobler  form 
of  government  now  in  existence."  Tlie  Kinii  Cometh  was 
written  in  order  to  show  how  foolish  it  would  be  to  accept 
K.  C.  B.'s  challenge.  It  is  the  most  extraordinary  novel 
we  have  read  for  many  a  day.  Lord  Lonsdale,  brother  of  an 
English  duke,  weds  an  American  "  millionairess,"  who  has  a 
Soul  and  noble  aspirations.  The  baby  having  come,  she  tells 
her  husband  that  it  is  too  dreadful  to  think  of  the  United 
States  remaining  a  republic  when  the  alternative  of  monarchy 
is  before  it.  "Suppose  they  had  a  leader,"  she  said,  "a  man 
chosen,  not  for  a  short  term  of  four  years,  or  even  eight,  but 
for  life— a  man  of  pure  aims  and  lofty  ideals,  of  intellect  and 
force,  who  would  give  his  own  life  to  serve  his  country,  not  for 
his  own  gain,  but  for  his  country's  good — would  not  that  be 
a  thousand  times  better  than  the  present  chaotic  and  corrupt 
condition  of  affairs  ?  "  Lord  Lonsdale  being  unable  to  gainsay 
the  proposition,  the  baby  was  carefully  brought  up  with  a  view 
to  his  being  Sovereign  of  the  United  States.  The  strange  thing 
is  that  the  project  was  accomplished.  The  baby  took  New  ■ 
York  by  force  of  arms,  and  became  a  monarch.  As  the  duke  1 
had  died  of  drink,  and  his  father  on  the  polo  ground,  the  baby 
was  His  Grace  by  that  time.  He  had  chosen  a  duchess.  Thus 
the  revolution  was  a  comparatively  easy  affair.  Having  an 
American  friend  who  would  whip  out  his  shooting-iron  if  we 
arranged  for  publication  of  this  book,  we  take  refuge  in 
cowardice.  We  are  somewhat  stricken,  too,  at  the  thought  of 
how  these  few  lines  will  find  the  real  Lord  Lonsdale. 

When  Modesty  Died,  and  Other  Stories.         By  K.  C.  B. 

Although  there  is  some  fairly  good  writing  in  it,  this  volume 
is  open  to  many  objections.  We  sum  them  uj)  in  saying  that 
K.  C.  B.  lacks  a  sense  of  the  absurd.  We  oiu-selves  approve 
many  of  K.  C.  B.'s  sentiments ;  but  he  touches  the  chords  of 
sympathy  in  rather  commonplace  ways. 
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SMITH,    ELDER  &   CO.'S   NEW   BOOKS. 

PRINCE  BISMARCK'S  RECOLLECTIONS. 

On    NOVEMBER   29th    will   ba   Published, 

2  vols.,  with   Portraits,  and  a  Facsimile  of  Handwriting,  demy  8vo,  328., 

BISMARCK: 

THE     MAN     AND    THE     STATESMAN. 

llEI.V'i 

The   Reflections  and   Reminiscences 


Written  and  Dictated  by  Himself  after  his  Retirement  from  Office. 

Trnnslated  from  the  German  under  the  supervision  of 

A.  J.   BUTLER,  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,   Cambridge. 

NOTICE. — The   demand  for   this    Work   is   sure   to   be   large,    and  intendinsi   purcfasirs  are  recommended   to 
place  their  oraers  ct  once  with  a  bookseller  to  secure  a  copy  of  tne  Firar  tdition. 


JUST   PUBLISHED.— With  2  Portraits   of    Slalespeare,  a  Portrait  of    tbe 

Karl  of  Southampton,  and  FHCsimites  of  Shakespeare's  known  Signatures, 

Crown  8vo,  7s.  tid. 

A  LIFE  ofWILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE 


EDITOR  OP 


By  SIDNEY  LEE, 

'THK   DICTIONARY  OF  NATIONAL  BIOGRAPHY. 


Times.  — *'  A  naiirvel  of  research,  and,  tbouf^h  we  find  it  hard  to  af^ree  with 
alt  tbe    author's    conclu&ioiis.  it    is,  on    the  whole,  remarkably  temperate. 

judicious,  and  conviucinn Never  belore  has  learning  been  brotigut  to  bear 

upou  Shakespeare's  biography  with  anj  thing  like  the  same  force." 


THE    LIFE    OF 

CHARLES  STEWART  PARNELL 

(1846-1891). 

By  R.  BARRY  O'BRIEN,  Author  of  "  Fifty  Years  o£ 

Conoes-ions  to  Ireland,"  &c. 

With  a  PORTRAIT,  a  VIEW  OF  AVONDALE,  and  a  FACSIMILE 

LETTER.    2  vols,  Urge  post  8vo,  2l8. 

Literature.—*'  Not  only  indispensable  to  the  student  of  political  affairs,  but 
most  interesting  to  the  general  reader...  .  A  very  pleasant  and  valnable  work." 
Spectator, — "  A  very  interesting  book  on  a  remarkably  interesting  subject." 

IMMI'IDIATKLY,  with  8  Illustrations  and  a  Maj),  lurgc  crown  8vo.  lOs.  «d. 

RHODESIA   and  its   GOVERNMENT.      By  H.  C. 

TllO.MSON,  .Vuthor  of  "  The  Chitral  CampHi;.--!!  "  and  of  *'  The  Outgoing 
Turk." 

Neaw  Edition  of  J.  A.  Symonds'  "  Travel  Sketches." 

On    DECEMUER    2,    THIRO     SEHIEW.    COMPLETING    THE    WORK. 
Wit;i  ft  Portrait.    Large  crown  8vo,  7s.  Od. 

SKETCHES  and  STUDIES  in  ITALY  and  GREECE. 

By  the  late  JOHN  ADDINGTOS  SYMONDS. 

INTRODUCTION  to  the  STUDY  of  the  RENAIS- 

SANl'K.     llv  Mrs.  LILIAN  1'".  I'IKLD.    Crown  8vo,  0».       [On  Dec.  2. 

CHARLES  LAMB  AND  THE  LLOYDS. 

Edited  by  E.  V.  LUCAS. 

With  Portraits  and  ii  Fussiniile  Letter.    Small  post  8vu,  Us. 
T(»»c»— "What  gives  the  volume  a  real  claim  to  BltontioQ  is  the  story  of 

the  friendship  between  Charles  Lanih  and  young  Robert  Lloyd These  letters 

of  Lamb  are  the  gem5  of  Mr.  Lucas".^  volume." 

IDLEHURST :  a  Journal  kept  in  the  Country.    By 

JOHN  IIALSUAM.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Time).-'"  Nature  and  man  lu  the  Weald  of  Sussex  are  skelcbed  with 
8ymi>alhy  and  a  genial  pen." 

Manchester  Gtiardian,  "The  descriptive  power  sho^n  is  of  the  highest 
kind." 

AURORA  LEIGH      By  Elizabeth  Barrett  Brown- 

INc;.  NEW  and  CHK\1'ER  EDITION.  With  an  Introduction  by 
ALGERNON  CUARLE8  SWINBURNE,  and  a  Frontispiece.  Crown 
8to,  cloth,  gilt  edget,  3s.  6d. 


NEW  WORK   BY  THB  ACTHOR   OP   "  DKBOS  THAT  WON   THB 
BMPIRB  " 

On  NOVEMBER  3il,  with  16  Portraits,  13  Plans,  and  a  Facilmite  Lotur 
of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  crown  8to,  to. 

FIGHTS    FOR    THE    FLAG. 

By  W.  H.  FITCHETT  ("  Vedktte  '). 
BY   THE  ISAME  AUTHOR. 

DEEDS   THAT   WON   THE   EMPIRE.      With  16 

Poriraits  and  11  Plana.    Seventh  Edition.    Cro*u  Svo,  6h. 
The  Sitectator.—**  Not  Hince  Alacaulay  ceased  tu  wricc  ba»  KusUsb  litcnoare 
produced  a  writer  capable  of  uiftuing  such  life  and  vigour  uilo  historical 
eoenea."  

PUBLISUED  TO-DAY,  with  2  Portraits,  a  Plan,  and  10  lUiistrationB, 

laive crown  Hvo,  7h.  6<1. 

THE    SEPOY    MUTINY. 

As  Seen  by  a  Subaltern  from  Delhi  to  Lucknow. 
By  Col.  EDWARD  VIBART. 

IMMEDIATELY,  >vith  8  Illustrations  and  a  Chart,  large  post  8vo,  8«.  ed. 

THE  CRUISE  of  the  "  CACHALOT  " :   Sound  the 

World  alter  Spjrm  Whales.    By  fRANK  T.  liULLEN,  First  Male. 

BRITISH  RULE    and    MODERN  POLITICS:    an 

Historical  Study.      By  the  Hon,  A,  S.  G.  CANNING.  Atitbor  of  "Tbo 
Divided  Irish,"  **  History  in  Fact  and  Fiction."    LarRe  crown  8vo,  7s.  ttd. 
People,  —"  Should  help  foreigners  to  understand  bow  our  miKbty  empirtf 
was  built  up." 

Be^tut  Nato9  Letter.— **Vfi\\  add  to  Mr.  C&nniug's  literary  and  historical 
reputation.'* 

PAGES    from  a  PRIVATE    DIARY.      Reprinted 

trom  the  CornhiU  Magazine.    Crown  8v<>,  6s. 
Times.—** 'Tha  writer  has  a  pretty  wit  and  Rosaips  amiably." 

isr  E  "^^r      isroTTELS- 

I'OBLISUED  TO-DAY,  crown  8vo,  6h. 

THECLA'S  vow.    By  the  late  Antonio  Gallenga, 

Author  of  *' Castellamonte,"  A.c. 

EATRINA:    a    Tale    of    the    Karoo.      By   Anna 

IIOWARTII,  Author  of  "Jan;  an  Afrikander."    Crown  »vo,  68. 
Spt'ctator.—"'  A  tale  which  fully  maintains  iLo  impression  created  by  ter 
earlier  novel." 

THE    CASTLE    INN.      By    Stanley  J.  Weyman, 

Author  of  "  A  (ientleman  of  France,"  "  Shrewsbury,'*  Ac.    With  a  Froa- 
tispioco.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  tts. 
S.  tfctafor.—"  A  bappy  combinaiiun  of  tbe  quabiics  of  his  earlier  and  later 

work alert  narrative  and  wca'th  of  incident,  coupled  ivith  careful  portratture 

and  development  of  character." 

Oa»rrf*a»— "The  story  is  told  in  Mr.  Woy man's  best  manner— and  low 
good  that  is  nobody  needs  to  learn  at  this  time  of  day." 

Daily  ifetD8.—  *^r.  Weyman  has  written   nothing  informed  with  mors 
charm,  more  daah,  or  more  character." 


London:    SMITH,  ELDER  &  CO.,  15,  Waterloo  Place,  S.W. 
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MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S   LIST. 

HUGH  THOMSON'S  ILLUSTRATED  FAIRY  BOOK. 

JACK,  the  GIANT  KILLER.    With  16  Full-Page  Coloured 

IlliistrationH   and    16    Decorated   Text    Pages,  by    HUGH    THOMSON.      In    Coloured  Pictorial 

Wrapper,  Is. 
Outlook.—  "  There  is  only  one  really  good  picture-book  with  Kiante  in  it,  and  that  ope  is  a  beauty." 
Educational  Times. — **  Perhaps  the  best  little  picture-boot  of  the  year." 
I*all  tall  Gazette^ — **  'Jack,  the  Giant  Killer'  as  pictured  by  this  clever  artist  is  like  a  new  story.'' 

UUDYARD    KIPjuING'S    NEW    BOOK. 

Tliirty-fifth  Thousand. 

THE      DAY'S      WORK. 

Crown  8vo,  6s. 


F.   MARION   CRAWFORD'S   NEW   WORK. 

AVE  ROMA  IMMORTALIS.    Studies  from  the  Chronicles 

of  Rome.     By  F.  MAIUON  CaAWFORD.    lUuRtrated  with  28  Full-Page  Photogravures,  100 Illus- 
trations in  the  Text,  and  Maps.     In  2  vols.    Grown  8vo,  2l8.  net. 

*♦*  AIpo  an  Edition  de  Luxe,  limited  to  50  copies,  50^.  net. 
Academy  — "  By  this  work  Mr.  Crawford  makes  Rome  intelligible  to  the  most  ignorant  of  tourists.     He 
has  written  a  history  and  guide-book  in  one  with  the  tlowing  pen  that  is  so  dear  lo  the  readers  of  his 
popious  novels,  ani  the  result  is  extremely  agreeable The  illustrations,  in  the  form  of  excellent  photo- 
graphs of  modern  Rome,  are  as  good  as  one  could  wiwh." 

NEW   EDITION   0?   "CRANFORD." 

By  Mrs.  QaskelL    With  a  Preface  by  Anne 

"60  Pen-aud-Iuk  Sketches  by 


CRANFORD. 


THACKRRAY  RITCHIE.       With   40  Colourea   HloBtrations    and 
HUGH  THOMSON.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  top,  6s. 
Athenceum. — *'  A  charmiug  edition  of  '  Cranford.*  '* 


MACMILLAN'S     MAGAZINE. 


No.  CO. 


DECEMBER. 


Pricti  Is. 


1. 


4.-1 


Contests. 
■THE    TREASURY    OFFICER'S  WOOING.      By    Cecil 

LOWIB.      0ODclU.iOQ. 

■WISDOM  and  DEMOCRACY. 

■THE  POINT  of  HONOUR.    B.v  David  Hannav. 

•COUNTRY  NOTES.    By  S.  (i.  Tallkstvre  -VII.  The  Rail- 
way  Station. 
.-TRADER  ELLISON.    By  Habold  Bisdloss. 
.-THE  MADNESS  of  Mr.  KIPLINO.    By  As  Admirkr. 
.-WHO  SHOT  GLENURE  ?    By  Asdrew  Lamo. 
-THE   JUBILEE   of  tho   AUSTRIAN    EMPEROR.      By 

C.  B.  Roylanck-Kext. 
-WITHERED  LAURELS:  a  Reverie  among  the  Tombs. 


NOW  READY.  PRICE  ONE  SHILLING. 

THE  TEMPLE  BAR  MAGAZINE 

Contests  or  No.  457,  for  DECEMBER,  1898. 

l.-YOUNG  APRIL.    Chapters  VI.-X. 

II.-A  SPARTAN  MOTHER. 
III.-OUR  GREAT  FRONTIER  RAILWAY. 
IV.-IN  E.XTREMIS. 

v.— CUBAN  PICTURES. 

VL- MILTON  as  SEEN  in  his  LATIN  POEMS, 
m.— AN  ODDMENT. 
VIII.-EYES  of  FAMOUS  FOLK. 
IX  -SAMUEL  WILLIAM  WAYTE. 

X.— A  ROSE  of  DECEMBER. 


THE    CENTURY    MAGAZINE. 

Illustrated.    Price  Is.  4d.    Annual  Subscription,  iiost- 
free.  163. 

The  DECEMBER  NUMBER  contains- 
THE    SECOND    INSTALMENT   of    F.    MARION    CRAW- 
FORD'S NEW  NOVEL, 
VIA  CRUCIS :  a  Romance  of  the  Second  Crusade. 
CHRISTMAS  at  BETHLEHEM.    By  J.  J.  TissoT. 

THE    SINKING    of    the     "MERRIMAC."     By    Ricaiiosn 

Pearson  Horn  .n,  U.S.N. 

CiPTAIN  SIGSBEE'S  OWN  STORY  of  the  DESTRUCTION 

of  the  "MAINE."-]!.  The  Explosion. 

And  nunKrout  othtr  Storits  and  Articltt  of  Gtasral  Interest. 

ALSO  READY. 

Vol.  LVI.,  May— Oct.,  1S98.    Price  lOe.  Od. 


ST.      NICHOLAS. 

Illustrated.    Price  Is.    Annual  Subscription,  post.free,  i.e. 

The  DECEMBER   NUMBER  oontains- 

CHAPTERS  III.  and  IV.  of  GEO.  A.  HENTY'S  NEW  STORY, 

THE    SOLE    SURVIVORS. 
"  MARK  V."    The  Story  of  a  Torpedo.    By  Clakence  Mairo. 
BRIGHT   SIDES  of    HISTORY.    A  Series  of  Amusing  and 
laterestii^  Episodes  of    History,    Ancient  and    Modern. 
Chaps.  IIL  and  IV.     By  E.  11.  House. 

And  numeTonit  other  Storiee  for  Children. 
ALSO  READY. 
Vol  XXV.  (Part  If.),  May-Oct,,  1898,  price Ss.6d 


OBSERVATIONS    of   a    RANCH- 

WOMAN    in  NEW    MEXICO.     B.y  KDITH    M. 
NtOHOLL.    With  lUastrations.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 


MACMILLAN'S    NEW   NOVELS. 

Crown  Svo,  6s.  each. 

The  ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS, 

Foundling,  Thief,  Juggler,  and  Fencing  Master 
during   the    French  Revolution.      My  S.  WEIR 
MITOHKLL,  M.D. 
r((t/i/ Jfait— "This  lively  piece  of  imagination  is  animated 
tlirougtiout  by  strong  human  interest  and  novel  inciileiit." 

BISMILLAH.     By  A  J.  Dawson 

Acitdemy. — "  Romantic  ant!  dramatic,  and  full  of  colour." 

A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN 

By  ROLF  BOLDREWOOD. 

Dailii  Telegraph.—"  Eminently  readable,  being  written  in  the 
Itretzy,  happy-go-lucky  st.vle  which  charterises  the  more  recent 
fictional  works  of  the  autlior  of  that  singularly  earnest  and 
impressive  romance.  '  Rolibery  Under  Arms."  " 

HER    MEMORY.      By  Maarten 

MAARTE.VS. 
Daiti/  Tdetjraph.^"  Full   of   the   quiet  grace   and   literary 
excelleuce  which  we  have  now  learned  to  ass}ciate  with  the 
author." 

MRS.  MOLESWORTH'S  NEW  VOLUME. 

THE    MAGIC    NUTS.      By    Mrs. 

MOLESWORTH.     With  Ilhistrations  by  ROSIE 
M.  M.  PITMAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  cleKimt,  48.  ed. 
Diiili;  Mews.—  '  Can  be  strongly  recommended." 

FOR   PEGGY'S    SAKE.     By  Mrs. 

EDWIN  HOHLEK.  Author  of  "The  Green  Tob.v 
Jug,"  &o.  Illustrated  by  F.  H.  T0WN8END. 
Crown  8vo,  4s.  6d. 

STORIES  from  LOWLY    LIFE  of 

MICE,    nOGS,    and     OTHER    ANIMALS.      By 
C.   M.  DUPPA.     With   Illustrations  by  LOUIS 
WAIN.     Pott  4to,  4s.  6d. 
Genthwoman.—'*  Will  charm  all  children  between  the  ages  of 
three  and  »eveu.  and  they  are  certain  to  lind  great  delight  in 
putting  a  fat  fiui^er  down  on  Mr.  Louia  Wain's  clever  illustra- 
tions ot  animals." 

THE  RANCH  on  the  OXHIDE :  a 

Storv  of  Hoys'  and  Girls'  Life  on  the  Frontier. 
By  HENRY  INMAN.  With  6  Full-Page  lUustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

STORIES  FROM  AMERICAN  HISTORY. 

BUCCANEERS   and   PIRATES  of 

OCR   COASTS.     By    FRVNK   R.    STOCKTON. 
With   Illustrations  by  GEORGE    VARIAN    and 
B.  WEST  CLINEDINST.    Crown  8vo,  (ifi. 
Pnll  Mali  Gmetle. — "A  fine  book They  are  exciting  read- 
ing  Eminently  informing." 

SrXPEWr  EDITION  OP     . 

ALICE'S  ADVENTURES  in  WON- 

DERLAND.  By  LEWIS  CARROLL.  Wittl43 
lUustrations  by  JOHN  TENNIEL, 


MACMILLAN    &    CO.,    Ltd.,    London. 


W.THACKER&CO.'S 

NEW   BOOKS. 

NOW  READY   at   the  Libraries  and  Booksellers' in 
Town  and  Country. 

MR.  KIPLING'S  FAMOUS  DITTIES 

22,000  CoiJies  have  been  Sold  of  DEPART- 
MENTAL UITTIES  and  Other  Verses,  by 

RTJDYARD     KIPLING. 

Tenth  Edition,  printed  on  antifjue  wove  paper,  and 

Illustrated  by  Dudley  Cleaver. 

Crown  8vo,  handsomely  bouna,  gilt  toj),  price  68. 


Edition  de  Luxe  of  the  Works  of  the  late 

MAJOR  G.  J.  WHYTEMELYILLE 

Illustrated  by  Hugh  Thomson,  G.  H.  Jalland,  Edmund 
Caldwell,  C  E.  lirock,  and  others. 

EOITHU   HY   THE 

Right  Hon.  Sir  UEROERT  MAXWELL,  Bart.,  M.P. 

Demy  8vo,   handsomely  bound,  with  gilt  tops, 

price  lOs.  6d.  net.  each  volume. 

Printed  from  new  type,  on  hand-made  deckle-edged 

paper,  specially  made  for  this  enition. 

*,*    Each  volume  will  contain  a  beautiful  Coloured 

Frontispiece  printed  on  Japanese  Vellum,  and  other 

Full-Pai^t'  Illu^tratiollS. 

Vol.1.  RIDING  RECOLLECTIONS.    {Xowready. 
Vol.  II.  KATERFCLTO.  \_End  of  Nonemher. 

•,♦  To  l>e  followiHl  l.y  the  other  Work)  of  WIIYTE- 
MJilLVIIjIiE  until  comiilwted. 

"  It  is  a  handsoimily  printed  dlition.  tu  which  the  drawings  of 
Mr.  Hugh  Thomson  are  at  ouce  an  umbullishmeut  and  au  ad- 
vertiBeinuiit.  Little  as  Whyte-Melville  cared  for  wh%t  Sir 
Ittrbert  Maxwell  caUs  the  'milliu«ryof  bibliograph  .'  we  think 
he  would  have  taken  pleasure  in  these  tasteful  volumes." 

Pail  Mall  Gasdte. 

ILLUSTRATIONS     BY    SIR    FRANK 
LOCKWOOD. 

HUNTING      REMINISCENCES. 

By  ALFRED  E.  I'BASK.  M.l'.    With  lUiistratious  by  the 

late  Hir  Frank  Lockwood,  C'utbbert  Bradley,  &c.    Crown 

8vo,  tid. 

AIbo  an  EDITION  DE  LUXE,  witli  Uoloured  Frontisiiiece 

by  Sir  FranB    Lockwood  and  extra  lUuBtratious.  'i\».  net.    (A 

few  Copies  only  left.) 

"  There  is  mure  to  l>e  learned  from  Mr.  Pease's  volume  than 
from  a  library  of  more  preteutious  treatiBee."— riiiw*. 

A  NEW  BOOK   FOR  THE    SPORTSMAN  AND 
TRAVELLER. 

THE     SNAFFLE     PAPERS. 

and  Uoiin<I."  "  In  the 
"  &c.      Illustrated  by 

kl. 


'■  SNA  FFLE."  Author  of  "  (Jun,  IliHt- 
Land  of  the  Bora,"  "In  the  Jungle 
Harry  Di.vuu.     Larg'i  frown  Svo,  im. 


By 


RIDING  for  LADIES :  with  Hints 

on  the  Stable.     By  Mrs.   POWER  O'DONOGHUE,  Author 
of  '■  Ladies  on  Horseback,"  'A  Beggar  on  Horsoback."  4c. 
With  91  lUustratiouB  drawn  expressly  for  the  Work  by  A, 
Chantrey  Corbould.    «vo,  cloth,  los.  «J. 
"  '  Kidiug  for  Ladies '  is  certain  to  become  a  claflsic." 

Sportamttn. 
THE     CRISIS     ON     THE     UPPER     NILE. 
Mil.  DKMETKIUS  BUUL(;ERS  NEW  WORK. 

THE     CONGO     STATE;    or,    the 

Growtli  of  Civilisation  in  Centnil  Africa.    B^  DEMETKIDS 

C.  BOULGEll    Author  of  "  History  of  China,"  '■  Chinese 

Cordon."    tfo  Ulustratious     Demy  Hvo.  16s. 

"Mr.  Boulger's  new  book  throwa  mucli  light  on  the  disputed 

territory."— a'(.  .James's  Gazette. 

"  Written  in  excellent  style,  and  furuighes  pleasixnt  reading." 

Atlien'tuvi. 
AN    EXTREMELV    INTERESTING    BOOK    oN 
A    SUBJECT    ALMOST    UNKNOWN 
IN    THIS   COUNTRY. 

THE     CAVE     DWELLERS     of 

SOUTHERN  TUNISIA:  a  Soiourn  with  the  Kaliplia  of 
Matmatr).  Manners  and  Customs  uf  a  Curious  I'eople. 
Translated  from  the  Danish  of  Daniel  Biaun.  by  L.  E.  A,  B 
With  numerous  lUustratious.     Demy  !^vo.  clotti,  12^. 

NAVAU    WARFARE. 

A  New  and  Important  Work  on  Torpidocs.    Oblong  folio, 
cloth  gilt,  los.  6d. 

THE    TORPEDO   in   PEACE   and 

WAR.      By   FRED  T.  .TANK.  Author  uf  "Blake  of   the 

■  Rattlesnake, All  the  World's  Fi^fhtiug  Sliips,"  ilie  J.iue 

Naval    War    Uame,   4c.       With    about   tit)  FuU-Page  and 
smaller  1llu9tratioDS,  th>i  greater  part  of  which  are  Repro- 
<luction8  of  Sketchej  made  at  Sea  ou  board  Torpedo  Craft 
by  the  Author. 
"  Altogetner  it  is  a  handy  and  comprehensive  work  from  an 

outsider's  point  of  view,  and  those  interested  in  the  subject  will 

learn  a  good  deal  from  it." —  Western  Murmng  Aetes. 
"  Mr.  Jane  wielda  a  graphic  pen,  aud  some  of  his  descriptions 

of  scenes  which  actually  occurred  during  the  miioiuuvrus  are 

vividly  writteu."— itetittit'  of  Heeitus. 

THE     BEST   AND     MOST    RELIABLE    WORK 
ON     THE     FRONTIER     WAR. 

LOCKHART'S  ADVANCE  through 

TIRAH.     By  (.'apt.  L.  J.  SHADWKLL.  l'.8.C.    Demy  Pro, 
7s.  (ill.     FuU-l'Mge  Illustrations  ami  Maps. 
"  Itmay  Ve  unresi^rvedly  recommended  to  soldier  and  dviliAO  ' 
alike."— /*n/i  Mall  Gazette.  _^_^_^ 

PHIL  MAY'S  ILLUSTRATED  ANNUAL 
WINTER  NUMBER  rtady  Dec.  5 
(9th  Issue),  price  Is 

Cataloi/uea  0/  other  Xtw  and  Recent  Wai  ke  on  appltcad'on.    .... 

W.    THACKER    &    CO., 

Sporting  and  General  Publishers,  2,  Creed  Lane, 
Ludgate  Hill,  London,  E.C. 
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LvRicd.  By  R08E  Reli.ak. 

This  volume  is  characterised  by  gfentleness,  music,  and  good 
fooling  ;  hut  we  seek  more  than  thitt  from  a  poet.  When 
Miss  SoUar  is  not  much  in  earnest  with  her  thomo,  we  do  not 
quite  catch  what  it  is  she  would  say  if  the  inspiration  came. 
Whon  she  is  in  earnest,  she  tends  to  be  a  little  lugubrious.  For 
example  : 

That  Love  is  blind  old  stories  toll. 

Alas  !  our  Love  is  dumb  as  well : 

No  word  from  his  lips  ever  fell ; 
Our  Love  is  dumb  and  blind. 

He  takes  our  hands  and  walks  between, 

Whon  shadows  lengthen  on  the  green  ; 

And  when  we're  nearing  home,  I  ween, 
He  tries  to  lag  behind. 

Nevertheless,  there  is  promise  in  the  book. 

A  Brotiieu  of  Pity.  By  J.  M.  C.  (Oxon). 

There  is  much  talont  in  this  drama.  The  tale  which  it 
unfolds  is  interesting,  and  we  realise  certain  of  the  characters 
vividly.  The  dialogue  is  uniformly  good.  We  admire  par- 
ticularly the  smoothness  and  naturalness  of  the  blank  verse. 
Still,  wo  should  not  have  xnuch  hope  in  the  enterprise  of 
publishing  the  work  as  a  book.  Although  good  in  many 
respects,  it  is  great  in  none ;  and  it  is  only  by  a  very  high 
excellence  thai  the  public  can  bo  attracted  to  a  printed  play. 
Thinking  of  how  A  Brother  of  Pity  would  fare  on  the  stage, 
we  suspect  that  there  are  mechanical  difficulties.  However, 
we  are  not  experts  in  that  matter,  and  suggest  that  J.  M.  C. 
should  submit  the  MS.  to  the  manager  of  a  theatre. 


On  the  Counter  of  the  World. 


By  "  Eighty  Camp." 


This  is  a  story  which  should  be  published  by  a  local  news- 
paper instead  of  to  the  world  at  large.  Its  "local  colour" 
might  give  it  an  interest  off  the  Yorkshire  coast.  The  novel 
has  no  quality  which  would  make  it  attractive  in  regions 
beyond.  "  Eighty  Camp's  "  writing  boars  witness  to  industry 
in  the  desire  to  succeed ;  but  he  has  not  yet  become  expert  in 
the  art  of  story-telling. 

Confessions.  By  H.  C. 

The  hero  of  this  narrative  is  a  yoimg  man  of  good  social 
position  and  ample  means.  His  mother  was  so  much  devoted 
to  society  that  she  neglected  him  in  his  youth.  Consequently, 
after  having  been  highly  educated  at  Oxford,  he  found  himself 
in  a  false  position.  Resenting  the  unsympathetic  character  of 
his  mother,  he  had  to  create  an  ideal  for  himself,  and  became  a 
prig.  His  priggishness  included  Puritanism.  In  a  country 
church  he  saw  a  pretty  girl,  a  girl  whom  he  loved  at  first 
sight;  but  that  romance  lasted  only  half-an-hour.  Having  been 
made  acquainted  with  her,  he  discovered  that  an  expression  of 
keen  interest  which  he  had  noted  on  her  face  during  service 
had  been  caused  by  a  worldly  whim,  instead  of  being  some  high 
intellectual  concern.  That  shocked  him,  and  he  cast  Lady  Mary 
off.  She  came  into  his  hfe  again,  however :  in  what  manner  it 
is  not  necessary  here  to  say.  In  one  aspect,  the  novel  is 
nem-otic  and  decadent ;  but  we  cannot  condemn  it  off-hand. 
Priggish  as  he  is,  the  hero  does  not  altogether  disgust  iis.  In- 
deed, we  have  found  him  so  interesting  that  we  are  holding  the 
MS.  over  for  consideration.  The  style  of  the  story  is  almost 
brilliant.  What  troubles  us  is  a  doubt  as  to  whether  H.  C. 
has  succeeded  in  his  endeavour  to  convey  a  moral  lesson. 

Little  Village  Folk.  By  "Pokka." 

We  have  read  this  volume  with  interest   and   admiration. 

Within  their  own  scojje,  the  stories  are  almost  as  well  told  as 

we  could  imagine  possible.    ' '  Fokka's  "  attitude  towards  the  life 


of  the  Irish  villagers  is  chtrming  ;  so  are  her  literary  ityle  and 
her  sense  of  dramatic  effect.  We  are  sadly  sure,  however,  that 
her  stories  would  not  have  much  chance  of  commercial  luooeM 
if  published  in  a  volume.  The  critics  would  i)rais«  them  ;  but 
t)ie  public  would  not  buy  sufficiently.  Tlie  author  should 
submit  the  stories  separately  to  the  editor  of  some  flmt-claM 
magazine,  such  as  Ula'Jeuxxxl'i,  or  Maemillan't,  at  the  Comhill. 


Y.  8.  B.  A.  8. 


By  "  Deeek  ViiTE." 


There  is  considerable  ability  in  this  novel ;  but  it  i«  not  a 
work  which  would  fall  naturally  into  the  business  of  any 
publishing-house  with  which  the  ACA.UEMY  Bureau  <leali. 
Besides,  wo  have  read  the  story  with  real  unhappiness.  It 
cannot  be  denied  that  there  are  in  the  world  hysterical  and 
depressing  persons  such  as  those  whom  "  Derek  Vane  "  has  made 
his  puppets  ;  but  they  are  not  puppets  in  real  life.  They  are 
puppets  in  this  novel,  and  a  puppet  is  inartistic.  "  Derek  Vane  " 
writes  in  the  mood  of  Ibsen ;  but  he  does  not  overawe  us  as 
Ibsen  contrives  to  overawe  some  persons.  We  do  not  wish  to 
be  overawed  by  anyone,  and  when  the  attempt  is  made  with- 
out success  we  resent  it  as  an  impertinence.  This  is  a  criti- 
cism of  some  importance,  and  it  is  meant  in  kindness.  The 
neurotic  novel-writer  who  fails  in  the  endeavour  to  create  an 
illusion  has  only  cause  for  thankfulness  if,  like  the  young  fool 
mas(}uerading  as  a  ghost  to  scare  the  rustics,  he  hears  a  bullet 
whistling  past  his  ear.  The  sound  should  convey  a  wholesome 
lesson. 


To  Correspondents. 

"  KiCKAMABOO." — ^Wo  deal  only  with  works  which  we  hope 
to  find  suitable  for  publication.  Having  been  published 
already,  your  novel  is  not  such  as  we  can  undertake  to  review. 
Even  within  the  present  limits,  the  work  of  the  Bureau  is  not 
light. 

Thomas  PAOAif. — No  :  we  will  not  publish  biographical 
sketches  of  the  authors  whose  works  we  review  in  the  Bureau. 

Anonyiious. — Your  suggestion  could  not  be  carried  out 
with  ease.  Many  MSS.  reach  us  after  this  article  is  closed  for 
the  week,  and  the  writers  whose  MSS.  were  not  mentioned  in 
the  acknowledgments  would  think  that  their  packets  had  mis- 
carried. 

C.  B.  H. — It  is  a  pleasure  to  be  of  service  to  so  courteous  a 
man. 

EwBN  Cameron. — We  should  like  to  meet  your  wish ;  bnt 
reaUy  we  cannot  at  present  extend  o\ir  work. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  November  24. 

THEOLOGICAL  AMD  BIBLICAL. 

Causain  (N.),  The  Spirit  of  tho  Holy  Court (Simpkin)  net    S/» 

Lewis  (A.  8.1.  In  iho  Shadow  of  Sinai .' (Macmillan  ±  Bowea) 

Parrar  (Very  Rev.  F.  W.),  The  Life  and  Teaching  of  Jesas  Christ 

(Manhall)    S/B 

Campbell  (L.),  Religion  in  Greek  Literature (LoogmaDt)  1$A> 

Sayoe  (Rer.  A.  H.),  Early  Israel  and  the  Snrroanding  Nations 

(Serrice  i  Paton;    S/O 

Harrison  (W.),  Clovelly  Sermons (Methnen)    S« 

Wiseman  (Cardinal),  Meditations  on  the  Ineamation  and  Life  of  Oar  Lord 

(Boms  A  Oatw) 

Bernard  (J.  H.),  Via  Domini (Hodder)    6^ 

Minion  Ifachert'  Sibit (Nelaon) 
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HISTORY  AND  BIOGRAPHY. 

Warner  (H.  H.),  The  Wooing  of  Ntfcrt    (Powell)    2/6 

Wilson  (D.),  Mr.  Fronde  and  Cnrlyle  (Heinemann) 

HobinB  (E.),  Benjamin  Pranlslin  (Putman's  Sons) 

Nettleship  (J.  T.),  Oeorge  Morlantl (Sccley)    6/0 

Gommc  (G.  E.\  London  in  tho  Reign  of  Victoria  (1837-97) (Blackie) 

Pindlny  (W.),  Robert  Bnms  and  the  Medical  Profession  (Gardner) 

Lang  (A.),  The  Companions  of  Pickle  (Longmans)  16/0 

Comparctti  (D.),  Tho  Tradilional  Poetry  of  the  Finns    (Longmans)  16/9 

Simpson  (E.  B.),  Robert  Lonis  Stevenson's  Edinburgh  Days (Hodder)    0/0 

Smith  (M.),  Bismarck  and  German  Unity (The  Macmilian  Co.)  net  3/ft 

Crozier  (J.  B.),  My  Inner  Life (Longmans)  14/0 

Will   (S.\  Roman  Society  in  the  Last  Century  of  the  Western  Empire 

(Macmillan)  12/0 

Browning  (0.),  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden (Hurst  &  Blaokett)    6/0 

Pastor  (Dr.  L.),  The  History  of  the  Popes.    Vol.  VI (Kegan  Paul) 

POETRY,  CRITICISM,  BELLES-LETTRES. 

Carpenter  (E.),  Angela'  Wings (Sonnenschein)  6/0 

DaUiel  (G.),  Unconsidered  Trifles    (Stock) 

The  Art  Journal,  1898 (Virtue) 

Vincent  (L.  H.),  The  Bibliotaph  and  Other  People    (Houghton)  6/0 

Hull  (E.\  The  Cuclmlliu  Saga  in  Irish  Literature (Nntt)  net  6/n 

Langford  (J.  A.),  The  Lily  of  the  West    (Simpkin)  6/0 

Attwell  (U.),  Gleams  from  Goethe    (Allen)  3/0 

Holmes  (C.  J.),  Hoki:sai (Unicorn  Press) 

Carpenter  (G.  R.),  American  Prose  (The  Macmillan  Co.)  7/6 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Reed  (E.  T.),  Tails  with  a  Twist (Arnold) 

Allen  (A.  M.  A.),  Gladys  in  Grammarland (Simpkin)  8/6 

King  (G.),  De  Soto  and  His  Men  in  the  Land  of  Florida  ...(Macraillen  Co.)  2/0 

Stevens  (W.  D.),  Prince  Uno (Pearso")  3/6 

Hsmer  (S.  H.)  and  Neilson  (H.  B.),  Whys  and  Other  Whys  (Cassell) 

Lays  for  Liitle  Ones (Ricordi) 

Graham  (W.),  The  Great  House  of  f'astleton (Pearson)  3/6 

Miles  (A.  H.),  Log  Leaves  and  Sailing  Orders    (Hutchin.son)  3/6 

Mundetl  (F.),  Heroines  of  the  Faith    (Sunday  School  Union)  1/8 

Nesbit  (E.)  and  Others,  A  Book  of  Dogs (Dent)  2/6 

Wilkins  (M.  E.),  Once  Upon  a  Time (Harper)  3/6 

Scott  (P.  M.),  The  Coming  of  the  King (Dent)  2/6 

Hohler  (Mrs.\  For  Peggy's  Sake (Macmillan)  4/0 

Ellis  (E.  S.),  The  Daughter  of  the  Chieftain.— Cowmen  and  Rustlers.— 

Wolf  Ear  the  Indian  (Cassell) 

Stables  (Si.),  Frank  Uardinge (Hodder)  5/0 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Evans  (H.  A.),  King  Lear  (Blackie)    8d. 

Zimmern  (A.l,  The  Renaissance  of  Girls'  Education  in  England  ...(Innes)    6/0 
Breul  (K.),  The  Teaching  of  Modern  Foreign  Languages 

(Camb.  Univ.  Press)    2/0 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOGRAPHY. 

raris-Parisien.    What  to  See,  .tc,  1898-99  (Unwin)    6/0 

Scott  (W.),  Rock  Villages  of  the  Riviera (Black)    7/6 

SCIENCE,  NATURAL  HISTORY,  PHILOSOPHY,  ETC. 
Cornish  (C.  J.),  Animals  of  To-day:   Their  Life  and  Conversation 

(Seeley)    6/0 

Benn  (A.  W.),  The  Philosophy  of  Greece (Richards)    6/0 

Gomme  (A.  B.\Tbe  Traditional  Games  of  England,  Scotland, and  Ireland. 

Vol.  It (Nutt)  net  12/8 

Keeling  (J.  H.),  Qiifrro  (Taylor  &  Francis) 

NEW  EDITIONS. 

Cowper  (W.),  The  Diverting  HLstory  of  John  Gilpin (Brock)  3/6 

Bnnyan  (J.),  The  Pilgrim's  Progress    (Methuen)  0/0 

Carey  (B.  N.),  Uncle  Max (Macmillan)  6/0 

Bggert  (C.  A.),  Goethe's  Iphigenie  Auf  Tanris (The  Macmillan  Co.)  3/8 

Ennliah  Lyrics  from  Spenser  to  Milton.    Illustrated  by  R.  Anning  Bell 

(Bell)  6/0 

Milton  (J.I,  Minor  Poems.    Illustrated  by  H.  Garth  Jones   (Bell)  6/0 

Chamisso  'A.),  Peter  Schleimhl... (Allen) 

Prothero  (R.  E.),  The  Works  of  Lord  Byron.    Vol.  II (Murray)  6/0 

Beardsley  ( A.),  Ben  Jonson :  His  Volpoje,  or  the  Foxo    (Smithers)  7/6 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Beltont(R.),  Johnny  Orapaud  and  His  Journals (Regent  Press)    1/0 

The  "  Vatly  Mail"  Commercial  Map  of  China, (Philip)    1/0 

Browne  (P.),  The  Dictionary  of  Dainty  Breakfasts    (Cassell)    1/0 

Shearman  (M.),  Athletics  (Badminton  Library)  (Longmans)  10/6 

Temple  (E.),  Life's  Questions  (Trnslove)    3/8 

Illustrated  Souvenir  Catalogue  of  the  M.rhibition  of  Internatonal  Art 

(Heinemann) 

Day  (L.  F.),  Alphabets  Old  and  New (Batstord)  net  3/6 

Transactions  of  the  Royal  Historical  Society.    New  Series,  Vol.  XII. 

(Loiwmans) 


Aitken  (E.  H.),  The  Five  Windows  of  the  Soul  (Mnrray)    6/0 

Jacobs  (J.),  The  Story  of  Geographical  Discovery    (Newnes)    1/0 

Monier-Williams  (M.  S.),  Figure  Hkating (Innes)    6/0 

Davies  (T.  W.),  Magic,  Divination,  and  Demonology (Clarke) 

Clegg(J.),  International  Directory  of  Booksellers  (Clegg) 


*  * 


The   new    novels   of   the 
catalogued  elsewhere. 


week,    numbering   sixteen,    are 


Announcements. 

A  NEW  novel  of  East-end  life,  by  Charles  Banks,  entitled 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Women,  will  be  published  imme- 
diately by  Mr.  EUiot  Stock. 

Mr.  Kipling's  letters  on  our  Navy,  which  have  been 
appearing  in  the  Mornimj  Post,  under  the  title  of  "  A  Fleet  in 
Being,"  will  be  published  in  book  form  by  Messrs.  Macmillan 
&  Co.  shortly. 

Eeperbing  to  announcements  which  have  recently  appeared 
in  the  daily  Press,  Messrs.  Chapman  &  Hall,  Ltd.,  ask  us  to 
state  that  they  are  the  only  publishers  who  can  issue  complete 
editions  of  the  Works  of  Charles  Dickens,  the  copyright  of 
many  of  the  volumes  being  exclusively  their  property. 

The  second  part  of  Lord  Selborue's  Memorials — personal 
and  political — will  very  shortly  be  issued  by  Macmillan  &  Co. 
These  volumes  deal  with  the  period  between  1869  and  1895. 
Readers  of  the  preceding  volumes  of  the  Memoirs  will  Hnd  the 
field  enlarged  to  embrace  a  great  part  of  Lord  Selborne's 
political  career  in  addition  to  the  incidents  and  correspondence 
of  the  more  private  side  of  his  life.  Lady  Sophia  Palmer  has 
conscientiously  adhered  to  the  lines  laid  down  by  her  father  in 
the  arrangement  of  the  Memoirs. 

The  second  volume  of  the  edition  de  luxe  of  Whyte  Melville's 
works  now  being  issued  by  Messrs.  Thacker  &  Co.  will  be 
Kuterfelto.  This  volume  will  contain  a  coloured  frontispiece 
and  other  full-page  drawings  by  G.  H.  Jalland,  and  will  be 
ready  in  a  few  days. 

Messrs.  Methuen  will  publish  in  a  few  days  a  narrative  of 
the  recent  Soudan  campaign,  entitled  The  Downfall  of  the 
Dervishes,  by  Mr.  E.  N.  Bennett,  Fellow  of  Hertford  College, 
Oxford,  who  was  with  the  victorious  army. 

Mr.  Blackwell,  of  Oxford,  is  about  to  issue  a  dainty 
edition  of  George  Herbert's  Country  Parson,  edited  by  the  Rev. 
H.  C.  Beeching,  who  has  written  a  very  full  Introduction. 

Mr.  George  Allen  is  about  to  issue  The  Dreyfus  Case,  by 
Mr.  F.  C.  Conybeare.  The  book  is  an  examination  of  the 
Dreyfus  case  from  its  genesis  up  to  the  present  revision  pro- 
ceedings. The  book  is  to  be  well  supplied  with  photographs 
and  facsimiles. 

Mr.  a.  W.  Benn,  author  of  The  Greek  Philosophers,  is 
publishing  this  week,  through  Mr.  Grant  Richards,  a  new 
work,  entitled  Thi-  Philosophy  of  Greece  considered  in  Rela- 
tion to  the  Character  and  History  of  its  People. 

A  Gleeson  White  MEiiORiAii  Fund,  with  a  strong  com- 
mittee, is  now  in  existence.  Its  laudable  purpose  is  to  do 
something  to  preserve  the  name  of  Mr.  White  and  to  provide 
for  his  wife  and  two  children.  Mr.  H.  R.  Hope-Pinker,  22, 
Avonmore-row,  West  Kensington,  is  the  hon.  secretary  and 
treasurer. 


Correspondence. 

Several  letters  to  the  Editor  are  held  over  for  lack  of  space. 


26  Movember,  1898. 


The   Academy. 
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MESSRS.  METHUEN'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

••FASniXKTINO  A8BIK  WALTER  HOOTT." 
"Tins  llI.lWINIi  AN1>  MdVINd  STUKY."      "A  MASTKBI'IEL'K  iiF  NARHATIVE." 

CHITRAL:   the  Story  of  a   Minor  Siege. 

Ky    Sir  a.    H.    HOBKKTHON,    K.C  S  1.      With   Qutncruiis   llluitmllau*    iui<l    M    Mmp. 
D«iny  Nm,  -jit.  net. 
"Onii  of  the    ino«t  Btirrinn  inilitAry    nnrnitivo*  written    ta    oar  tlint."— Tiimu. 
"A  maitfri>i»ui<  of  narnitive.*'— Miily  ChrunicU. 

"An  fdnchmtiiiK  a»  Sir  WalttT  Scotl'ft  Uvnt  Rr.iUni."  -Onittf  T»t'ar<tph. 
"  VuU  of  hiiirlieHtltli  Htft-HtK'f  auil  ilruilihtii  featt  of  c>ftiraKt*  auu  Hddretaaii  tiiv  xiaKino*." 

fall  MoH  Gat  Ut. 
"Not  Rhicfl  thi>  Ki  pi-nrnnci'  nt  honl  K<itt(>rt«'ii '  Fort;-nnu  Yean 'hnvn  wn  tmU  n  tt^ir-l  of 
lodiiin  warfiir-'  wiifrli  c«ii  )>u  i:oin|>Arml  lu  Im  vital  u«rrative  Intvrent  will)  tliit  Klovrliig  and 
moving  tVory:'— t tail u  Matt. 

"The  eittliitNiHKtia  atlmlmti'ia  of  the  reailnr cannot  fail  to  b«  arouted."—Jfominir /'oaf. 
"  A  clashic  tif  fnmtlftr  lltHraturc,"— VfO'jniwii. 

*'  Aiiyou<t  ttroiid  of  hiH  nami'  an  Gugllshniao  may  rtuul  in  theie  1111x11)8  ohaptrri  nUumUnt 
}uif[flcation  forhlit  i)rUU:"—fJlobv. 

'■(rNsrK|'.\S-*EI)  IN  (JKOORAPIIICAL  AND  HUMAN  INTEHKST." 

THROUGH  ASIA.     By  Sven  Hedin,  Gold  Medallist 

lif  the  Itoval  Ucoprnphicnl  Hooii'ly.     With  :iiMi  llludtnitions  fiom  SketchcH  an  I    I'hot'i- 
Rraph<<  l>y  tho  Aiilhnr,  ami  Mnpi.     -j  vAf.,  royal  Hvo,  '.Ms.  ntt.    The  book  ii  dodicatctl  by 
permtHHion  to  M.K.II.  tliu  I'riiicHof  WaloP. 
"  It  is  iini>oii8ihle  to  k'vc  an  adoiuittu  idua  of  the  r1ohne«t  of  the  oontenti  of  thli  bnok,  nor 
of  itfiattouiidiiiK  attnu-tUma  an  a  Htory  of  travol.  uniiuriNiMeit  in  ffoofrraphical  wnd  liutnan 
inten^Nt-     Mucti  of  It  U  a  rcvi-Iatlon.     AltoKfth>-r.  the  work  U  one  which  Iniolldlty,  novelty, 
am)  InttTcNt  niii<tt  takn  a  tlrHt  rank  amoon  luibliiMtlonHof  its  class."— Ttnw«. 
"Ah  thnUfuKait  jt  ii  Instrur-tivc."— Pn/2  .\fall  Gatttte. 
"  A  (ire«t  and  Ininlnous  ri*ouril.'— /tot///  ytail. 
"  The  wluilt'  Btory  of  the  il«««rt  ailveutiir-;  is  worthy  t*}  ))u  addetl  to  tlio  claMio«  of  it*  kind." 

ll'orfd. 
"  Thrse  voluinoii  nrt-  of  ab^orhinii  atnl  fa<oinatirB  infrntt,  tht;ir  matter  is  wond-*rfitl,  and 
Itr.  lltnliii'd  stylii  f8  HurfhiirKfd  with  --troiiK  and  alliirinu  person-'itir.     No  rumaoco  exoeedB 
in  (Id  intt-nne  and  (■nthrallhitr  intoreit  this  utorj-."— /firjimi"/»im  P>sl. 

"  l>n.'  of  (hv  nirmt  rt'ni;trk»hl«  iHwik"  of  travwi  of  the  cvnuny."~l)aUy  fhrunicle, 
"  In  thnnc  m»tniifloent  voliimo!i  "e  havtt  the  ino«t  important  contrihutlon  to  (Jvntral  Asian 
g.  0(rrai»hy  made  for  trnnv  yfim.     Intensely  iutereBtlug  a«  a  tale  of  triVel."— yp#tf((i*or. 
"  Profoundly  inture)itiu8.''~vl<:a(/diiij/. 


MESSRS.  BELL'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

ILLUSTRATED    CHRISTMAS    LIST 

PtIST  FRHE  ON  M'PLICMli>S. 
Small  I'Dlombler  Hvn,  jAk.  net. 

FREDERIC,     LORD      LEIOHTON,     PRA  :     an 

[llui.tr«r*il  Chronicle.      Ily    RR'^BST    KHVS.      Willi   12  l'lioU)(ir»Tur»» 
and  HI  llliMtmtiaija.    New  .nil  ('bcapor  Edluuii,  ReviM<l. 
"  A  now  edi'ion  that  claiiim  a  word  of  wnlnime  In  lh«  r«.ii.D«  with  »>*illUoaJ 

of  Mr.  Krne»'  fthy.ii '  Krcilw Ic,  LorU  LolRhioD" it  l»  lo  !>•  hmnlly  ooiD- 

ineudcil."'— r»«*#.  

Poat  Svn,  7k.  Od.  nM. 

SIR  EDWARD  BURNE  JONES.  BART,    a  Record 

anil     K.vieiv.      llv    .MAI.idl.M    llKI,!,.      K..tirlh  iiii.l    i  li.-»|i<T   Klitlnii. 
UovlMKl  anil  brdiiiilil  up  to  Uatc.     Willi  luo  Illintratioin,  nuuiy  of  llicm 
I  ol  liithorio  inclaUed. 
"  Both  aa  an  acconol  of  Bame-Jonea'.  life  »c<1  |i«Diaii  and  for  lu  repro- 
duction, of  hia  ploturM,  it  do»orTe«  the  blcbeat  pr»i«."— Sf.  J<im*i't  OattlU. 


I'n«t  Sv(j,  «». 

OARLYLE'S    "SARTOR    RESARTUS ' 


an  Illos- 


THK    PATH    TO    THE    l>OT,E. 

NORTHWARD     OVER    the     GREAT     ICE.      By 

It.  E.  I'EAKY.  *Jold  MfiialliRf  of  the  Royal  (Jeogriphical  Sjcicty.    AVith  overSOo  Illus- 
trationit.    '2  voU  ,  myal  Svo.  IPH.  net. 
"The  huuk  i»  full  of  fntoreAtinK  matter-<--a  tale  of  brave  deedi  simply  told  ;  abundantly 
iUubtnitrd  with  prii'ts  and  mapn."— Standard. 

'*  >li8  lHx>k  will  take  its  place  amoux  the  permanent  literature  of  Arctic  exploration." 

Titntig. 

"  It  yields  neither  in  interest  nor  in  ability  tu  Xanaeu's  '  Farthest  North,'  while  its  results 
are  no  Ions  valuable." — Qla$U"^  Herald. 

TWENTY    YEARS    in   the    NEAR    EAST.      By        qhrhrban 

A.   PIII.ME  nKAMAN.     llMiiy  Hvn,  will.  Pc.itrait.  li»  Ikl.  aW  0\J  J\,Da.a 

A  IVrsoiinl  Njirr«livc  nf  Hxiieiit'i'cfs  in  Syria.  KBVpt.  Turlcv,  and  the  ItilkaQ  StatiM. 

"  One  iif  the  most  t-ntfititiiiinn  U>olt8  from  iR'giniiinn  In  eod  that  wu  have  haj  in  our  handB 
for  a  loDK  timt'.  It  in  wruteii  with  fianacioua  hiiinoiir,  it  ia  full  of  ailveuturea.  groat  and 
luiall.  and  anecilotes  witliout  numhef."— />ol/l/  CAroilicle. 

"Full  of  intereatiug  niatt«r."— (Iwllooi. 


ttated  Edition,  with  u|iwanU  of  B"  Original  DeaiKn.  by  K.  J.  Solliran. 
tinted  at  the  Cliiuwick  Pre*..  [Afcxf  mtk. 

•e*  Also  a  Limited  Bdilion  on  Jupsncae  vellnm,  21..  net. 
In  thia  edition  the  arti.t  has  carried  out  a  lonu-cheri.bod  plan,  M  yet 
anattempted,  to  proride  a  pictorial  comment  nn  thia  aniqoa  work. 


Crown  8vo,  (a.  net. 

ELLEN  TERRY  and  her  IMPERSONATIONS :  an 

Apprecialion.     HyCllAKLKS  HTATT.    With  .12  lllustratif)ni<  reproduced 
from  Pbotograpba, with  Uindiog dealgned  byGonton<;raii{.     iXtxIaMk. 


Demy  Ito,  2l8.  net. 

RELIQUES     of 


OLD     LONDON : 

North  of  the  Thame..    Drawn  in  Uthography  by  T.  R.  Wav.    With  In- 
troduction and  Datcriptive  Letterpress  by  H.  B.  WllBATLBV,  r.S.A. 


THE    AVENOING    OF    GORDON. 

THE  DOWNFALL  of  the  DERVISHES :  a  Sketch 

of  th.t  Soii.bin  Cmnpaiini  of  I8^m.  Ity  E.  N.  BENNETT.  Ft-Ilow  of  Ilfitford  ('.illigf. 
Oxfonl.  With  3  Skitch  Maps  ami  a  I'hotogravuiL-  I'ortrait  of  iho  Sirdar.  C'rown 
nv.,  ;{M.  6.1. 

MEMOIRS  of  ADMIRAL  SIR  A.  COOPER   KEY. 

By  Admiral  P.  II.  COLOMB.    With  a  Portniii.     Demy  8vo.  Ifis. 

"  An  iniertetinft  an<t  adcpiatu  biography  of  one  who  had  a  pn>minent  part  In  the  adminis- 
tration of  thv  Navj'.    The  whole  Iwok  is  one  of  the  Rreatest  intere8t."—T im*<. 

"  An  extremely  interesting  narrative  of  important  naval  events.  The  aiory  of  Key's  life 
Ih  the  i-tory  of  the  modiTn  traniifornmtion  of  the  Navy,  and  Admiral  Cjlomb  toilet  it  with  tb« 
«uthorit;ir  of  an  i-.xpert  with  a  irraceful  pen."— Scoftmai*. 

"  A  hiahly  interesting  acoimt  of  modern  changes  in  the  British  Navy."— Olaiffow  Herald, 

DANTE'S  GARDEN.     By  Rosemary  Cotes.     With 

!i  Frontikpiecf.     Fcap.  ?<vn,  'is.  tid. 

An  account  of  tla-  Ilnwcrfi  meiiti(tneil  by  I>antt'.  with  their  leKeuds. 

READING  and  READERS.     By  Clifford  Harrison 

Fcap.  Hvo,  Sp.rtil. 
A  little  book  of  pTiiniples  and  hints  by  the  most  distinijuished  of  living  recitf-rs. 

THE  KINGDOM  of  HEAVEN  HERE  and  HERE 

AFTER.    By  Canon  WINTERBOTHAM,  M.A.,  B.So,.  LL.R    Crown  evo.  :'«.  ftl. 

iOlIL'KCIIMAN~*a    LlliKAav. 
"  A  refroshinK  kind  nf  iKtok exceedingly  thoutlhtful  and  KUSKea.ivo."— tfkMi/ow  H«raUl. 


•a'  A  companion  volume  to  Mr.  Way's  "  Reliqne. 
(now  out  of  print)  and  "  Later  Reliqnes  of  Old  London 
oopies  still  renmiu).  


r  AVa'f  WMk, 

of  Old  London" 

"  (of  which  a  few 


THE 


CHRISTMAS    PRCSBNTS. 

in     WALLYPUG     LAND. 


By 


TWO 

ADVENTURES 

li.  E.  FAKROW.    AVith  Illustrations  by  Alan  Wright.    Crown  8vo,  gilt  t^ip,  as. 

THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS     By  John  Bunyan. 

Kdit<:d.   with  ;ui  Iiifroiliiotion.  by    C.    H.    FIKTII,  M.A      With  a;t  Illustrations  by 
H.  Anuing  Boll,     (-rown  Svo.  lis. 
Thf"  b'lok  contain*  a  long  lutroduotiou  by  Ur.  Firth,  whoae  knowledge  of  the  period  Is 
nnrlvalleil ;  ami  it  Is  lavishly  illustrated. 


"A    SPLENDID    STORY.' 

THE    BATTLE    of  the   STRONG:  a  Romance  of 

Two  KinRilfims.     By  (;ILBERT  PARKER     Second  Edition.    Crowo  8vo.  ris. 
•'  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  has  a  masttr's  hand  in  weaving  the  threads  of  romnntic  fiction." 

DaHy  ChronieU. 
•'  Such  a  spleiidi^l  storj-,  so  sp'endiilly  toM.  will  be  p  ad  by  the  public  with  avitlity,  and  will 
add  now  honour  even  to  Mr.  Parker's  repntatiou.'"-J)V.^«(»p'(i'jt  Gat-Ue, 

**  The  book  is  full  of  varied  emotion.     It  has  open-air  freshness,  it  has  stir  and  movement." 

fkiila  Pfne». 
"Modem  fiction  has  few  finer  ex»mple«!  of  the  perfect  woman.    It  is  splendidly  nmmatto." 
"Full  of  colour  and  fpirU."— 3/"cm»n;  Ptmt.  \Sccta»-wn. 

"A  strontf  and  exciiiiiK  book.    It  h^x  vivid  life  nnd  cbaraoter,  a  romantioaJly  dramatte 
■tory,  and  a  fine  feminine  char;trter  in  (iuida."— i)ai7j/  itnit. 

OWD    BOB.  the  GREY   DOG  of  KENMUIR. 

AI.KREI"  OLLIVANT.    Crown  Svo.fis. 

"  By  all  mcjiUH  N-t  our  re.tder'^  prot-un^  tbifi  fine  romancenf  <bi(:s  !«id  men."— Oirfloo*'. 

"  The  humour  of  the  lm<tk  is  fn-Mli  and  bnoyiint.*''-Jf(/nr/u.'»t(f»  '»i(rtr»fwi». 

"  A  l>ook  to  be  read  witli  ndiiiir;itioD.  ami  to  itrai^e  with  eutIiusiH8m."~/iooJt)iMitt. 

"  Fines'ul  'luaint'y  onitinal  fiction.     A  tale  of  doga  and  men  which  seist-s  the  reader  from 
(h«  first.    Thf^rear**  jiasa-ues  full  of  humour;  others  of  intense  pathos."  -Lloinft. 

"A  tale  of  hreathleas  intenst.  i>alpitating  with  life  and  full  of  truest  pathoa.    A  genuine 
addition  to  literature."— /frifisA  Weeklff. 

"As  a  rule  dog  stories  slightly  Iwreus ;  Mr.  tUlivant's  story  carries  conviction." 

DaUp  ChrwicU. 

METHUEN  &  CO.,  Essex  St.,  Strand,  W.C, 


ENDYMION    SERIES. 

NEW  VOLUMKS. 

MILTON.— MINOR    POEMS.      Illustrated    by 

Ai.FKBD  Gaktii  Jones.    Post  8vo,  6tt. 

ENGLISH    LYRICS,    from    Spenser    to    Milton. 

Illuetrated  by  R.  Axxixa  Bki.i..  With  an  introdoction  by  JOHN 
DENNIS.    Poit  gvo.  Us. 

NEW  VOLUME  OF  THE  EX-LIBRIS  SERIES. 

THE     BAYEUX     TAPESTRY       Reproduced    in 

79  Half-tone  Plates  from  Pnoto(ftiipli.'<  of  the  Work  oriifiiially  taken  for 
the  Dopartment  of  Science  and  An.  With  an  Historical  DcMription  and 
Commentary  py  FRANK  REDE  FOWKE,  of  that  Department. 
Imperial  18mo,  108.  6d.  net. 

REV.     W.     TUCKWELL'3     EDITION. 
On  Hand-nade  paper,  pott  8vo,  4s.  net. 

EOTHEN     By  Alexander  W.  Kinglake.    Reprinted 

from  the  First  Eilition,  with  an  Intrtxluctian  by  the  Rev.  W.  TUCKWELL, 
the  Original  Illustrations,  and  a  Map. 


.'imall  criiwn  4to,  lOs.  6d.  net,  SOO  Copies  only. 

RELIGIO    MEDICI.     By  Sir  Thomas  Browne.    A 

New  Edition,  printed  in  Large  Type  on  Hand-made  Paper  at  the  Chiswick 
Press,  and  bound  in  half-vellnm.    With  Portrait  and  a  Reproduction  of 
the  Original  Frontispiece. 
"I8  distinguiahed  for  loznry  of  type  and  handKime  binding."— .if  A«a<ri>i«. 


By 


Fcap.  4IO,  SOs.  net. 

THE   ROYAL   GALLERY  at  HAMPTON  COURT, 

ILLUSTRATED.  Being  an  Historical  Catalogue  of  the  Piotares  on  the 
Qaeen'B  Collection  at  that  Palace,  with  Descriptive,  Biwrrapbiaal,  and 
Critical  Notes.  Revised,  Enlarged,  nnd  Illustrated  with  100  Ptatea.  By 
ERNEST  LAW,  B.A.,  Author  of  "  A  History  of  Elampton  Court  Palace." 
"  Mr.  Ernest  Law's  devotion  to  Hampton  Court  and  it*  history  deMnree  aU 
our  admiration." — Times. 


A  HISTORY  of  RENAISSANCE  AROHITECTUBE 

in  ESGLAXn.  a. d.  1500-1900.  BtBEGINALD  BLOMFIELD.  M.A., 
Author  of  "The  Formal  Garden  In  England."  With  ISO  niu»trat4«i« 
from  Drawings  by  the  Author,  and  SO  Plates  from  Photographs  sod  Old 
Prints  and  Drawings.    2  vols.,  imperial  8vo,  SO*,  net. 
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MR.      M  U  R  R  AY'S      N  E  W     LIST. 

SECOND  IMPBESSION  JUST  OUT,  crown  8vo,  5s. 

MR.   GLADSTONE:    a   Monograph.      By  Sir  Edward  W.   Hamilton,  K.C.B. 

"  Nobody  has  a  Iretter  right  to  put  on  record  the  impressions  derived  from  long  and  cloae  intercourst;  with  Mr.  (Gladstone,  and  we  may  add  that  no  one  could 
have  done  it  better." — Times. 

"  As  imi)artial  as  it  is  possible  for  any  individual  opinion  of  a  (?reat  man  to  he."— Daily  Telegraph. 
"  Sympathetic,  warmly  ai)preciative,  but  not  fulsome,"— iS^an dart/. 

Crown  8vo,  Cs. 

BYRON    LETTERS.      Vol.  II.,  1811-1813.-    Edited  bv  R.  E,  Prothero.        f^„,,„„,. 

*'  The  editor's  work  has  been  excellently  performed.    Mr.  Prothero's  accounts  of  Hobhouse  and  of  Beckford,  in  particular,  may  be  cited  as  examples  of  finished 
miniature  bioRraphies." — Jionkman. 

**  We  must  compliment  Mr.  Prothero  on  the  skill  and  admirable  tact  with  which  he  has  fulfilled  a  delicate  \^a.^V.**— Saturday  Review. 

With  Illustrations,  crovrn  8vo,  10s.  Cd. 

A   COTSWOLD   VILLAGE  ;    or,  Country  Life  and  Pursuits  in   Gloucestershire. 

Ily  J.  ARTHUR  GIBBS.  Crown  8vo,  78.  6d.  t*"'  '""''■ 

COLOUR   IN    NATURE:    a  Study  in  Biology.     By  Marion  Newbigin.      ^justout. 

Crown  8vo,  Os. 

THE    BOOK    of    the   MASTER;    or,  The  Egyptian  Doctrine  of  the  Light  Born 

of  the  Virgin  Mother.    By  W.  M4.BSHAM  ADAMS,  foi-merly  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford,  Author  of  "  The  House  of  the  Hidden  Places,"  "  A  Clue  to 
the  Creed  of  Early  Egypt,"  &o.  ^^^-^^  Map  and  Illustrations,  crown  8vo,  Ts.  ed.  '"■^"*'  '™'- 

AMONG  the   CELESTIALS:    a  Narrative  of  Travels  in  Manchuria,  across  the 

Gobi  Desert,  and  through  the  Himalayas  to  India.    Abridged  from  "  The  Heart  of  a  Continent,"  wiih  Additions.    By  Capt.  FRANCIS  YOUNGHCSBAND, 
C.I.B.,  Gold  Medallist,  H.G.B.,  Author  of  "  The  Relief  of  Ohitral,"  "  South  Africa  of  To-day."  [.Just  nut. 

Crown  8vo,  es. 

THE    FIVE   WINDOWS    of    the    SOUL:     a    Popular  Account   of   the    Human 

Senses.    By  EDWARD  HAMILTON  AITKEN,  Author  of  *'  The  Tribes  on  my  Frontier,"  "  Behind  the  liunf^alow,"  *'  A  Naturalist  on  the  Prowl.'* 

With  Illustrations,  crown  8vo,  6fi. 

MUSIC:    How  it  came  to  be  what  it  is.      By  Hannah  Smith. 

Large  8vo,  68. 

MR.    MURRAY'S    PROGRESSIVE    SCIENCE    SERIES. 
THE    STUDY   of  MAN.      By  Professor  Haddon,  D.Sc,  M.A.     Illustrated. 

THE  GROUNDWORK  of  SCIENCE.     By  St   George  Mivart,  M.D.,Ph.D.,  F.R.S. 

RIVER    DEVELOPMENT.     By  Prof.  I.  C.  Russell.     Illustrated.  [ml/^Zs. 

EARTH   SCULPTURE.     By  James  Geikie,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.     Illustrated.  r/„„/»«,da,«. 

JOHN    MURRAY,   Albemarle   Street. 


DIGBY.LONOCO'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

PubU8he<l  Simultaneously  in  London  and  America. 
NEW  NOVEL  BY  FERGD8  HUME. 

THE    RAINBOW    FEATHER. 

hy  the  An'lwr  of"  The  Mystery  of  a  Hansom  Cab." 
Cloth,  es. 

NEW  ROMANCE  BY  MRS.  ENSELL. 

ANGEL:    a  Cornisb  JKomance. 

By  the  Author  of  "  Lanherst,"  a  c.    Cloth,  es. 
"  A  skilfuUy-conetructed  s\or^.'*— Scotsman. 
NEW  NOVEL  BY  NAUNTON  COVERTSIDE 

CHESTER    CRESSWELL. 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Secret  nf  a  HoUow  Tree'' 
&c.    Cloth,  es. 

"  A  pleasing  romance.  The  story  is  crowded  with 
incidents.  The  characters  are  natural  and  well- 
defined." — Scotsman. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  G.  BERESFORD  FITZGERALD. 

THE    STIGMA. 

By  the  Author  of  "  An  Odd  Career,"  "  A  Fleeting 

Show,"  &c.    Cloih.  es. 
"  Is  clever  ana  iuteresting ;  and  it  will  add  to  the 
reputation  Mr.  t'itzgerala  has  already  acquired." 

Scotsman. 
NEW  NOVKL  BY  ROBERT  D\WBARN. 
R  /\.NSOiX  JXLOOR.        Cro>vn  8vn,  cloth,  6s. 

"It  is  a  sU-aightly-told  tale,  in  which  fraudulent 
deaUng  figures  very  prominently."— ,ScoM»!OM. 
NEW  NOVEL  BY  WESTOTH  IDE. 

IN   the   POTTER'S    HAND. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os. 
"An  agreeable  story  uf  Wales  and  Yorkshire." 

Booleman. 
The  novel  is  distmctly  pleasant  reading." 

Madame. 
NEW  NOVEL  BY  GRANVILLE  '^JR.VHAMB 

IN   the   DAYS    GONE    BY. 

Cioih,  es. 
"As  a  love-story  it  is  ot  uadoubted  merit." 

Scotsman. 
NEW  NOVEL  BY  FRANK  YERLOOK. 

PHIL    FLIPPIN'S    RISE. 

By  the  Autuor  of"  The  Sec-et  of  the  Yew,"  d;c. 
Cloih,  38.  ed. 

London  :    DIGBY,  LONG  &  CO., 
18,  Bouverie  Street,  E.U. 


VICTORIAN    ERA    SERIES 

NEW    VOLUMES. 


I 


Urowu  Svo,  uiolb,  2r'.  lid. 

LONDON    in    the     REIQN    of    QUEEN    VICTORIA.^ 

1837-1897.    By  G.  LCJEESCE  GOMME,  F.S.A.,  Statistical  Officer  of  the  London 
County  Council. Mt 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2a.  6d. 

PROVIDENT  SOCIETIES  and   INDUSTRIAL  WEL- 

F.iRE.     By  E.  W.  BRABKOOK,  C.B  ,  Chief  Registrar  of  Friendly  Societies 
"  A  book  of  the  highest  importance  to  all  who  are  interested  in  trade  anions,  friendly  societies,  building 
societies,  aud  such  bodies.     Nothing  can  exceed  the  competence  of  Mr.  Brabrook  for  his  task." 

Atheneeum. 


Loudon  :   BLACKIE  &  SON,  Limited,  Old  Bailey. 


B 


ESTABLISHED    1851. 
IBKBEOK        BANK, 

Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  London. 

TWO-ANB-A-HALF  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  repayable  on  denaand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini- 
mum  monthly  balances,  when  not  draw  u  )ielow  £100. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPAKTMENT. 


ES.i 


LITERARY   PARABLES. 

By  T.  W.  H.  CROSLAND. 

16mo,  2s.  6d.  net. 

"  Has  the  effect  of  eipa  of  clear  water  after  tho 
manv  lancid  pools  and   babbling-  shallows  ol  'seae 

aonal'  booK-wurit Tuo  Utile  oe  such  work  is  doafl 

Portheencouratfeinentof  Thrift  the  Baukreceivesemall  sums  ,  in  Engtaiid."— 5m)(. 

on  deposit  and  allows  Interest  monthly  on  tacU  completed  £1.     i       .,  ,,      ri       i       j   „„„    *„»„    „   „i,,.„   „  .^.w   ♦! ),»a». 

*^  _  .  _  *'Mr.  Crosland  can  turn  a  phrase  with  the  bePt; 

I  moreover,  his  phrases  are  the  phrases  of  a  hutnoridt, 
i  Eardonic,  clear-headed,  and  \ery  clear-sighted." 
j  Academy* 

A  wealih  of  meaning  and  cccasionally  a  dash  tjlt 


BIRKBECK    BUILDING   SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

FOR  TWO   GUINEAS    I'ER  MONTU, 


BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY,    poetic  lire  and  feeling  ..    The  reader  has  something;.!) 
UUW   TO   I'UKfHASE   A    PLuT   OF   LAND  he  OHM  linirer  over."— £e«ds  JferoiD/.  l' 


rOU    t'lVE  bHlLLI.NGS  PER  MONTU. 


The  BIBKBECR  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  pout  tree  I 
FRANCIS  RAVENSCKOrT,  Manager. 


he  can  linger  over." — Leeds  Mercury. 
"  A  witty  book  and  wicked  withal." — Star. 

UNICORN    PRE88,  7,  Cecil  Court,  W.C. 
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Mr.  EDWARD  ARNOLD'S 

NEW     BOOKS. 

THREE  NOTABLE  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

THE  MODERN  TRAVELLER.    By 

II  It.  jukI  H.  T.  U.,  AiUliuriof'MorL' Itoaitc."  a*,  flit. 
Sl^t:crATOR.'-*'An  fxlrtnxtlu  ipirited  and  hnppi/ pUe*  of 
aatirv.  on  Ih  ■  tmnaaUotvil  exttlortr  the  C'imm«rci"I  f  mptr«-binM«r, 
rtn»/  e<i9moin)litmtravtiHer  usho  pq'intt  the  map  nd.  finaoiw  thr, 
pittUr  aid  tojfieal  jtonirji  at  a  pantninirM  written  by  *um«  one  with 
a  ri:nl  litenirt/  itutinct,  and  who  i«  inUlUetwtlli/  Mo  diaeettda"  t 
0/  l.fftr  and  I^.wU  Carroll,  <iud  oitr  mtUra  will  uadfr»t'in't  tkt 
enehiinting,  hai>htunnl,  lovch'Und-ffO  ffualiti/  o/our  author'a  veritt. 
ir«  have  not  t/et  »l>okHn  o/the  drawinpi,  but  in  truth  thej/arg  (u 
ffood  an  f/M  uerM.  There  it  humour,  wit,  and  /Upct  in  etmry  Um 
and  evtry  hit  of  afntding." 

ILLrSTUATElJ  IIV  K.  T.  UKEI). 

TAILS  with  a  TWIST.    Nonsense 

llhym*-!!  l-ya  "HELlJlAN  HARK,"  Illiwtnitoil  in  Olour 
by  E.  T.  UKKI),  uf  launch,    ul.loug  4to,  :)a.  «  I. 

THE      FRANK     LOCKWOOO 

HKETCH  llODK.  A  Si-li*oti  n  from  tho  raiicatiiri.-»  and 
liiinuirous  Kkutche*  <tf  th«  lato  Hir  Frauk  Ijockwooil 
OhloiiR  royal  -Ito,  tOS.  (kl. 

DAILY  TBLEGRAP/r.-"  Thout  who  denire  to  l,.ow  on^v 
4tw  of  ih£  vuini/  re  •tons  wl  y  Sir  Frank  Lock-wood  waa  univ  raallu 
jMputar  may  be  invited  to  study  with  et/ual  pleasure  atU  profit 
tki»  witty,  genial,  and  clever  sketch  book." 


NEW  NOVELS. 

MOONFLEET.      By    J.    Meade 

I'ALK  NKK,  Autlior  c.t  "  Tho  Lust  Strailivariua."    lis. 

THE  DELUSION  of  DIANA.    By 

"  *  !■'    \11ET  lUlKNESlDK.    to. 

/iij'A,— "  AmlilBt  •  dcRert  of  crtmmon;jlaco  it  iu 
come  across   a    novel    like    "The    rvlnsion    of 
....ich  is  at  once  ck-ver,  nttraL'tivf,  antl  wlioleKomi-. 
ili.t  ia  not  only  original,  but  full  of  incident  and  life." 

CHE  FOREST  of  BOURG-MARIE 

nyS.  F.  IIAUKISON.    da. 
-    t^vM't.—"  A  strikiDKly  good  piece  of  literary  work." 

["HE   FALSE    CHEVALIER.      By 

W.  D.  LIGIITllALL.    Os 
\  MancHttUr  Courier.— "TUe  iolo  ja  nuMt  fasdnating." 


NOW  RKADY. 

TOTES  from  a  DIARY  in  ASIATIC 

TUBKEY.  By  LOUD  WAKKWORTH.  M.P.  With  21 
Jhlll-P&K«  Hiotogravurea.  and  other  lllngtrations  from 
Photographs  hy  -he  Author.  Sujior  royal  Svo,  21s.  nel. 
llMIy  TeUirraph —"  \  work  of  vivid  and  varied  interedt. 
HHngwitb  regions  of  th<- tittomin  Empire  rarely  visited  by 
iuOpean  travellt-rs,  and  tbrowinif  much  instructive  liRbt  on 
la  political  and  religious  dift'erences  (hat  havo  convulsed  Alia 
Innr  during  the  pa«t  five  years  " 

SECOND  EDITFON  NOW  READY. 

^'HASES  of  my  LIFE.   By  the  Very 

Rev.  1-KANClS  I'KioU.  I>,.an  f  Rrist-d.  a-.m.tiim*  Uean 
of  Cliichtster.  \  uar  of  II  ilifjis.  \ic:ir  of  Donciwiur,  Incum- 
bent of  St.  Philip's.  Rogfiit  Street.  KnuUsh  t'hapUtn  in 
I'ani.  and  Cbaplulu  in  Ordinary  to  Jler  Majesty  tho  (^ueen 
Demy  8V0,  with  Photogravure  Frontispiece,  188. 
*  il'he  Timea.—  *  Full  of  capital  Btories." 

tl  letidemy.—"  A  Niagara  of  anecdote,    We  have  never  handled 
tioliime  of  reminiscences  so  crammed  with  good  stories  as 
u- 
I'tatKinrrf.— "The  Pean  of  Bristol  has  a  rich  store  of  anec- 
I  e«.    Story  sucoectU  story  with  delightful  ease." 
vri(j/  iVew-i.— "  A  Iwok  about  two-thinls  of  which  is  packed 
fiimiy  stories  about  the  clergy  and  the  churches."* 
ikAire  Post.—*'  The  whole  effect  of  the  book  is  extremely 


TWO  NEW  SPOUTING   BOOKS. 
UNTING   REMINISCENCES    of 

I  KAM;  1;1I.I.A1UI,  wilh  th.-  IVUnir  ll..un,N  ISfiil  t,. 
1S!«,  lt,.oiir.li'il  .111.1  IlliistiMti3.1  by  CL'TilBEKT  BRAD. 
l.t:V.     LiirgL-  svo,  ir,8, 

:eMINISOENCES  of  the  CAMP, 

ihii  COURSK,  the  CiiASK  Ity  a  GentWraan  Rid«r 
I  oloncl  R.  V.  ,MKYSEY-Tlll).MPSON.    Cloth,  l«s.  (kl. 

'iE  LIFE  of  HENRY  MORLEY, 

■   I'     IM.l..    l!y  tho  Bov.  II.  S.  SOLLY.    With  rortraita. 

IM  M,.,  138.011, 

■.'<■'!,'.-  "Mr.  Solly  haa  dono  his  work  well    Tbin 
ii'iiv  n(  iiLs  t;itliLT-iii-lHW  19  uilmirahly  written,  iu  gooii 
1    ,  iinil  with  iileiity  uf  rcUif." 

URIOUS  QUILLS     A  Collection 

f  I'oeniB,  Stories,  and  Essays  cr)ntributed  by  the  JlemWr^ 
f  a  Litcmry  Club.    Crown  »vo,  cloth,  es. 


London  :    EDWARD    ARNOLD, 
37.  Bedford  Street. 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

NEW  RniTION  OV  ORKEN'S  EN0U8H  HlflTORT, 

SHORT   HISTORY  of  the   ENGLISH  PEOPLE     By  John  Richard 

(illEKN.  M.,\        K.ljt'il    liv    M-«.    J.    n.    (IHKKN    iiml    Mma    KATK    NoiniATK.     With  K..iirtl!eii 

rilitwr-royMl  Hvit,  hn  If -leather  hindinir. 


lliifiilroil  llliutrMlioiiii. 
40b.  not. 


Now   KdiUofi  iu  'I'hrue  VnliiitirH. 


*,*  7 hit  bonk  can  bt  purehated  n»  Ih*  tnitalmtnl  t^itam.     Fnr  particular!  apply  to  the  BaokstllTt. 


UNIFOBM  WITH  "  HIOHWAYS  AND  BYWAYS  IN  DEVON  AND  CORNWALL." 

HIGHWAYS  and  BYWAYS  in  NORTH  WALES     By  A.  0.  Bradley. 

llliiKtraliorm   by   JO.SEI'II    I'K.NNKM,   iinil    IIIIOII    THOMHON.      Eitin  crown 


With  tititiiorotiH 
8vo,  Oo. 


HUDYARD    KIPLING'S    NEW    BOOK. 

Tliirly-Rlxlh  Thonruinil. 


THE  DAY'S  WORK.     Crown  8vo,  68. 


HUGH  THOMSON'S  ILLUSTRATED  PAIRT  BOOK. 

JACK,  the  GIANT-KILLER.     With  16  Full-Page  Coloured  Illustra- 

tionsand  18  Decointcil  Text  I'hkch,  tiy  IICOII  THOM.SON.     In  Ciilimrfrl  I'ict<)ri»l  Wrapper.  U. 

Alhenaum.—"  U  ii'l  Mr.  Huirh  Thorns  m's  '  IIIUKtrattil  FnirrBuoki'  are  illuatrated  inuapiritadk 
manner  as  *  Jack,  the  Oiant-Killcr  '  they  wtll  most  certiiinlv  !•«  popular,  eapAcfallr  with  bora." 

rw<ic.— "  A  vorv  deliifi.tfnl  eilition If  tho  Initial  Ixwklet  i«  a  sample  of  the  collection,  ■dolt  lOTen 

of  ait  as  well  as  children,  will  do  well  to  poseeas  tbemeclvps  nf  the  whole  set." 

acottmaii.—"  K»  pleasant  a  pict'ire  book  as  any  that  has  come  out  since  Caldecotl'i  tlma." 

FOR    PEGGY'S    SAKE.     By  Mrs.  Edwin  Hohler.  Author  of  "The 

Green  Toby  J  UK,"  Ac.     llluntnited  by  K.  H.  T0WN8KNU.    Crown  8vo,  4b.  ed. 
Outlook.—"  A  pleasant  story  for  aohoolKlrla." 

6KC0ND   IMPHE9SION   NOW  READY. 

ELIZABETH  and  her  GERMAN  GARDEN.     Extra  crown  Svo,  6s. 

Timex.—'*  A  very  briRhtlittlebor-k Fulluf  briRbtglimpwHi of  nature  and  RpriKbtly  criticisniiiof  lif«." 

Speaker.—"  Entirely  doliRhtful." 

OBSERVATIONS   of  a   RANCHWOMAN   in   NEvT  MEXICoT 

P:DIT11    .M.   NICIIOLL.      Wllh  Illu9tration».     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

MAOMILLAN'S    NEW    NOVELS. 

Crown  Svo,  Ah.  each. 

A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN. 

By  ROLF  BOLDREWOOD. 
Ikiily  TeUffraph.—"  Eminently  re&dable,  being  written  in  th* 
breezy,   happy-go-lucky   style  which    charaoterlsus  the  more 
recent  fictional  works  of  the  author  of  that  singalarly  eameit 
and  impressive  romance,  '  Uobbory  Under  Anns.* " 

BISMILLAH.    By  A.  J.  Dawson. 

Spettker.—"  A  stirriDg  tale  of  love  and  adventure.  .  .There  la 
<  nough  of  exciting  incident,  of  fighting,  intrigue,  and  Ioto- 
niaking  la  *  Bismillah '  to  satisfy  the  most  exacting  reader.** 


By 


The  ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS, 

FoandlinK,  Tliief,  Juggler,  and  Fencing 'Maater 

daring    the     French    Revolution.       By    WRIB 

MITCHELL.  M.D- 

Literotun.—"  It  is  a  charming  book,  this  historical  rotnaiw*  of 

Df  WeirMitehell's;  In  narrative  power,  in  dramtilc  «ir.et.  la 

vivid  movement,  and  iu  mordant  and  sioffuUrtv  effrctive  ttyla. 

No  noveliiit  of  whom  wo  know,  not  even  Felti  (Inw,  Hms  ao 

vivully  brought  b*fi)r«*uii  the  life  of  bwttr  I^iria  In  the  awful 
days  of  The  Terror A  romance  at  notable  as  It  i<  delightful. " 

HER    MEMORY.     By  Maarten 

MAARTENS. 
Daily   Telearaph.—"  Full   uf   the   quiet   grace   and    lft«nu7 
exceUeooe  which  we  have  now  laacaed  to  utoeUta  with  the 
anthor." 


SOME    ACCOUNT   of  GEORGE    WILLIAM    WILSHERE,    BARON 

BRAMWELL  of  HEVKR,  and  his  OPINIONS.    By  CUABLE.s  F.M KFIIOLH.      With  a  Portrait. 
Svo,  lOs.  nel. 

NEW    VOLUME    OP    FOREIGN    STATESMEN. 

CAVOUR.    By  the  Countess  Evelyn  Martin  engo  Cesaresco     Crown 

8vo,  2a.  Od. 

SECOND    EDITION    NOW    READY. 

THE  SOUL  of  a  PEOPLE.    An  Account  of  the  Life  and  Belief  of  the 

Burme.xe.     By  H.  FIKLDING.    Demy  Svo,  14». 
Guardian.— "  Mr.  Fielding  has  written  a  very  (aacinating  book Without  a  dull  page  from  start  to 

finish." 


BELIEF  in  CHRIST,  and  other  Sermons.    Preached  in  the  Chapel  of 

Trinity  Collc^'e,  Cambridge,  by  UENRY  MONTAGU  BUTLER,  D.D.    Crown  8to,  Ss.  net. 

IN  the  SHADOW  of  SINAI.    A  Story  of  Travel  and  Beseardi  from 

1896  to  1887.     By  AGNES  SICTH  LEWIS.    Crown  Svo,  (s.  net.  •  • 

Now  ready,  price  lOs.  6*1. 

THE   ANNUAL   of  the  BRITISH   SCHOOL  at   ATHENS.     No.  Ill 

SESSION  181W-7.    -Ito,  Ulustrattil. 
•,•  No.  I.  of  the  ANNUAL  il89t-6),  price  3e.  ed.,  and  Xo.  II.  (1895.«),  price  I0».  (W.,  mat  be  obtained 
from  the  PuBliehere.    Librariea  are  advited  to  eecure  Vomptete  Sett  as  the  Edition  it  limittd. 


BY    HENRY    ARTHUR    JONES. 

THE  ROGUE'S  COMEDY.    A  Play  in  Three  Acts.    Pcap.  Svo,  23.  6d. 
SURSUM  CORDA:  an  Apology  for  Idealism.    Fcap.  Svo,  3s.  6d. 
MACMILLAN    &    CO.,    Ltd.,    London, 
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The    Academy. 


3  'O^CPmlipr,  iSo8. 


CATALOGUES. 


TO  BOOKBXJYERS  and  LIBRARIANS  of 
FREE  LIBRARIES -Tlic  DECEMUBR  UATAI/XiUES 
Af  VahmWe  SECOND -ITANI)  WRKS  »nd  NEW  llE. 
MAINDER8.  offered  at  pr  ces  Rreatly  leduofd.  are  Now 
Keadv.  and  will  be  sent  post  tree  upou  appliciti"n  to  W  H. 
SMim  ft  Son,  I.ihraiy  Department.  186.  Strand.  Lmdoii.  w.c. 
la  the  New  Remainder  List  will  be  found  many  »  orks 
adapted  for  Christmas  rrcsunts. 


WILLIAMS        &       NORGATE 
IMPORTERS  OF  FOREIGN  BOOKS. 
i,  Henrietta  Street,  Oovent  Garden,  20,  South  Frederiok  St.. 
Edinbureh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 

OATALOOnES  poet  free  on  application. 


TUitT  PUBLISHED.  — CAT  ALORUE  nf 
f  J  SECOND-HAND  BOOKS,  inclu.Hnn  ''•''■'^-  Litin,  Jnd 
English  Classics.  To,K)giaphy.  Scott-sh  Ballad  PoPtry.to  .  m"l 
a  considemWe  numlier  of  interestinB  Jloslrail  Woi ks. -Gratis  ot 
B.  H.  Blacewcll.  50  and  51.  Broad  Street,  OxfTd. 

BOOKS.— OUT-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPLIED.-I'lease  state  want".  Our  Kiplin'  ^ot«■ 
Book  (6d.l  rea.'y  November  ISth.-Wanted.  New  Aral.iau  Nights, 
evols.,  1882.  218.  offered.-HoLLAKD  Co.,  Cherry  Street,  Bir- 
mingham.   


■D  AEDEKER'S 


BADDELEY'S 

TOURISTS'    ODIPE    BOOKS, 
ew  fully  deUiled  CATALOOHB  ssnt  post  free  on  application. 


DOLAU  ft  CO.,  37,  SoHO  Squark.  Lukook,  W. 


AGENCY  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  a.nd 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  2:frd  Street,  New 
York,  and  24,  BEDFOKD  STREET,  LON DON,  W.C,  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  lo  the  excellent 
facilities  presented  by  their  Branch  House  in  London  fur  filling, 
on  themostfavouiable  terms,  o  ders  for  their  own  STANDARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.— CATALOGUES  sent  on  application. 


ST.  PAUL'S  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL, 
COLET  COURT.  LONDON.  W.,  will  REOPEN  for  LENT 
TERM,  191111,  on  TUESDAY,  .January  17th.  AppliKitionsfor 
Admission  to  be  made  to  the  Head  Master,  Mr.  J.  Bewshkb, 
M.A,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford.  ,      ,„.,„,,„. 

During  the  last  School  Year  !1  I'aulmes  gained  Scholarships 
or  Exhibitions  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  ]»  gamed  admis- 
sion into  Woolwich  and  Sandhurst.  (During  the  last  thirteen 
years  2M)  o]ien  Scholarships  have  lieen  taken  by  Paulines  at 
Oxford  and  Cambridge.)  ,     a,    n     -.      w 

At  the  Apposition.  1898.  there  were  86  Boys  in  St.  Pnu  s  wh^ 
had  gatued  an  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Hi;jher  Certlfic  ite  .-.0  who 
had  Matriculated  at  London  University,  and  7!l  who  had 
qualified  for  Medical  Registration.  * 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  successes  had 
received  thtir  earlv  education  at  Cotet  Court. 

UNIVERSITY     COLLEGE   of     WALES, 
ABERYSTWYTH. 

The  Council  invite  Applications  for  the  post,  of  ASSISTANT 
LEc'tURKR  in  the  DEPARTMENT  of  ENGLISH  LAN- 
GUAGE and  LITERATURE.  .,,,,,.  ,      . 

Applications,  together  with  testimonials,  should  be  sent  not 
later  than  December  14th,  1898  to  the  undersigned,  from  whom 
further  particulars  may  be  obtained. 

T.  MORTIMER  GREEN,  Registrar. 

November,  1898. ^_ 

ROYAL  TNni\JJ   ENGINEERING  COL- 
LEGE, Coopers  Hill,  Staines. 

The  COURSE  of  STUDY  is  arranged  to  fl».  an  Engineer  for 
employment  in  Euroie,  llniia.  and  the  Colonies.  At>out 
4«  studen'S  will  be  admitted  in  Septeralier.  1899.  The  Secretary 
of  SUte  will  offer  them  for  Competition,  Twelve  Appointments 
as  Assistant  Engineers  in  the  Public  Works  Department,  and 
Three  Appointments  as  Assistant  Superintendents  in  the  Tele- 
graphs Detiartment.  One  in  the  Accounts  Branch  P.W.D.,  and 
One  in  the  Traffic  Department,  Indian  State  Railway. 

For  particulars  apply  to  Secretabv,  at  College. 


IMPORTANT.-PRINTITJG  AND  PUBLISHING. 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  &c. 
—KING,  SELL  &  RAILTON,  Limited,  high-cjass 
Printer!  and  PublisherB,  V2,  Cuiiirh  Square,  4.  Bolt  Court.  J  lect 
Street,  E.C.,  have8i>eci>.lly-l>uilt  Uotary  and  otherf.istMachiiiPS 
for  priDtiDR  illustratt'd  or  other  Publications  and  Bpecially-ltuilt 
MaohineB  for  fast  folding  aud  ooveriug  8,  16,  24.  or  32-page 
JoumalB  at  oneoperatioD, 

Adv'ce  and  aBgiatanoe  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  Journals. 

Facilities  upon  the  premiBes  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver- 
tUing  and  Publishing  Department-  conducted. 

Telepone  65121.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 


TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.     lOd.  per  1,000  words.     Simples  and  references.— 
iddresB,  Miss  E.  M.,  18,  Mortimer  Crescent  N.W. 


TYPEWRirrNG.  — MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific, dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatness 
and  rapidity.  (Uear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars,  &c,  multiplied 
by  Edison'8  JlimeoRraph.  Long  experience.— Miss  Bpbiso. 
S,  Agamemnon  Road,  West  HampBtead. 

T  ITERARY  RESEARCH. —A  Gentleman, 
I  i  experienced  in  Literary  Work,  aud  who  has  access  to  the 
British  Museum  Reading  Room,  ia  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  person  requiring  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
■earch,  or  in  seeing  Work  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French.  Italian,  or  Spanish.  — Apply,  by 
tetter,  to  D.  C.  Dallas.  6.  Pumival  Street.  London.  E.O. 


PROFESSOR  of  ENGLISH  anrl  PHILO- 
SOPHY -WANTED,  for  the  South  African  College. 
Capttown.  Salaiy  £o'Ht.  with  a.  pOi-siMe  increase  ut  j£10U  i-lO 
allowed  for  passage  money.  Duties  to  c:>mnience  un  1st 
February,  iSiHK— Ai>plicatioiiB,  with  >  ertificates  as  t^i  a'lal'fi™- 
tions  and  health,  to  be  addressdd  "  Cavk,"  Office  "f  the 
ArAUKMV,  4;{,  t'luincery  Lane,  Ijoudoii,  W.C,  not  later  than  Ist 
lanuary. ,        


T   ATEST    PUBLIilATIONS   of    the    ZOO- 

I  J  LOGICAL  SOCIETY  of  LONDON. 

TRANSACTIONS,  Vol.  XIV.,  Part  VIU.,  containing 
a  paper  "On  New  and  Imperfectly  Known  Species  of 
Oftracoda.  chiefly  from  New  Zealand,"  by  Dr.  (i.  Stkwaui>- 
SOS  Braoy,  F.R.8..  with  Five  Plates  and  Title  and  Index- 
to  the  Volume.  I'rice  to  Fellows.  Ws. ;  to  the  Putilic.  12a 
And  Vol.  XV.,  Part  I.,  containing  a  '  Report  on  the  Col- 
lection of  FisiicB  made  by  Mr.  .1.  E.  ^.  Moore  in  La  e 
Tuiiganyika,"  by  G.  A.  Boplanokr,  F.R.S.,  with  an 
App*'udil  by  J-  £.  8.  MooKK.  with  2  Colouied  and  li  Uu- 
coloured  Plates.    Price  to  Fellows,  15a.  9d.;  to  tlie  I'ublic, 

To  be  obtained  at  the  Society's  Offices.  3,  Ilanorer  Square, 
W.,  or  through  any  Bookseller. 

OM\f\    PRIZE  for  BEST  BOOK  of  120,000 

XiUU  words  oil  PROTESTANT  BELIEF.  Particulars 
aud  Conditions  on  receipt  of  Stamped  Envelope.— Apply  to  the 
Secretaries. 

Tn«  Religious  Tract  fiociETv,  56,  Paternoster  Row, 

London,  E.C.  ^ 


MR.    MELROSE'S 

NEW   LIST. 


SECOND  EDITICN. 

SOME  BIBLE  PROBLEMS.   By 

D  W  SIMON,  M.A.,  D.D..  Ph.D.,  Prlocipftl  of 
Unitoil  Colloro,  Bradford,  Author  of  "The  Re- 
demption of  Man,"  4c.  ('rown  8vo,  cloih 
board",  i>B.  ,        .  ^.  . 

"  The  essays  are  Isarncil.  thoughttnl,  and  eniBMtiye.  ana 

eUborate  many  i>Dints  which  both  critios  aud  theolo5lan«  are 

needing  to  consider. "—Gioipow  Jierald. 

Uniform  with  "  TOLD  PROM  THE  BANKS." 

OUR  LIVING  GENERALS: 

Twelve  Biographical  Sketches  of  Distrnftmshed 
Soldiers,  includine  r.ord  Ki'cheue"-  of  KhBrt,iin. 
■Rv  ARTHUR  TEMPLE,  Author  of  "  The  Makinir 
of  the  Empire."    With  Portraits.    Large  imiJennl 
Iflmo,  art  vellum,  eilt  top.  3a.  Od. 
"  The  Commander-in-Chief  head"  l\w,  nailery  of  ponrait'i'a 
—nortraltare  in  tile  pictorial  senw  is  an  additional  attrac  inn 
to  the  book-and  Sir  Uerhert  Kitchmer  fitly  closes  the  gall  mt 
array     Altoaetlier  the  hook  is  pleasant  and  nr.'U  I  reailmg. 
^  Saturdav  Revutp. 

TWO  NEW  AND  POWERFUL  STORIES. 

THE  PARSON'S   PROXY.     By 

KATE   W.    HAMILTON,  Author  of  "Rachel's 

Share  of  the  Roal."    Imp.  18mo,  cloth,  beveUed 

boards,  ronjih  edges,  gilt  top.  3s.  8d.  ,  „    , 

"A  very  whnVsome.  svcet,  anl   interestinir  stt,ry.  full  o» 

(rood  feeline.  unobtrusive  n.rlstianitv  and  Tfn\  pathos.      w« 

trust  tha'APss  Kate  Hamilton  has  in  .tore  for  her  reader, 

many  another  novel  as  Hood  as '  The  Parson  a  I'lVi-xy.    —blieakir. 

BY    STRANGE     PATHS.      By 

FANNIK    E.    NEWBKRRV.      Imp.    Idmo,   eloth, 
bevelled  boards,  rnush  edges,  giit  top.  38.  M. 
"  The  stiiry  is  full  ot  incident,  life,  and  vik'our" 

\\  i:g'.em  yfnrtnrtff  w«u'*. 

BOOKS    FOR   THE    HEART. 

Edited  by  the  Rev.  ALEXANDKR  SMELLIE,  M  A. 

Pcap.  8vo,  printed  on  antique  wove  paper,  cloth 

boards,  gilt  top,  2a.  6d. 

VOLVMEfl  JUST  ADDED  TO  THE  SERIKS. 

THE    RELIGIOUS    AFFEC- 

TIONS.     By  JONATHAN  EDWARDS. 

THE    JOURNAL    of   JOHN 

WOOLMAN.     With  nii    Appreciation  by  JOHN 
GREEMLBAF  WHITTIER. 
•'This  jourosl  is  quaint  reading,  and  the  language  charm 
ingly  piquant-"— ifuofrtw't- 

16,  PILGRIM  STREET,  LONDON,  KO. 


CHRISTMAS  PRESENTS.  — The  Newest 
and  Best,  and  Where  to  »et  Tliem.  at  all  prices.  See  the 
Special  Nuniljer  of  the  HOME  SUl'I'I.KMKNT.  given /ree  with 
TUB  ItAZAAK.  EXCHANGE  and  MART  Newspaper  of 
December  7.  to  be  obtalnerl  of  all  Newsagents  and  Bookstalls. 
Price  2d.,  complete.    Order  early.— Office :  J70.  ."itrand,  Lonilon. 

The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  ohtained  gratis  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


PfC\      £.=!5,      £21     PRIZES     for     THREE 
±/0U'    STORIES  on  the  PRESENT -DAY    ASPECTS   of 
the  OONTKOVEUSY    WITH    llOMli.      Conditions.   4c..   ou 
receipt  of  Stamped  Envelope.— Apply  to  the  Secretaries. 
Th«  Relioioub  Tract  Society,  m,  Paternoster  Row, 

Loudon,  E.C. 


MUDIE'S      LIBRARY 


(LIMITED). 


SUBSCRIPT  EONS   FROM   ONE   GUINEA 

PER  ANNUM. 

CAN  BE  ENTERED  AT  ANY  DATE. 


"A  CAPITAL  STORY."— At  Libraries  and  Booksellers'. 

UNCLE  JACK  FROM  AMERICA 

By  K.  G.  SOANS.  Author  of  "John  flilbert.  Yeoman."  ao.l  ^ 
EUITU  C.  KENYON.  Author  of   'Tlie  Hand  of  his  Brother.' 
Crown  8vo,  (is. 
•■  A  thoronghly  healthy  story. "-Cft»rc»Beiiiei». 
••  A  success  can  safely  he  predicted  for  it."-H'Ml"«M 
"  It  is  acapi'al  story."— 5c(*(sinfl».    .        ,  ,,  ,.     „,;.„ 

••  There  is  abundant  interest  in  the  tale  and  the  sensationalism 
of  truth  which  is  stranger  than  fiction.  '—Tim  JVewa. 

SiMPKiN,  Mabsuall  &  Co.,  Limited,  London. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.  9. 

All  readers  attempting  this  weeFs 
Competition  [described  fully  on  page 
389)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


THE  BEST  and  MOST  POPULAR  BOOKS 

of  the  SEASON  ARE   NOW  in 

CIRCULATION. 

Prospeotuses  of  TeriuB  free  on  application. 

BOOK    SALE   DEPARTMENT. 

Many  Thousand  Surplus  Copies  of  Books  always  ON  SALE 
(Second  Hand).    Also  a  large  Selection  of 

BOOKS   IN  LEATHER   BINDINGS 

SUITABLE  FOR 

BIRTHDAY,  WEDDING,  and  CHRISTMAS 
PRESENTS. 


ESTABLISHED    18B1. 

BIEKBECK        BANK, 
Southampton  Buildings.  Chancery  Lane.  London. 
TWO-ANll-A-HALF    per   CENT.    INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini- 
aium  monthly  balances,  when  not  dra«nbelow  £100. 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  ot  Thrift  the  Bank  ri^f "«» '',™"  fT' 
on  deposit  and  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  comi.leted  f  1. 

BIRKBECK    BUILDING   SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

FOR  TWO   GUINEAS   I'ER  MONTH. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LANU 

JOB    FIVE  SHILLINGS  FEB  MONTH. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK, withfuU  particulars,  post  fwe 
FRANCIS  BAVEN8CR0PT,  Manager. 


'i 


30   to   34,    NBW    OXrORD    STREET; 

241,    Brompton   Road,    S.W. ;    48,    Queen  Victoria 

Street,  E.G.,  London  ; 

And  at  10-12,  Barton  Arcade,  MAMCHjsTiiB. 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S'  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 

BREAKFAST-SUPPER. 
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DIGBY,  LONG  &  GO'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

At  till  liibraries  and  RookRoUers*. 

"An  uiif-.in.l-.iit  .■\i-iliri«  ;iiiii  rl,.v.  1  n.matic.'." 

THE  RAINBOW  FEATHER. 

Uy  KKlUajrt  HIJMK.      Cloth,  tin. 
"Tli«  aiithur  of  -Tliy  Mysrcry  of  a  Jliiuiom  Cab*  ha*  lur- 
pM«eil  hlniiclf  in  tliJH  hrilUimt  narration.'— /rijA  Tim€». 
"A  aiBlinetly  pK-juniK  l-mk.  l>riKlif,  f^e^ll,  and  brwzy." 

ANOEL :  a  Gornisti  Romance. 

Uy  Mrs.  ENSKI.r,, 
Author  nf  •  Ijanlierat,"  *e.    Cloth,  8». 

"Mni.  EiimII  writM  agrcal.ly  anil  with  c!iri>.  '-^(*«.  imim. 
•'A  Willi  w.-ir«i'!,I..rv."     Ant<iim'h 

A    BURIEU     MYSTERY. 

By  CI,E.\1K.\T  A.  MKNUUAM, 
Aul/uir  0/  "  The  Troth  nf  Tear:"    Cloth,  88. 
•  Mr.  Sltinillinm  lias  coDtribiiteil  to  the  library  of  romance 
im«  iif  1 10  vvortlilint  viiluniti  that  lin«  appearat  alnoe  lliis  em  of 
KlUor  llaKRanl  a  '.Slif.'"— i,,rer;io<.l  llailii  PoU. 

NEW  NOVKI,  DY  FliANK  YEllLOCK 

PHIL   FLIPPIN'S    RISE. 

Sy  the  Author  of  The  Sicel  of  the  Yew,"  rf-r. 

Cloth,  ;is.  Oil. 
"Tlio  cliaractrrs  are  well  ilniwn,  the  conversation  is  very 
good.  —Bury  (juardinn. 

NKVV  NOVKFi  HY   ItOHKRT  DAWBAttN^ 

RANSONMOOR.  ,_,.,„,„,,.,. 

11   H  .1  slriiKlitly  t.il.l  till,.,   in  which  fmiiduloDt  dealiot 
riH  VLTy  proniiueutly.  "^.'eotamon. 

!:W  NOVEL  UY  Q.  HERE8FOIID  FITZGERALD 

THE    STIGMA. 

Ily  Ihc  Author  of  "An  Odd  Career,"  "  A  FUetina 

Show,"  (be.    Cloth.  68. 
Is  (-lever  ami  interesting;  ami  it  will  a<lil  to  th«  repuUtlon 
M(    !■  itxKerald  has  already  acauir6<l."—A'co(«m(o». 

NEW  NOVEL  liY  KRANVILLK  (iRAHAMR  ~ 

IN    the   DAYS    GONE    BY. 

Clolh    OS. 
^s  a  l„ve»t..r/,  it  ia  c.f  un.louiiteil  nierit."-S«it«,»(m. 


NEW   HOOK   UY  CAROLINE  GEAKKY 

ROYAL     FRIENDSHIPS. 

By  the  Author  of  •■  Two  frcneh  Queens," 

"  Three  Smpresses."    Cloth,  Us. 

The  volume  contains  a  useful  piece  of  work."— .S'rotsnwn. 

London:    DIGBY,  LONG  &  CO., 
18,  Boaverie  Street,  B.C. 

3LACKWOOD'S      MAGAZINE. 

No.  IKW,  — llECEMBER,  1898. 2».  6d. 

SroKiWiLi.  JiCKsoK,  by  Lieut.-Geneml  Sir  Honry 
lackenbury,  K.C.B.,  K.O.8.I.— Feoh  Uiii,iw*to  to 

IB  VlCrORIA    FiLl.S  ;  A  MlSSIOW  TO  KiMQ  LEWiSlKA, 

•  Civptaiu  the  Hon.  Arthur  Lawley.— The  Primitive 
iiKCH.— AuToiiioGR»ritir  OP  A  Child,  chaps,  ix.  xiv. 
Ih'DDHA's  BiBTiipLACE,  by  Right  Hon.  F.  Max 
illor.— A  CasELpui,  or  Celtic  Stokiem,  by  Andrew 

'.—Penny  Fiction.-  The  B.A.  and  the  Bellh. 
^.  G.  Hyde.— A  Makek  ok  Colonies.— The  Price 

IE  Harnbsm,  by  Stephen  Crane.— Ta»  Ethics  ok 

,UB8T.— The  LooxiK-oir. 


I.LIAII  BLACKWOOD  A  SONS,  Edin.de.h  4»d  Lo»Do^ 


LEXANDER  &  SHEPHEARD'S 


rUBLICATIONS. 


Ju8t  Published.    Crown  8vo,  2s.  (id. 

THINGS  THAT  ARE  MADE."     Devo- 

nnal  .Meditations  in  the  Haunts  of  Nature.    Uv 
:cv.  A.  J.  BAMFORD,  B.A.,  of  Royton. 

'  list  Pablishod.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  with  Portraits, 
price  es. ,  post  free. 

WELSHMEN  in  ENGLISH  POLPITS  ;  op, 

(jermnii^  by    Eiiclish   CnnttreKatioual  Ministers 

?!",,.  ^l?!*^'-       ^^''"»     Introduction     by     Rev. 

'  AME'-L^UfE^R^^!''^-   ''■''•     ^'^'"^Vaev. 

Heady,  Second  Edition,  crown  8to,  cloth  boards. 
Is.  (id.,  post  free. 

1  E  CHARTER  of  ihe  CHURCH.     Lec- 

Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boaids, 
price  Is.  t!d.,  post  free. 

TE  CONDUCT  of  PUBLIC  MEETINGS. 

ZJ- ,^^^'LP?^^^'-     A    Clear  and  Concke 
Manual  for  all  Public  Sijcakers. 

jadon :  21  4  82,  Furniyal  Street,  Holbora,  B.C. 


IVow  naay  at  all  ihe  UbraHea.    A  NEW  NOvEL,  b,  tht  Author  of  "  Three 

Qirls  in  a  flat'' 

A  HAUNTED  TOWN. 

BY    ETHEL    F.    HEDDLE. 
Illustrated  by  Gordon   Browne.      Crown  8vo,  fancy  cloth   boards.  6s. 

"  .1  bri;/kl,keen  air  bloie,  through  tkii  ttory.     The  humonr  kai  a  fre»k,  lall  ,naD  ami  iKere  u  « 
proporlxon  of  Scot.-character,  tongue,  and  .eenery-that  an  Enyli.h  ,„Mic  can  jJToJu."'^ 

Pe,rl?.luJ^n  """?•    ,^'*'  ?*'"•'"'"'■'  "','*«  """Z  <"■«  a"  aliee,  none  are  orerdr"wnZndi^A'«nt 
J  etroiiella  will  come  to  ttay  with  every  reader."—  Wolil.D. 

By  a  NEW  WRITER. 

OVERLOOKED :  a  tale  of  north  devon. 

^      BY    BESSY    HAWKER.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  boards.  Us.  6d. 

1  M-"!''  "  ""^  '""''  '"  ■"'■"  •'/''«"'■«'"<  work."— A T/m.V  FU 1/ 
.,„„  '    •  ■  '";"''•'» /'.'ommend  Ihi,  bit  of  old  Devon  a,  a  mo,t  .uitaHe  gift  to  any  daughter  niece  or 

who  under,tand,  ,o  well  Uw  to  blend  the  colour.-the  light,  and  .hade,  of  viUaoelife." 

Cliukcll  TIMES. 

A  NEW  NOVEL  dealing  with  Christian  Socialism. 

MARY    GIFFORD,    M.B. 

A   .L       .  ^Y    L.    T.    MEADE, 

Author  of  "A  Princess  of  the  Gutter,"  "Und>ir  the  Dr-gon  Thron-."  do. 
Large  crown  8vo,  fancy  doth  boards,  6s. 

With  Introduction  by  ANDREW  LANQ. 

THE  PLEASURES  of  LIFERATURE  and  the  SOLACE  of  BOOKS. 

Selected  and  Arranged  by  JOSEPH    SHAYLOR 

A'tisticaltgprinudon  laid  paper.     nUth  a  Fronti.piece reproduced  in  J/eliograv,xre  from  Meiuonier', 
celebrated  picture,  "A  Realing  at  Diderot',  /louee." 

F'cap.  8vo,  fxira  cloth  boards,  gilt  top,  3s.  6d. 

"  Every  book-lorer  will  delight  in  thit  production."— OUTLOOK 

WEUj^ARDNER^ARTON^  jO^^ternosten  Buildings.  London. 

READY  IMMEDIATELY,  crown  8vo,  cloth  Kilt,  price  48. 

THE   WAY    THE   WORLD   WENT   THEN. 

By    ISABELLA    BARCLAY. 

WITH  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

OONTBKTS : 


1.— THE   CRUST    OF    THE    EARTH 
2.— THE  BOCK  STORY. 
3.— A    FROZEN    EARTH. 
■I.— TRIBES  AND  NATIONS. 
6.— THE  OLD   STONE    AGE. 


6.— THE    NEW  STONE  AGE. 
7. -THE    BRONZE  AGE. 
8.-THE  LAKE-DWELLERS. 
O.-THE  AGE  OF   IRON. 
10.— THE  SEA  KINGS. 


London:  EDWARD  STANFORD,  26  and  27,  Cockapur Street,  S.W. 


THE 


A    CHABMINO    GIFT    BOOK! 

V  M'K-rr^^'...      ....     _._ ''»•  "I't,  claret  roan,  (iilt,  Illustrated 

LONDON  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE  DIAMOND  JUBILEE. 

London:  Simpkic,  Mmtall  k  Co.       Llangollen :  Darlington  *  Co. 

DARLINGTON'S    HANDBOOKS. 

^''''' ''  ^vi.^';^o.°^'^'^K^.^hS'i^.c/"^'^  ''fi.u'trj^^^^^'^^- 

y^^^PHKT  Ji^^^'^P.^^^'*--'^'"'   ^f^°'*>   Contribntions   from    Hi«    Excellency 

?HrNO^imPw"A,*S*.  ?^V«?°«"^^        ™«^"^^^«^^^ 
JHK  NORTH  WALES  COAST.  THE  ISLE  OP  WK^HT 

BRECON  and  its  BEACONS.  the  WYK   VALI.KY 

BOSS,  TINTERN,  and  CHEPSTOW.  THE  SEVERN   VALLEY 

=»,^£^,?;?2''l,B*TH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUPER-SIARE 

TIAv'nnnvn-  m.lT"°,F I?"'-  "ASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEO.SARhs. 

ARVRVh?S?th'    "n>.K'„".'>..^"0'*'    BKTTW8YC0ED  and  SNOWDON. 

KAH\?nnTj  ■■,ow\?,\'v^T,"v  ^lACUYNLLKTH     and     ABERDOVEY. 
w     .,?,^',°^^"'  '"Ol-liELLY,   HARLECH,  CRICCIKTH   and  PWLLHELI 
M»L\  KRN,  UEREroRD    W.JRCESTER.  GLOUCESTER TcHELTENHAM. 
LLANDRINDOD  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 
SECOND    EDITION     ENLARGED,  58.      Sixty  Illustrations.  24  Maps  and  Plans. 

LONDON    AND    ENVIRONS 

„.,^    n       ■  -•  .    a'^''  ^-  ^-  ^^^^  *'"!  ^-  T-  COOK,  M.A.) 

-OMJrir'x'M  t!/-   the    Tate   Gallery,   Pae.more  Edward,   Settlement,  BlackwaU   T»»n»l.  Jtc. 

and  an  addUxonal  Inde^  of  4,500  Rt^erence,    to    Street,   and    Phue,    o"  InUruT 
,     .       „  Llaneollen  :   DARLINGTON  k  CO. 

Lonaon  I  SiHPEtir.  Marss  .  ll.  Havilt  j  .,  KsNr  n  Co.,  Ltd.     The  Railway  BookstaUa,  and  all  Bo  .kwUw* 
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HODDER  &  STOUCHTON'S 


NEW  LIST. 


IAN  MACLAKEN'S  NEW  BOOK. 

AFTERWARDS,    and    Other 

By  IAN  MAOLARKN,  Author  of 


Bnrniie    Brier 
lineu,  6s. 


Bush,' 


4c. 


Stories 

Beside  tho 
Crown    8vo,     art 


EABBI     SA.UNDERSON.       By     IAN 

MACLABEN.     With  12  Illustrations   by  A.  8. 
Boyd.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


LL.D.,  of 

DALE,  M.A- 


The  LIFE  of  R.  W.  DALE, 

Birmingham.    By  his  Son,  A.  W.  W 
With  Portrait.    8vo,  cloth,  148. 
"  It  is  a  -deeply  intoresting  record  of  one  of  the 
most  strenuous  and  useful  lives  of  modern  days." 

Vailif  yews. 

The  LIFE  of  HENRY  DRUMMOND, 

F.II.S.E.  By  GEORGE  ADAM  SMITH,  D.D., 
liL  D.,  Professor  of  Hebrew  and  old  Testampnt 
Exegesis.  Free  Church  CoUege,  Glasgow.  With 
Portraits.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d.     IShortln. 

HENRY  ROBERT  REYNOLDS,  D  D. : 

His  Life  nnd  Letters.  Edited  by  his  SISTERS. 
With  Two  Portraits.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  9s. 

WAS  CHRIST  BORN  at  BETHLFHEM? 

ft  Study  in  tho  Credibility  of  St.  Luke.  Hy  Prof. 
W.  M.  HAMSAY,  D.C.L.,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  5s. 

CATHOLICISM,  ROMAN  and  ANGLI- 
CAN. By  the  Rev.  A.  M.  FAIRBAIRN,  M.A., 
D.D.,  LL.D.,  Principal  of  Mausiield  College, 
Oxford,  Autlior  of  "The  Place  ol:  Christ  m 
Modern  Tbeology,"  ic.  Crown  Svo,  cloili.  7s.  (id. 

[Shnrtlti. 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON'S  EDIN- 

UUHGH  DAYS.  Uy  E.  BLANTYRE  SIMPSON, 
Author  of  "  Sir  James  Y.  Simpson."  trown  Svo, 
cloth,  6s. 

REMINISCENCES  of  IRISH  LIFE  and 

CHAE.ACTER.  By  MICHAEL  MACDONAGH. 
Crown  Svo,  (filt  top,  6s. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  of  the  UNITED 

STATES.  By  JUSTIN  HUNTLY  MCCARTHY. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  68. 

CAPRICCIOS.     By  the   DUCHESS   of 

LEEDS.    Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  os. 

NEIL  MACLEOD.    A  Tale  of  Literary 

Life  in  London.  By  L.  GLADSTONE.  Crown 
8vo,  doth,  Cs. 

MEaOOTSBRAE.        Portraits     and 

Memories.  By  HALLIDAY  ROfiEES.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  68. 

HESTER   MORLEY'S  PROMISE      By 

HESBA  STRKTI'ON,  Author  of  "Jessica's  First 
Prayer,"  "The  Doctor's  Dilcimna,"  t&c.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  ts. 

BLACK  ROCK.    A  Tale  of  the  Selkirks. 

By  RALPH  CONNOR.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Prof.  G.  A.  SMITH,  LL.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


THE 

AUTOTYPE     COMPANY, 

74,  NEW  OXFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W., 

PRODUCERS  AND  PTJBLISHBR8  OF  PERMANENT 

PHOTOGRAPHIC    EEPRODTTCTIONS    OF 

FAMOUS  WORKS  OF  ART. 

SOME    NOTED    PORTRAITS   BY   OLD 
AND  MODERN  MASTERS. 

The  uiulermeutioned  Autotypes,  copied  direct  from  the 
Origiual  PuiutinRS,  are  published  in  the  uniform  size  of  18  m. 
longest  line.  Prices,  unframed,  128.  each;  or  appropriately 
flamed,  '278.  to  ass.  each. 

BE  liLlN  r,  G.— The  Doge  Leonardo  Laredano.  (National  Gallery 
DAVID,  J.  L.— Madame  Recamier.    (Louvre) 
DUIIKR.  A.— Own  Portrait  at  the  ane  of  20.     (Uffizi.) 
GAINSBOROUGH,  T.— Mrs.  Siddons.    (National  Gallery.) 
HALS.  I'.— The  Man  with  White  Ruflf.     (National  Gallery.) 
HOGARTH;  W.— Own  Portrait.    (National  Gallery  ) 
IIoLBEIN,  H.— King  Henry  VIII.    (Windsor  Castle) 
HUPPNER,  J.— The  Counters  of  Oxford.     (National  Gallery.) 
LAWUKNUE,  Sir  T.— Mrs.  Siddons.    (National  Oallery.) 
LELY,  Sir  P— Oliver  Cromwell.    (Uffizi.) 
MOUONI.  G.— A  Tailor.    A  Lawyer.    (National  Gallery.) 
RAPHAEL.-Own  Portrait.    (Uffizi.) 
REMBllANDT.— Own  Portrait.    (National  Gallery.) 
REYNOLDS.  Sir  J.— Dr.  Samuel  Johnson.     (Nitioiial  Gallery 
ROMNEY,  G.— The  Parson's  Daughter.    (Nati  nal  Gallery.) 
SARTO,  A.  DEL— Own  Portrait.    (National  Gallery.) 
TITIAN.— King  Francis  I.     (Louvre.) 
VANDVOK,  Sir  A.— Kin«  Cbarles  I.    (Dresden.) 
VELASQUEZ.— The  Spanish  Admiral.     (National  Galterj-.) 
WHISTLER.  J.  M.— Thomas  Carlyle.    (Corporation  Gallery, 

Glasgow.) 
(The  above  form  hut  a  small  selection  of  the  Company's  exten- 
sive Seriee  of  Famous  Portraits.) 

THE  AUTOTYPE  FINE  ART  CATALOGUE. 

Now  ready,  Ni-w  Edition  of  mo  ptiovs.  With  npwards  of 
111)  Miniature  Pliot,0!rraphB  of  Notable  Autotypes,  and  as 
Tint  Block  Illustrations.  Forconvenience  of  reference,  th« 
Publications  are  arranged  Ali)habetically  under  Artists' 
Names.    Post  free.  Is. 


HANDBOOK   for  LITERARY 

DEBATING    SOCIETIES.      Crown    svo, 
38.  6d. 


and 

cloth. 


THE    AXJTOTYPB    FINE    ART    GALLERY, 
7»,  NEW  OXFORD  STREET,  LONDOS,  W. 

ACADEMY  PORTRAITS. 


NEW  ILLUSTRATED  ISSUES. 
BESIDE  the  BONNIE  BRIER  BUSH 

By  IAN  MaCLAREN.  With  8  Illustrations  from 
Etchings  by  William  Hole,  R.S.A.  Crowu  8vo, 
art  linen,  Os. 

The  DAYS   of  AULD    LANG    SYNE' 

By  IAN  MACLAREN.  With  10  Illustrations  by 
A.  S.  BOYD.    Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  6b. 

A  WINDOW  in  THRUMS.    By  J.  M. 

BARRIK.  With  12  Illustrations  from  EtchiniiS 
by  William  Hole,  R.S.A.   Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6s. 

AULD    LIGHT    IDYLLS.     By   J.    M. 

BARRIE.  With  12  lUuBtrations  from  Etchings  by 
William  Hole,  R.B  A.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  Bs. 


London;    HODDEB  &  STOUGHTON, 
27,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 


The  following  have  appeared,  and  the  numbers 
containiny  them  can  still  be  obtained  ;  or 
Complete  Sets  may  he  had  separately. 

BEN  JONSON. 

JOHN   KEATS. 

SIR  JOHN  SUCKLING. 

TOM  HOOD. 

THOMAS  GRAY. 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

SIK  WALTER   SCOTT. 

SAMUEL  RICHARDSON. 

THOMAS  DE  QUINCEY. 

LEIGH   HUNT. 

LORD   MACAULAY. 

ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 

S.  T.  COLERIDGE. 

CHARLES  LAMB. 

MICHAEL   DRAYTON. 

WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 

SAMUEL  PEPYS. 

EDMUND  WALLER. 

WILKIE  COLLINS. 

JOHN  MILTON. 

WILLIAM  COWPER. 

CHARLES   DARWIN. 

ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 

HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

ANDREW  MARVELL. 

ROBERT  BROWNING. 

THOMAS  CARLYLE. 

PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY. 

CHARLES  DICKENS. 

JONATHAN    SWIFT. 

WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY, 

WILLIAM  BLAKE. 

SIR  RICHARD  STEELE. 

ALEXANDER  POPE. 

DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 

FRANCIS  BACON. 

HENRIK  IBSEN. 


LONGMANS  &  CO.'S  LIST. 

SPIRITUAL  LETTERS  OF 
EDWARD  BOUVERIE  PUSEY 

Doctor  of  Divinity,  Canon  of  Christ  Church, 

Regius  Professor  of  llehrew  in  the  University 

of  Oxford. 

Edited  and  prepared  for  publication 

By  the  Rev.  .1.  O.  JOHNSTON,  M.A., 

Principal  of  Cuddesdon  TneologicaJ  College ; 

And  the  Rev.  W.  C.  E.  NEWBOLT,  M.A., 

Canon  and  Chancellor  of  St.  Paul's. 

With  a  Photogravure  Reproduction  of  the  Bust  by 

Mr.  George  Richmond  in  the  Pusey  House,  Oxford. 

Svo,  12s.  6d. 

{_0n  Monday  next. 


PITT  :  Some  Chapters  of  his  Life 

and  Timis.  Bv  the  UiKht  Hon.  EDWARD 
GIBSO^,  LORD  ASHBOURNE,  Lord  Chancellor 
of  IrelaLd.    With  U  Portraits.    Svo,  21s. 

The  COMPANIONS  of  PICKLE. 

Being  a  Sec|uel  to  "Pickle  the  Sp.v."  By 
ANDREW  LANG.    With  4  Plates.    Svo,  lOs. 

NEW  STORY  BY  MR.  HAGGARD. 

DOCTOR  THERNE.   By  H.  Rider 

HAGGARD.  Crown  Svo,  3b.  6d. 
*4*  'This  story  presents  in  n  dramatic  form 
an  account  of  the  great  plague  wh^ch,  in  the 
opinion  of  many  experts,  is  likely  to  vi>it  thit 
country  as  the  result  of  the  practica'-  ah  litim 
of  compuls  ry  vaccination  la  one  county  tmni 
,5.760  children  have  already  been  exempied. 

NEW  BOOK  BY  DB.  BEATTIB  CROZIER. 

MY    INNER    LIFE :    being    a 

Chapter    in    Personal    Evolulion    and    Autobio. 
grapby.    BvJOHN  BEAl'TIE  CROZIER,  Author 
of  "  Civilization  and  Progress,"  &c.    Svo,  Ife. 
"  The  object  of  the  author'^  best  years  has  l)een,  as 
we  said,  the  search  for  '  the  Ideal  '—the  thing  or 
means  by  which  Home  coniiection  becomes  jjohsible 
between  thought  and  its  object,   mind  and  matter, 
spirit  and  tlesh,  God  and  tl  e  universe.    Whether  the 
search  has  been  successful  or  not,  it  has  been  pur- 
sued with  rare  disinterestedness  and  devoiiou." 

Daily  Chronicle. 

RELIGION  in  GREEK  LITERA- 
TURE. By  the  Rev.  LEWIS  CAMPBELL,  M.A., 
LL.D.,  Emeritus  Professor  of  Greek,  Uniiersity 
of  St.  Andrews,    Svo,  Ids. 

The  TRADITIONAL  POETRY  of 

the  FINNS.  By  DOMENICO  COMPARETTI, 
Socia  dell'  Accademia  dei  Lincei.  Membre  rte 
I'Acadt'mie  des  Inscriptions,  &c.  Translated  by 
ISABELLA  M.  ANDERTON.  With  Introduction 
by  ANDREW  LANG.    Svo,  168. 

The  METAPHYSIC  of  EXPERI- 

ENCE.  By  .SHADWORTU  H.  HODGSON,  Hon. 
LL  D.  Edin.,  Hon.  Fellow  C.O.C.  Oxford,  Past 
President  of  the  Aristotelian  Society,  Author  of 
"Time  and  Space,"  "The  Philosophy  of  Reilec- 
tion,"  &c.    4  vols.,  Svo,  36s.  net. 

RAMAK/P/SH/VA :  his  Life  and 

Sayings.    By  the  Right  Hon.  F.  MAX  MULLE8, 

K.M.,  Foreign  Member  of  the  French  Institute; 

Fellow  of  All  Souls'  College,  Oxford.    Crown  Svo, 

Ss. 
•j"  Ramakrfehjia,  whose  life  is  described  and  whose 
taynigf  have  been  collected  in  this  volume,  was  one 
of  those  Indian  ascetics  and  sages  who  aie  known 
under  diil'erent  names  as  Sannyiisins,  Mahatmans,  or 
Yofjins.    He  was  born  in  1S33  and  died  in  IHSO. 

SOME  ASPECTS  of  PRIMITIVE 

CHUlll'H  LIFE.  By  WILLIAM  BRIGHT,  D.D., 
Regius  Professor  of  Ecclesiastical  History  and 
C'aiiOn  of  Christ  Cliurch,  Oxford.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

HOPE  the  HERMIT  :  a  Romance 

of  Borrowdale.    By  EDNA  LYALL.    Crown  Svo, 

68. 

"  Her  optimism  Is  not  only  infinitely  refreshing, 
but  will  bo  found  conta^nously  convlncing-a  true  | 

moral  tonic 'The  actors  of  her  romance  arc  very 

real  men  and  women  Indeed,  and  this  in  spite  of  a 
nuite  exceptional  accuracy  of  historic  detail." 

Daily  Graphte. 

LONGMANS,    GREEN    &    CO., 
London.  New  York,  and  Bombay. 
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THE    BEST    CHRISTMAS    GIFT. 

'?HE     "  ENCYCLOPiEDIA     BRITANNIOA." 


NINTH  EDITION,  UnabridBTOd  and 
Unaltered,  for  the  '■reliminary 
Payment  of  ONE  GUINEA. 
be  folloiwed  by  Fifteen  Monthly  Pay- 
ments of  One  Guinea  each,  after  the 
romplotc  25  Volumes  have  been 
Delivered  to  the  Purchaser. 


Book    Pub- 
ihad  at  £37 

ow  offered 
1  Ouinoa 

Oftsb  and 
Konthl  y 

ymenta   of 

•     aolnea 

ih. 


OVER 

55  PER  CENT. 

SAVED. 


A  great  bar- 
grain  for  those 
who  make  np 
their  minds 
quickly,  aud 
act  bef or  e 
the  opportu- 
nity? la  lost. 


-olI«!otiim  of  uHofiil  and  nRfrcalile  hooks  is  U'yoii<l  ull 
inn  the  b('«t  of  holiday  prettent",  for  it  in  a  gift  of  boHiI 
.  fitted  U>  fiirich  the  chaml>cr§  ot  the  mind  art  widl  an  the 

'fal  wnlla  within  whicli  the  vohimeg  Htjind.  It  will  prove 
oe  !in  (indurintt    m>uvpihr.    and   11  ctnitinuinK  ttource  of 

art',  if  thf  iK-okaare  of  thf  sort  that  he-ar  tin-  tent  of  con- 
n-fen-nof  and  n-adinu'.  Thy  ENCYi^UH'XOI  A 
•ANNICA  more  than  onnipHoN  with  thi-se  coiidhi<ni8.  for  it 
.mpli'tclihi-aryin  itself,  ami  to  own  it  fs,  hh  Mr.  (ll^dntone 
■toaoknowledaoone'sBelf  as  rwodnisinjt  the  U'Bt  there  is 
■rature."  To  hiive  such  a  work  always  at  hand  is  a  silent 
tion  to  wholfs^me  r.-adinit  and  high  thinking.  Yet  the 
:CI,«^P,KIHA  rtRITANNM'A  is  not  dry  and  repellent- 
of  the  most  popiihir  noveli-dn  and  essayists  of  thedav  an- 
z  Us  ffntiiluitoiH.  and  nmh  name*  a*  those  of  Mr» 
•hry  Ward,  Sir  Walter  Besant,  Mr.  Swlnlnime.  Mr.  Lang, 
obson,  are  iu  themselvM  the  best  evidence  of  its  literary 

^-  that  The.  Time»  ofiTert  its  reprint  at  half  the  pnbHshers' 
Ithe  cost  of  the  work,  even  in  the  more  expensive  hindingit. 
liin  the  reach  of  everyone;  for  the  system  of  serial  pay- 
I  mskes  the  coft  only  (ine  (iiiinea  a  month,  in  an v  case 
le  '.Ti  volinnes,  hound  in  full  nionKco,  will  add  dignity 
eauty  to  tlie  moat  richlv-efjuipped  mansion  in  town  or 
i'V,  The  opport-nity,  however,  in  one  thit  nnist  be 
Itlyseixedif  it  ia  to  he  seized  at  al'.  In  order  to  make 
IiaI  a  set  will  l>e  delivered  U'fore  Xmas  Day,  the  order 
LWchappear.-iat  theend  of  thiaHdvertisement  should  Ih! 
]  aod  sent  to  the  Office  of  Tlte  Times  without  undue 

Ninth  Edition  of  the  ENCYCLOP.l^DIA  RRITANNK'A 
Itvd  nearly  ten  years  ago.  at  onee  aHdumed,  and  hM> 
I  retained,  a  pi»8ition  of  paramount  authority.  Upon  i's 
1^6  and  in  its  own  tleld  it  haa  abtiulutely  no  competitor 
|vi«and  its  field  are  indeed  of  it«  own  creation,  for  no 
I  hmry  of  referenre  lias  over  lieen  planned  upon  so  com 
Idreaseale,  or  eonstnictetl  with  bo  uncompromising  » 
Itoatiou  to  make   the  very  best  possible  book  without 

ft  tbe  cost. 
mpossihle  to  tmy  »  better  Iwok,  imposeiblo  to  find  a 
iAnttmaB  gift ;  and  th'i  present  prices  and  terms  afford 
■table  opportunity. 

luABRIDGBD  AND  UNALTERED. 

K'toth  Edition  ot  tho  F.XCYCLOP.HDIA  BRTTANNICA 
Itl  The  TiTmn  oJTera  its  reprint,  is  iiiiivi>r<tan.v  recognise*! 
1 90ft  complete  and  perfect  of  worke  ot  reference  T*8 
i«print  iB  in  every  resoect  the  same  tm  the  copies  alreaiiv 
I  the  hiffher  price :  it  is  what  h.>o)<8elIer«  call  a  new 
liOD.  not  a  changed  edition.  There  lias  been  no  con- 
liin.  no  altridRment,  no  omission.  Every  word,  every 
klOD,  every  nmn.  ever}-  element  of  value  is  iireserve-l 
■  there  is  not  the  most  minute  cheapening  of  the  protluct 
\  Ifainst  the  remarkable  dimiuutiou  of  the  price. 


THE     SPECIAL     BOOKCASE 

for  the  convenience  of  purchasers  who  have  not  aufnckont  sholf-room  for 
the  ENCYCLOP>CDIA  BRITANNIOA,  a  compact  rovolvinK  bookcase  Has  been  manu- 
factured, whIcH  will  be  supplied  to  purchasers  of  the  ENCVCLOP>COIA  BRITANNIOA 
only  at  a  price  considerably  less  than  the  usual  cost  of  so  substantial  a  piece 
of  furniture.  It  will  be  sold  for  £3  in  cash,  or  for  three  monthly  payments  of 
one    euinoa   each. 


ble  of  the 

I 

lantsifibe 

I  cyclopaedia 

onica," 


piDg 
[men  Pages, 

sd 

and 

Extracts 
llbeWork, 

I  sent 
free,  upon 

atlon 

of 

I  Times." 


'  Siifflcient  promsion  will  b«  made  for  the  filling  ofOrderx  promptbj  posted  either  from  the   I'niteii  Kingdom  nr  the  Colnnin;  but  applirantt  tckn 
hesitate  may  find  that  the  offer  has  been  withdratrn,  or  the  prices  increased,  icitftout  further  notice. 


OA.SKC       T>A.Trik(rBKrT. 

CLOTH  BINDING,  «ie  Ithe  rublishers- price  was  £:i7|,  AND  WITH  THE   BOOK- 

CAMR.  £19. 
lIAl.K-M(iKiici;(),  £20  Ithc  Publishers'  price  wj»  £»].  AND  WITH   THE  BOOK- 

('.(Si;.  £23. 
FUI,I;  .Miiuoi'co.  £27,  Full  Gilt  Fdges.  a  siimptaons  binding  titfed  for  tho  richest 

collections  I  rhe  I'ulilisliers' pries  was  £«.-,].  A.NI>  WITH  THE  IIOOKCASK.  £30. 
IThe  doth  hindnig  sold  for  £U  is  of  tile  SJime  -piality  as  that  sold  by  the  uuhlishers  at 
£."!7.  and  is  as  strong  as  a  cloth  binding  can  be.  But  it  can  be  reconimeudcd  only  'o  pur- 
duisers  who  feel  obligcil  to  take  ttie  Excrci,oi'.r.niA  BaiTAX.SM*  in  that  form  or  not  at 
all.  Tho  size  and  weight  of  the  volumei,  and  the  permanent  value  of  the  work,  alike 
call  for  a  solid  Half-Morocco  binding  ;  and  if  the  price  of  the  Full  ,Mon)cco  is  within  the 
purchaser's  means,  it  makes  a  splendid  addition  to  the  e<iuipment  of  a  handsome  house.) 


rONB     OtTINBA.    (o   bi    tent    mtk    OnUr :    ^ntkimg   more   t»    tm    paid    tnUU    tke 

•^5  vol*imea  hatfe  bten  deliver  d,  alt  at  one  fiiiM,  to  tMe  purekaear.] 
CLOTH    BlNOINt;.    16    Monthly  PaymeoU   of    OW *!    O0INB&    each,    or    with 

Bookcase.  19  Monthly  I'syment*  of  OMB   OVINBA  each. 
HALF-MOROCCO     HINMNO     itekieh    ve    recommtmd).    SO    Moothlr    Parmeotii    of 

ONE    OITINEA   each,   or   with   the    Uvokoa**,   23   Monthly   PajriiMDb  of 

O.^i:  GUINEA  each. 

FULL  MORiTO  lilNtHNO 
ONE  OUINEA  each. 
ONE    GTTINEA   each. 


tthe   vern  fcotf  hin-Hao),   27    Monthly    raymsol*  of 
or  with    tlie    BojkcaM*.   30  Monthly   Pajrin«oU  of 


purena^er  8  meani.  it  makes  a  splendid  addition  to  the  etiuipment  of  n  handsome  house.]  UWE    m'iw*;A   eacn. 

Note.— If  the  Purchaser  sendw  a  cheque  for  the  full  amoui.t  at  ihe  cash  i>r(ie  sh'-wn  aWre.  he  will  effect  a  saving  of  One  ShllUog  in  the  <lulDea,  and  no  0*|der  Form 
The  Form  which  fidlowM  ik  f.ir  the  use  of  piirohasera  who  prefer  to  m-ko  monthly  payments.       All  Chequeg  should  be  drawn  to  the  onlef-f  H.  E.  Ho«r««. 


MONTflLT    PAYMENTS.-OanKR  Form. 

I  All  <'he<nies  uliould  be  drawn  to  the  onler  of  H,  K.  Hoopkr.) 
Thk  Manaokm,  ■Tiik  Timks,"  pHiNTr.fO  HoiSE  SgiUHK.  LosDox.  i:.C. 


IIW«I.. 


(Cloth,  prioe  l«  (ulneM. 

'Mforoc 


)  Strikeoid) 
}  tmmo/  } 
ytkem  tmrn,} 


I  enclose  One  Guinea.    Please  send  me  "The  Times"  Reprint  of  the  E5rTCLor.r.ni»  Bbitaujcica  (Mh  Edition)  bound  In  <  Half^Mbroooo.  |moe  3n  cqIbmi, 

(  Full  Moroeoo.  piiceST  fnfneaa,  

of  which  sum  I  agree  to  pay  you,  or  anyone  you  appoint,  at  the  rate  of  one  fiuinea  K  month  ;  my  next  payment  upon  delivery  of  the  oomple(«n  volowea.  aDdmrntccredtoK  pBym^la 
on  the  correapoutiin?  d«y  of  each  month  following.  lentil  nuch  iwtymenU  are  complete.  1  ennge  that  the  volumes,  not  being  my  property,  Miall  not  be  ditpoaed  of  hy  »■•  or  olHarvtM. 
t  further  aRree  that,  if  owing  to  uuforegeen  circumstaucfg,  of  which  yon  sJiall  l»o  the  judge,  the  volumea  cannot  be  dellTrred,  ihe  return  of  the  deposit  cf  Uno  UuIom  to  ne  shall  eanc«l 
thJH  astreemeut,  ^ 

Pl(^aBo  also  send  a  Revolving  Bookoaie,  for  which  I  agree  to  make  thr«e  farther  monthly  paymenU  of  One  Guinea  each,  after  the  payments  lor  th«  book  an  oompktcd. 

iStriJce  out  if  livokcaee  not  deaired. ) 

fStiWwd]  


AC  U 


[AddTMt] 


Please  address  the  package  to  

If  iMioks  are  to  1m?  delivered  beyond  T<ondon  iKMtal  district,  the  purohaMir  should) 
ndd  here  the  name  of  the  railway  companyor  shipping  agent  in  London  to  whom  delivery  >  . 
is  to  be  made,     licyond  the  lAin<lon  i>o8tal  distriet,  ciirriaKe  will  Im  at  HUltscrilierN  cost.      ) 


/,'"  the  r<  (tiler  tb  si  reft  to  leave  this  paf/e  unviit,  tin  Order  Farm,  similnr  fo  that  above  printed,  mnjf  heobfainM  on  application  tnthe  publiaher  ofVtn'  1  imp*. 


dents  of  the  West-end  who  cannot  conveniently  visit  "The  Time#  *"  Office  may  examitte.  at  the  estabUshment  of  Weasrs.  Chappell  &  Co..  Pianoforte 
-J*«»'S.  50,  New  Bond  Street,  speclmoa  volumes  of  "The  Times"  Reprint  of  the  ENCTCI.OPJEDIA  BiilTAMMIOA.  A  Sample  ot  the  Revolvlnff  BoolcaM 
k  D«  seen,  and  orders  tor  the  volnmes  and  bookcases  may  be  ^ven.  at  that  address. 
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GHATTO   &  WINDUS'S 

NEW   BOOKS. 


A    COMPANION    TO    "LONDON"    AND 

"WKSTMINSTEB." 

SOUTH  LONDON,  by  Sir  WALTER 
BUS  ANT,  with  119  Illmtrations,  is 
note  ready.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,   18«. 

UNIFORM  WITH  "  FAMOUS  VIOLINISTS  AND 
FINE  VIOUNS." 

VOICE  and  VIOLIN,  hy  Br.  T.  L. 
PRIPSON,  is  now  ready.  Crown 
%vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  5s. 

BY    THE  AUTHOR  OF  "WITH   THE   RED 
EAGLE." 

A  RED  BRIDAL,  the  New  Novel  by 
WILLIAM  WESTALL,  is  now 
ready.     Crown  %vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6«. 

STORIES    OF   LONDON   LIFE. 

SLUM     SILHOUETTES.       By    J. 

DOnSWORTIl  RRAYSHAW.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  :ifl.  6{1. 
*■  Their  crowuiug  merit  is  their  singularly  dramatic  style  — 
We  cau  well  believe,  as  the  author  informs  us,  that  some  of  his 
stories  are  based  upon  actual  occurrences  ;  some  of  the  darkest 
are  relieved  not  merely  by  flashes  of  wit  and  humour,  but  by 
tnits  of  fine  human  eympathy  and  heroic  virtue." 
Glasgow  Herald. 

CHEAPER     EOITIOMS. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  ({d.  each. 

CREDULITIES,  PAST  and  PRESENT.  By 

WILLIAM  JUNES.  I'.S.A.    With  an  Etched  Frontispiece 

OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.   By  Alfred 

HIMMER.    With  .'i4  IlluBtmlions. 

RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  and  HARROW. 

By  ALFBED  BIMMER.    With  32  lilustratious. 

CLUBS  and  CLUB  LIFE  in  LONDON.    By 

.lOIIN  TIMES,  F.S.A.     With  41  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH    ECCENTRICS    and    ECCEN- 

TBICITIES.  By  JOHN  TIMES,  F.S.A.  With  48  Illus- 
tratioug. 

STUDIES  in  LIFE  and  SENSE  :  Natural 

History  Papers  By  Dr.  ANDREW  WILSON,  F.B.S.E. 
With  36  IlluBtnitioQS. 

Dr  BREVITeR^SREADER SHAND- 

BOOK  of  FAMOUS  NAMKS  in    FICTION,   AL^U^IO^S. 

KEFKKfcNCES.     I'ROVKRB.S,    I'LOTS,    SToRIEf,    and 

POEMd.     A    NEW    EDITION.  Revised    throughout  and 

Enlarged,  Crown  8vo.  cloth.  78.  fid. 
"For  purposes  of  general  literary  reference  it  is  unitiue. 
Perhaps  its  most  useful  feature  is  a  list  of  English  authors  and 
their  works,  which  is  both  careful  and  exhaustive Mrs.  Hay- 
man  deserves  our  warmest  thanks  for  the  i'ulustry  she  hns  de- 
voted to  bringing  up  to  date  this  rually  invaluable  handbook." 
^ ^^_ Literature. 

A    BIRD'S-EYE    VIEW    of   PIC- 

TURESQUE    INDIA.       By    Sir    RICHARD    TEMPLE. 
With  32  lUuBtrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth.  6s. 
"  A  charming  book.    Altogether  an  agreeable  volume,  by  an 
author  who  can  chat  pleasantly  a)x>ut  subjects  which  he  knows 
well."— rime*. 

*'  Both  in  its  text  and  in  its  charming  illustrations  a  de- 
sirable^olume. "—C^ood  Words. _^_^^^ 

POPULAR      HOVELS. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  (id.  each. 

MRS.  CARHICHAEL'S  GODDESSES.    By 

SARAH  TVTJ.EK.  Author  of  " Saint  Muugo's Cit.v." 
"  It  is  aiimirable."— Leet/s  Mercury. 

RACHEL  LANGTON.     B.v  Sarah  Tytler. 

"  "Rachel  Langton*  is  very  gootl  reading."— ITy/'Iti. 

JOAN,    the    CURATE.      By    Florence 

WARDEN.    SECOND  EDITDIN. 
*'  A  bright  ;in(l  cleverly  written  story."— Tani((/  Fair. 

A  TRAGEDY  in  MARBLE.  By  Adam 

LILBUKN. 
*'  It  is  a  book  that  makes  itself  read."— A'eiccasf^t  Leader. 

ONCE   UPON  a  CHRISTMAS  TIME.    By 

GEIIIWIE  R.  SIMS.    With  8  Illustrations  by  C.Green,  R.I. 
"  A  jiatlietic  little  picture." — Atheweum. 

THE  DOOM  ofSrVA;    By  T.  W. 

SI'EIGHT.  Author  of  "The  Mysteries  r,'  Heron  Dyke" 
(This  Story  forms  THE  GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL  for 
18i>8.)    Deoiy  8vo.  Is. 

THE  GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE 

ONE  SHILLING  MONTHLY. 
Costraxs  FOB  DECEMBER.- TheSLEEPIXG  BEADTY  •  a 
^' ooiUaitder's  Adventure.  Bv  George  Morlev.  —  SHAKE- 
SPEARE and  the  FAUST  LEtiEND.  Bv  lYof.  I(.  A.  Rdford 
M.A.,  LL  B.-MAN  and  his  WALKING-STICK.  Bv  F.  O 
Walter8.-CRIME.  CRIMINALS,  and  I'RISIINS.  '  By  G 
Rayleigh  \'icar8.— MABEL'S  LOVEB.— ThePOST-OPPICEauii 
the  PUBLIC  in  1837.  By  W.  B.  Paley.  — CENTRAL  and 
SODTHEBN  DTAll.  By  P.  Bercsford  Eagle. -Tlie  DRIFT  of 
the  OCEAN.  By  G.  W.  Bulman,  M.A.— BOHEMIA  :  NEAR  the 
§Si^;,„J?y  J*°J?,^'"«'--'^  SHAKESPEARE  MYSTERY 
SOLVED.    By  Sylvanus  Urban. 

London:    CHATTO    &    WINDUS, 
111,  St.  Martin's  Lane,  W.G. 


Important  New  Volumes 

PUBLISHED  THIS  WEEK  BY 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY. 


Price  168. 


THE  NEW  FAR  EAST. 


By  AETHUE  DIOSY, 
Vice- Chairman  of  Conncil  of  the  Japan  Society. 

Wiih  12  Illustrations  from  Special  Designs  by 

by  Kubota  Beisen,  of  Tokio,  a  reproduction 

of  a  Cartoon  desig'ned  by  H.M.  the  German 

Emperor,  and  a  specially  drawn  Map. 


2  vols.,  price  21b. 

MYSTERIES  OF  POLICE 
AND  crime! 

A  General  Survey  of  Wrongdoing 
and  Its  Pursuit. 

By    Major    AETHUE    GEIFFITHS, 
One  of  Her  Majesty's  Inspectors  of  Prisons, 
Author  of  "  Chronicles  of  Newgate,"  "  Memo- 
rials of  Millbank,"  &c. 


Price  6s. 

WILD  LIFE  AT  HOME 


How  to  Study  and  Photograph  It. 

By  EICHAED  KEAETON,  F.Z.S., 

Author   of  "  With  Nature  and  a  Camera," 

"  British  Birds'  Nests,"  &o. 

With  KEMBRANDT  FRONTISPIECE  and 
about  100  Illustrations  taken  direct  from 
Nature  by  Cherry  Rear  ton. 


Price  12s.  6d. 


NEWMAN    HALL 


An  Autobiography. 

With  Portrait  as  Frontispiece. 

In  this  work  the  Author  not  only  tells  the 
history  of  his  own  life,  full  of  varied  interests 
and  of  varied  achleyements,  but  brings  his 
readers  into  contact  with  many  of  the  great 
figures  and  notable  events  of  the  last  eighty 
years. 

Price  5s. 

MICHAEL   FARADAY; 

His  Life  and  Work. 
By  Prof.  SILVANUS  P.  THOMPSON, 

F.R.S. 

Forming  a  New  Volume  of 
THE  CENTURY  SCIENCE  SERIES. 


CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Ltd.,  London,  Paris, 
New  York,  and  Melbourne. 


A.  &  C.  BLACK'S  LIST. 


ST.  THOMAS  OF  CANTERBURY. 

A  Stuiy  of  the  Evidences  beariner  on  his  Death 

and  Miracles.    By  the  Rev.  EDWIN  A.  ABBOTT, 

D.  D,    in  2  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  price  248. 

"  Dr.  Abbott's  book  on  *  St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury ' 

is  one  of  the  most  striking  contribuiioiie,  in  my  belief, 

to  the  history  of  testimony  that  has  ever  been  made." 

— Mrs.  HuMPHRT  Ward,  Address  at  Norwich, 


PAUL  the  MAN,  the  MISSIONARY 

and  the  TEACHER.      By  Dr.  OKKLLO  CONE. 

Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  lOs.  8il. 
I*  It  is  impossible  to  speak  too  highly  of  this  ad- 
mirable book.   As  an  exhaustive  and  luminous  account 
of  the  life  and  work  of  St.  Paul  as  a  missionary  to  the 
Gentiles,  and  as  a  teacher,  it  stands  unrivalled...... 

But  taking  it  all  in  all.  it  is  impossible  to  praise  the 
book  ton  strongly,  which  should  at  once  take  iia  place 
as  the  standard  text-book  of  the  theology  ot  St.  Paul, 
It  is  the  most  notable  contribution  to  Biblical  theology 
which  has  appeared  for  a  good  many  years." 

Aberdeen  Journal. 


THE  HISTORY  of  the  REFORMA- 
TION of  RELIGION  within  the  REALM  of 
SCOTLAND.  By  JOHN  KNOX.  Transcriljea 
into  Modern  Spelling  by  CHARLES  J.  GDTHKIE, 
M.A.,  Q.O.  Cloth,  Illustrated,  price  78. 6d. 
**  If  in  this  form  it  does  not  become  thoroughly 

popular,  the  blame  will  he  neither  at  the  door  of  Mr. 

Guthrie  nor  of  his  publishers.*' — British  Weekly. 

ROCK  VILLAGES  of  the  RIVIERA 

By  WILLIAM  SCOTT.     ContaininK  6(i  Illustra- 
tions, mostly  Pull-Page,  from  Pen-and-ink  Draw- 
ings by  the  Author.    Cloth,  price  78.  Gd. 
"  HiB  original  sketches  are  as  daintily  artistic  as 

his  carefully-gathered   facts,  his  legends,  and   his 

stories  are  entertaining.'' — Daily  Mail. 


THROUGH    ARCTIC    LAPLAND. 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFB  HYNE.    Post  8vo,  cloth, 
Illustrated,  price  lOs.  6d. 
"  This  entertaining  book  of  travel.     The  book  is 
charmingly  written;  and  it  is  charmingly  illustrated 
by  Mr.  Hynes  travelling  companion,  Mr.  Hayter." 

Critic. 

A    PRISONER     OF     FRANCE. 

Being  the    Reminiscences   of   the  late  Captain 
CHARLES  BOOTHBY.  R.E.      Crown  8vo,  Cloth, 
Illustrated,  price  6s. 
"  We   cordially  recommend  this  charming  bit  of 
autobiography.**— />ai^  News. 

MEMOIRS  of  LADY  RUSSELL  and 

LADY    HERBERT,    1623-172.3.      Compiled  from 

Original  Family  Documeiita  by  Lady  STEfNEY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  5s. 

"There  is  no  more  devout  or  pathetic  fiijure  to  be 

found  in  English  history  than  that  of  Rachel,  Lady 

Russell,  to  whose  career  the  greater  part  of  this  volume 

is  devoted These  letters  reveal  the  inmost  rectsses 

of  her  pure  and  brave  heart,  and  no  more  beautiful 
picture  of  a  devout  and  excellent  lady  has  evjr  been 

penned Thus  was  Lady  Rachel  Russell  the  mother 

of  the  forbears  of  three  of  our  great  ducal  houses, 
those  of  Bedford,  Devonshire,  and  Rutland,  but  it  is 
on  more  purely  personal  grounds  than  these  that  her 
memory  ia  revered  and  her  letters  cheri,shea  by  all 
those  who  care  for  what  is  great  and  noble  in  human 
n&t\ive.''—Jii)'mingham  Gazette. 

THE     ENCHANTED     STONE. 

By  C.  LEWIS  HIND.     Cloth,  price  6s. 
"  Nobody  but  Stevenson,  so  far  as  we  remember, 
has  attempted  to  mingle  so  intimately  the  common- 
place of  the  life  of  to-day  with  the  wildest  Hights  of 

imagination Mr.  Hind  has  struck  out  a  new  [mth 

in  fiction,  or  at  any  rate  has  opened  up  agaiu  au  old 
one  which  once  led  to  brilliant  results.  W'u  have  no 
doubt  he  will  ha\e  the  reward  of  his  dariug." 

Daily  thronieh. 

THE  MINISTER'S  CONVERSION. 

By  I.  HOOPErt.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  6s. 
"There  is  sincerity  and  force  in  *The  Minister's 
Conversion,'  and  the  centi-al  character,  that  of  Mark 
Increase,  the  new  minister  of  Honeyton  Chapel,  is 
strongly  drawn.  Narrow  and  bigoted,  there  ia  yet  an 
earnestness  and  grim  depth  ot  fealmg  in  the  man  thai 
stirs  us  to  admiration.  The  scene  in  which  he,  the 
husband,  brands  his  young  and  beautiful  wife  as  a 
sinner  before  the  gaping  congregation,  and  calls  u[)on  , 
her  to  occupy  the  seat  of  the  penitent,  is  grimly 
forcible." — Literary  World.  ! 


A.  &  0.  BLACK,  Soho  Square,  London. 


The  Academy 

A  Weekly  Review  of  Literature  and  Life. 


No.  1387.     Established   i86q. 


3  December,  1898. 


Price  Threepence. 

[RtgisUrtd  as  a  Newspaptr^ 


The  Literary  Week. 

The  English  translation  of  Prince  Bismarck's  Thoughts 
and  Recollections,  wliich  we  shall  review  next  week,  is  a 
remarkable  achievement  in  publishing.  This  work,  issued 
in  two  large  volumes,  containing  between  them  768  pages, 
has  been  translated  and  produced  in  less  than  three  weeks. 
A  staff  of  about  ten  translators  was  organised  by  the 
editor,  Dr.  A.  J.  Butler.  Each  translator  turned  out  four 
to  eight  pages  a  day,  and  was  paid  at  the  rate  of  lOs.  a 
page,  a  page  containing  about  320  German  words.  It  is  a 
mistake  to  suppose  that  Bismarck's  memoirs  had  to  be 
dealt  with  in  MS.  They  came  into  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder's 
hands  partly  in  a  printed  and  bound  book,  and  partly  in 
proofs.  The  Gennan  publishers,  the  Cottas  of  Stuttgart 
(of  which  firm  the  brothers  Adolph  and  Paul  Kroner  are 
now  the  principals),  have  long  had  a  few  copies  of  the  first 
volume  in  print. 

The  idea  of  the  memoirs  seems  to  have  originated  with 
the  Kixiners — not  with  Prince  Bismarck.  Nine  years  ago 
the  head  of  the  Cotta  firm,  Adolph  Kroner,  asked  the 
Prince  whether  he  had  any  memoirs,  and  whether  in 
that  case  the  Cottas  might  publish  them.  Bismarck 
replied  that  he  had  no  memoirs,  and  could  write  none 
80  long  as  he  remained  in  office.  After  the  Prince's 
retirement  Kroner  renewed  his  request.  At  that  time 
Lothar  Bucher,  the  diplomatist,  was  Bismarck's  guest  at 
Friedrichsruh,  and  Bucher  warmly  espoused  the  publishers' 
plan,  and  began  taking  down  notes  in  shorthand  from 
Bismarck's  lips.  From  time  to  time,  as  he  felt  inclined, 
the  Prince  dictated  episodes  in  his  life.  The  first  volume 
took  shape  in  the  winter  of  1890-91.  Bucher  had  a  bus}' 
time,  taking  down  notes  and  stopping  to  extract  dates 
and  facts  from  the  Prince.  To  Kroner  Bucher  wrote  :  "  I 
have  written  in  shorthand  from  the  dictation  of  His  High- 

68  about  two  hours  every  morning  from  September  24  to 
I  Karch  28,  with  the  exception  of  an  interval  at  Christmas. 


I  believe  that  the  Prince  has  for  the  time  being  exhau8ted 
himself,  and  that  I  have  now  only  to  direct  his  attention 
to  hiatuses."    So  the  work  wont  on. 


The  Kroners,  meanwhile,  stuck  to  their  task,  which  wa« 
to  secure  the  right  to  publish  the  growing  work.  In  this, 
however,  they  had  no  g^eat  difficulty.  Adolph  Kroner 
was  summoned  to  Friedrichsruh,  and,  after  the  matter  had 
been  discussed  in  the  house,  and  during  a  long  walk  and  a 
drive  in  the  woods,  an  agreement  was  effected :  the  Kn'iners 
were  to  publish  the  book.  At  that  time  the  Prince  thought 
of  calling  his  work  "Memorabilia."  "Memoirs"  he  did 
not  like.  At  last,  Thoughts  and  Recollections  was  decided 
on,  and  the  time  for  the  appearance  of  the  book  was 
discussed.  In  August,  1893,  the  Kriiners  were  summoned 
to  the  Prince's  sick-chamber.  Here,  in  a  few  minutes' 
interview,  the  Prince  formally  handed  over  his  MS.  to 
them.  The  work  was  put  into  type  at  once,  and  thus,  to  a 
small  circle  of  the  initiated.  Prince  Bismarck's  book  was 
virtually  published  in  1893.  The  reproduction  which  we 
give  of  a  few  lines  of  Bismarck's  MS.  shows  the  strength 
and  firmness  of  his  writing.  He  used  a  pencil,  but,  soft  as 
the  lead  was,  one  can  see  the  iron  of  the  man's  will 
coming  through. 

One  of  the  Berlin  correspondents  announces  that  the 
Kaiser  is  meditating  a  book  upon  his  recent  travels  in  the 
Holy  Land.  If  true,  this  should  cause  among  English 
publishers  competition  for  the  translation  similar  to  that 
which  was  waged  over  the  Bismarck  book. 


There  appeared  in  the  "  Agony  Column  "  of  the  Scots- 
man newspaper  of  Saturday  last  the  following  advertise- 
ment: 

FOR  SALE.— HOUSE;  8  HOWARD  PLACE,  in  which 
ROBERT  LOnS  STEVENSON  was  Bom. 
Particulars  from  Proprietor . 

Why  it  should  have  been  placed  in  this  particular  column. 
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instead  of  under  the  same  newspaper's  stereotyped  heading 
of  "Heritable  Property  for  Sale,"  must  be  left  to  the 
imagination.  The  announcement  does  not  strike  the 
ordinary  reader  as  of  a  very  agonising  character.  The 
advertised  house — which,  presumably,  is  expected  to 
realise  a  higher  price  because  of  its  having  been  Steven- 
son's birthplace — is,  no  doubt,  that  in  which  he  was  bom. 
That,  however,  is  aU  that  can  be  said  of  it,  for  Stevenson's 
parents  removed  thence  in  January,  1853,  when  the  future 
novelist  was  an  infant  of  only  two  years  and  two  months 
old.  When  the  Stevensons  left  Howard-place  they  went 
to  Inverleith-terrace,  but  in  May,  1857,  they  removed  to 
17,  Heriot-row,  and  it  is  with  this  last  house  that  the 
Edinburgh  associations  of  E.  L.  S.  are  linked. 


Mr.  Fisher  Unwin  has  sent  us  an  interesting  illustrated 
catalogue  of  the  books  he  has  prepared  for  the  present 
season.  It  is  not  only  a  promise  of  good  reading,  but 
good  reading  in  itself. 


In  the  space  of  a  very  short  time  three  Beardsley  books 
are  upon  us.  Mr.  Arthur  Symons  has  written  an  appre- 
ciative monograph  for  the  Unicorn  Press ;  Mr.  Robert 
Ross  has  prefixed  "  The  Eulogy  of  Aubrey  Beardsley  "  to 
Mr.  Smithers's  edition  of  Volpone  ;  and  Mr.  Marillier  has 
prepared  a  critical  introduction  to  a  collection  of  drawings 
by  this  artist  which  Mr.  Lane  is  about  to  issue.  To  these 
works  we  shall  return ;  but  it  is  worth  while  here  to 
mention  such  a  sudden  efflorescence. 


The  publication  of  Mr.  Collingwood's  Life  and  Letters  of 
Lewis  Carroll,  which  was  announced  for  next  week,  has 
been  postponed.  This  probably  is  in  order  that  the 
article  on  "Lewis  Carroll's  Child-Friends,"  which  Mr. 
Collingwood  has  contributed  to  the  current  Century,  may 
have  a  run  before  the  book  reproduces  it. 


This  article  of  Mr.  Collingwood's  has  some  charming 
things  in  it.  One  we  quote :  the  acrostic  sent  by  Lewis 
Carroll  to  one  of  his  child- friends.  Miss  Adelaide  Paine, 
with  a  copy  of  the  Hunting  of  the  Snark,  a  book  he  was  very 
fond  of  giving  as  a  present  in  this  way  : 

"  Are  you  deaf,  Father  William  ?  "  the  young  man  said  ; 

"  Did  you  hear  what  I  told  you  just  now  ? 
Excuse  me  for  shouting !     Don't  waggle  your  head 

Like  a  blundering,  sleepy  old  cow  ! 
"  A  little  maid  dwelling  in  Wallington  town 

Is  my  friend,  so  I  beg  to  remark : 
Do  you  think  she'd  be  pleased  if  a  book  were  sent  down 

Entitled  The  Hunt  of  the  Snarh  ?  " 
"Pack  it  up  in  brown  paper !  "  the  old  man  cried, 

"  And  seal  it  with  olive-and-dove. 
I  command  you  to  do  it !  "  he  added  with  pride. 
"Nor  forget,  my  good  fellow,  to  send  her  beside 
'  Easter  Greetings,'  and  give  ber  my  love." 
This  was  followed  by  a  letter,  dated  Juno  7,  1876  : 

My  dear  Adelaide,— Did  you  try  if  the  letters  at  the 
beginnings  of  the  lines  about  Father  William  would  spell 
anything  ?  Sometimes  it  happens  that  you  can  spell  out 
words  that  way,  which  is  very  curious. 

I  wish  you  could  have  heard  him  when  he  shouted  out, 
"  Pack  it  up  in  brown  paper  !  "  It  quite  shook  the  house. 
And  he  threw  one  of  his  shoes  at  his  sou's  head  (just  to 
make  him  attend,  you  know),  but  it  missed  him. 

He  was  glad  to  hear  you  had  got  the  book  safe,  but  his 
eyes  filled  with  tears  as  he  said  :  "  I  sent  her  my  love,  but 

she  never "     He  couldn't  say  any  more,  his  mouth  was 

so  full  of  bones  (he  was  just  finishing  a  roast  goose). 


Collaboration,  although  it  often  leads  to  pleasant 
results,  has  sometimes  the  effect  of  preventing  two  writers 
each  from  doing  his  best  work.  There  are  certain  authors 
whom  we  never  wish  to  see  working  otherwise  than 
independently,  and  among  them  is  Mr.  Hichens.  Th^ 
Green  Carnation,  An  Imaginative  Man,  and  The  Londoners 
are  such  ample  testimony  that  Mr.  Hichens  should  follow 
his  own  inclinations  in  literature  that  it  is  depressing  to  find 
him  bracketed  with  Mr.  Wilson  Barrett  as  joint  author  of 
the  novel  to  be  made  from  Mr.  Barrett's  melodrama,  "  The 
Daughters  of  Babylon."  On  the  other  hand,  the  fact  that 
Mr.  Barrett's  independent  story.  The  Sign  of  tlie  Croxs,  also 
founded  on  the  play  of  that  name,  is  in  its  fiftieth  thousand, 
is  proof  of  his  ability  to  run  alone. 


The  latest  and  most  daring  emanation  from  Mr.  Stead's 
Mowbray  House  establishment  is  the  Twentieth  Century 
New  Testament.  This  new  translation  is  a  concession  to 
the  "less  educated,"  and  it  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than 
the  New  Testament  presented  in  current  English.  The 
translators  declare  that  although  the  Authorised  and 
Revised  Versions  are  valued  by  cultured  people  for  their 
antique  charm,  they  are  difficult  or  unintelligible  to  the 
masses.  Indeed  !  Few  things  are  further  from  the  truth. 
The  "  Authorised "  Version  is  perfectly  understanded  of 
the  people.  The  utter  failure  of  the  Revised  Version 
should  have  taught  the  translators  of  Mowbraj'  House 
that  the  "  less  educated  "  are  wedded  to  the  splendid  older 
version.  To  offer  them  a  Bible  written  in  the  language  of 
the  evening  press  is  almost  an  insult      Let  us  see : 

Avihorised  Version.  "  Twentieth  Century  "  Vn-sion, 

And  he  spake  many  things  Then  he  taught  them  many 

unto  them  in  parables,  saying,  truths  in  stories ;  and  in  the 
Behold,  a  sower  went  forth  to  course  of  his  teaching  he  said 
sow ;  to  them  : 

And  when  he  sowed,  some  "  Listen  to  me.     There  was 

seeds  fell   by  the  way   side,      once  a  man  who  went  out  to' 
and  the  fowls  of  the  air  came      sow  ;  and  presently,  as  he  wag 
and  devoured  them  up  :  sowing,  some  of  the  seed  fell 

Some  fell  upon  stony  places,  along  the  path ;  and  the  birds 
where  they  had  not  much  came,  and  ate  it  up.  Som« 
earth  :  and  forthwith  they  of  it,  too,  fell  on  rocky  ground, 
sprung  up,  because  they  had  where  it  had  not  much  soil ; 
no  deepness  of  earth :  and  having  no  depth  of  soil, 

And  when  the  sim  was  up,  it  sprang  up  at  once.  When 
they  were  scorched ;  and  be-  the  sun  rose  it  was  scorched  ; 
cause  they  had  no  root,  they  and  as  it  had  no  root,  it 
withered  away.  withered  away.     Some  of  the  1 

And  some  fell  among  seed  fell  among  thorn-bushes, 
thorns ;  and  the  thorns  sprung  which  shot  up,  and  so  coni- 
up,  and  choked  them  :  pletely  choked  it,  that  it  gava 

But  other  fell  into  good  no  crop.  Some  fell  into  good 
ground,  and  brought  forth  soil;  and  shooting  up  and 
fruit,  some  an  hundredfold,  growing,  gave  a  crop,  yield- 
some  sixtyfold,  some  thirty-  ing  thirty,  sixty,  or  a  himdred 
fold.  times  as  much." 

Who  hath  ears  to  hear,  let  Then  Jesus    added  :    "Let 

him  hear.  every  one    who    has  ears  to 

listen  with,  listen." 
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Here  is  another  example  : 

Atithuriacil  I'lrsion.  "  TwnitiHh  C'enturi/ "  Vertion. 

Then  said  he  unto  the  dis-  Jesus  suid  to  his  dieoiiilus : 

wples:  It   is  inevitable  that  th»re 

It  18   impossible    but    that      should    be    hindrances;     but 

offences  will   come:    but  woe      alas   for    hiui   who    occasions 

unto  him  through  whom  they      them. 

come  !  It  would  be  more  to  his  ad- 

It  were  belter  for  him  that  vantage  if  he  had  been  Hung 
a  millstone  were  hanged  about  into  the  sea  with  a  millstone 
his  neck,  and  he  cast  into  the  round  his  neck,  than  to  prove 
sea,  than  that  ho  should  offend  a  hindrance  to  even  one  of 
one  of  these  little  ones.  these  lowly  ones. 

The  new  translators  have  made  the  Parable  of  the  Sower 
read  like  a  tedious  experiment  in  agriculture,  and  they 
have  certainly  paid  an  ill  compliment  to  the  twentieth 
century.  The  twentieth  century,  we  have  no  doubt, 
will  still  read  the  Bible  in  those  pure  rhythms  of  the 
Authorised  Version  which  are  consecrated  by  use  and  by 
their  vigour  and  intrinsic  beauty. 


We  are  informed  on  what  seems  to  be  good  authority 
that  the  edition  of  the  Revised  Version  just  issued  by  the 
University  Presses,  and  described  as  the  American  Revued 
Bible,  has  been  published  without  the  knowledge  or  consent 
of  the  American  Eevision  Committee,  who  must  not  be 
held  responsible  for  its  accuracy;  and  when  it  is  advertised 
(as  it  is  by  the  Presses'  agents  in  the  United  States)  as 
the  "American  Eevisers'  Edition,"  it  should  not  be  mis- 
taken for  the  edition  which  the  surviving  members  of  that 
Committee  have  been  known  for  some  time  to  be  engaged 
in  preparing,  but  which  will  not  be  ready  for  publication 
for  several  months  to  come. 


Me.  R.  E.  Prothero  is  succeeded  in  the  chair  of  the 
Quarterly  Revieto  by  his  brother.  Prof.  G.  W.  Prothero, 
who  has  been  Professor  of  History  at  Edinburgh  since 
1894.  Prof.  Prothero  will  bring  to  the  Quarterly  Review 
a  heavy  historical  equipment.  His  Life  and  Times  of  Simon 
de  Montfort  (1877)  is  a  standard  text-book.  Mr.  Prothero 
has  also  edited  Voltaire's  Louis  Quatorze,  and  has  dono  a 
translation  of  the  first  volume  of  Eanke's  Weltgerchichte 
(1883).  A  British  History  Reader,  and  the  "Cambridge 
Historical "  series,  both  of  which  he  edited,  are  also  to  be 
put  to  his  credit.  Apropos  of  Prof.  Prothero's  principal 
work,  that  on  Simon  de  Montfort,  a  correspondent  sends 
us  a  reminiscence : 

In  the  History  School  at  Oxford  in  1891  Prothero  was 

one  of  the  examiners,  and,  as  he  had  written  a  book  on 

Simon  de  Montfort,  called,  I  think,  The  Life  and  Times  of 

Simon  lie  Montfort,  everyone  mHde  up  their  minds  that  d« 

Montfort  was  a  man  to  know  and  several  men  bought  the 

book.     One  of  them  studied  the  book  throughly,  and  was 

prepared  to  write  a  very  fine  essay  on  the  question  when  he 

got  it.     But,  alas !  the  Montfort  question  was  put  in  the 

form  of  a  comijarisou  between  Simon  and  another  man,  of 

whom   the   candidate   knew   far  too  little  to  contrast  or 

compare  him  with  anybody  ;  and  so  time  and  labour  were 

wasted — at  least,  he  thought  so. 

The  two  curious  things  about  the  change  in  the  editorship 

of  the   Quarterly    Review   are   that  the  editor  of    such   a 

publication  should  accept  the  post  of  agent  on  a  great 

landed  estate,    and   that  he   should  be   succeeded  by  a 

brother. 


Lord  Rossbery's  inaugural  address  hh  President  of  the 
Edinburgh  Philosophiciil  Institution  took  the  form  of  a 
deliglitful  account  of  the  literary  statesmen  of  this  country, 
and  became,  in  effect,  an  elw|uent  eulogy  of  Mr.  Gladstone. 
Wo  extract  some  passages : 

I  take  it  to  bo  a  fact  beyond  contradiction  that  Mr. 
Gladstone  was  one  of  the  most  bookish  statesmen  that  ever 
lived :  or,  rather,  to  put  it  differently  and  more  accurately, 
no  one  ever  attained  such  eminence  as  a  statesman  who 
was  essentially  so  bookish  a  man. 

Mr.  Gladstone,  who  rode  the  whirlwind  and  directed  the 
storm  of  polities,  was  bookish  to  an  extreme  degree.  Ho 
had  not,  indeed,  reached  the  superlative  and  morbid  form 
of  bookishnesB  when  a  man  is  called  a  bookworm.  The 
fresh  breezes  of  a  thousand  active  interests  prevented  such 
a  development. 

To  first  editions,  or  broad  margins,  or  vellum  copies  he 
was  indifferent.  Had  he  been  a  very  wealthy  man,  even 
this  form  of  the  noble  disease  might  have  taken  him. 

Mr.  Gladstone  was  a  great  deal  more  than  a  remarkable 
man.     He  was  a  number  of  remarkable  men. 

I  believe,  then,  as  I  said  before,  nowhere  in  history,  so 
far  as  I  know,  is  there  an  instance  of  so  intensely  bookish 
a  man  as  Mr.  Gladstone,  who  was  at  the  same  time  so  con- 
summate a  man  of  affairs. 


And  here  are  some  more  miscellaneous  remarks : 

Some  go  so  fai-  as  to  declare  that  the  interviewer  and  the 
reporter  are  less  the  seekers  than  the  sought. 

He  [Brougham]  was  capable  each  year,  not  merely  of 
delivering  the  inaugural  address  [of  the  E.P.I. ],  but  the 
entire  course  of  lectures,  and  I  verily  believe  that  had  he 
been  challenged  he  would  have  insisted  on  doing  so. 

Once,  when  I  was  a  child,  I  was  taken  to  see  Hatfield. 
In  the  library  we  saw  a  tall,  thin  figure  carrying  a  hugn 
volume.  The  housekeeper  paused  iu  awe,  saying  :  "  That 
is  Lord  Robert  Cecil."  It  wa^  a  bookish  figure,  then  out- 
side politics,  but  now  Prime  Minister. 

The  Blue  Book  has  superseded  Homer,  and  Virgil  is 
svamped  in  "The  Statesmen's  Year-book." 

Literature  is  constantly  becoming  less  and  less  necessary 
for  the  politician. 

Yet  Lord  Eosebery  himself  continues  to  combine  both 
statecraft  and  bookishness.  And,  by  the  way,  what  an 
excellent  book  he  will  some  day  write ! 


Apropos  of  Lord  Eosebery's  address,  we  may  quote 
from  Sir  Edward  Hamilton's  very  excellent  little  mono- 
(jraph  upon  Mr.  Gladstone  a  few  passages  bearing  upon 
his  reading  habits  : 

First  and  foremost  came  his  passion  for  reading.  He 
read  slowly  and  most  conscientiously.  He  never  skipped  a 
page  or  a  line.  But  the  number  of  books  through  which 
he  plodded  every  year  was  astounding.  The  passages  with 
which  he  was  struck  he  marked  in  the  margin  with  a 
pencil  line  or  with  N.B.,  or  with  both  ;  and  when  he  saw 
reason  to  demur  he  made  use  of  the  Italian  conjunction — 
irto.  ...  It  was  Homer  whom  Mr.  Gladstone  most 
delighted  in  reading  and  studying.  To  htm  the  "  Iliad  " 
and  the  "  Odyssey  "  were,  with  the  exception  of  the  Bible, 
"the  greatest  works  ever  composed."  .  .  .  Horace  was 
another  of  his  classical  loves ;  and  the  translation  of  the 
Odes  afforded  a  great  resource  to  Mr.  Gladstone  when  his 


362 


The    Academy^ 


3  December,  1898. 


eyesight  failed  him.  Theological  study  was  a  still  greater 
attraction  to  him;  and  the  works  of  this  nature  on  which 
he  set  most  store  were  those  of  Bishop  Butler,  whom  he 
regarded  as  "the  greatest  and  most  profound  writer  among 
the  divines  and  prelates  of  the  Church  of  England." 

Poetry  of  varied  kinds  appealed  to  him.  He  believed 
that  the  supremacy  among  poets  could  not  be  questioned. 
Homer,  Dante,  and  Shakespeare  were  superior  to  any 
others.  The  difficulty  with  him  was  to  whom  the  fourth 
place  should  be  assigned.  For  that  place  he  considered 
that  there  were  four  competitors  —  iEschylus,  Viigil, 
Milton,  and  Goethe ;  and,  on  the  whole,  he  was  inclined 
to  give  the  preference  himself  to  Goethe. 

There  was  probably  no  modern  British  author  whom 
Mr.  Gladstone  admired  so  much  as  Walter  Scott.  The  re- 
reading of  the  Waverley  novels  was  a  constant  source  of 
delight  to  him  through  life  ...  In  his  judgment  the  two 
chefs  d'ceuvre  of  the  series  were  The  Bride  of  Lammermoor 
and  Kenilworth.  He  believed  that  ^Eschylus  was  the  only 
other  man  who  could  have  written  the  first ;  and  that  the 
second  could  have  been  produced  by  no  one  else  but 
Shakespeare.  It  is  worth  noting  in  connexion  with  his 
admiration  for  "Walter  Scott,  that  he  ranked  Lockhart's 
life  of  the  great  novelist  "  the  first  of  all  biographies." 


Some  time  ago  Mr.  Eden  Philpotts,  one  of  the 
younger  school  of  novelists,  wrote  a  simple,  sturdy, 
and  very  excellent  tale  of  Devonshire  folk,  which  he 
called  Children  of  the  Mist.  A  week  or  so  ago  the  book 
was  highly  praised  by  a  critic  in  the  Saturday  Review, 
and  last  week  appeared  this  kindly  letter  of  praise 
and  encouragement  from  one  of  the  older  school  of 
novelists,  and  Mr.  Philpott's  illustrious  forerunner  as  a 
delineator  of  human  nature  on  Exmoor  —  Mr.  E.  D. 
Blackmore : 

Sm, — Knowing  nothing  of  the  writer  or  his  works,  I 
was  simply  astonished  by  the  beauty  and  power  of  this 
novel. 

But  true  as  it  is  to  life  and  place,  full  of  deep  interest, 
rare  humour,  and  admirable  descriptions,  it  seemed  too 
likely  to  pass  unheeded  in  the  crowd  and  rush  and  ruck  of 
fiction. 

From  this  dark  fate  it  has  escaped,  I  trust,  through 
your  warm  commendation.  If  so,  a  pleasure  is  in  store 
for  many,  and  literature  is  enriched  with  a  wholesome, 
genial,  and  noble  tale. — Faithfully  yours, 

E.  D.  Blaokmoee. 


OtiB  correspondent,  "  R.  C,"  of  Belfast,  who  offered  a 
year's  subscription  to  the  Academy  on  condition  that  we 
would  abstain  from  mentioning  a  certain  astronomer  poet 
for  a  month — an  offer  which  we  accepted — sends  with  his 
cheque  the  following  letter : 

I  enclose  cheque  (13s.)  for  one  year's  subscription  to 
your  paper,  and  feel  that  I  have  thereby  cheaply  rendered 
a  duty  to  the  literature  and  common  sense  of  the  day. 
Just  fancy,  four  weeks  without  — !     It  is  unthinkable ! 

To  this  he  appends  a  postscript : 

At  first  blush  you  seemed  to  have  the  best  of  the  joke ; 

but  as  I  have  taken  your  paper  regularly,  I  think  the  odd 

trick  remains  this  side  the  water. 
"  E.  C."  is  entitled  to  the  odd  trick      His  nation  ever  had 
the  best  of  a  joke. 


A  CORRESPONDENT  writes :  "On  the  title-page  of  The 
Gospel  Writ  in  Steel,  Mr.  Arthur  Paterson,  the  author,  is 
credited  also  with  A  Son  of  the  Plains  and  Tlie  Man  from 
Snowy  River.  But  is  this  right?  In  my  copy  of  The 
Man  from  Snoimj  River  the  author's  name  is  given  as 
Arthur  B.  Paterson.  He  is  a  resident  in  Australia;  a 
'  gentleman  rider '  and  polo-player ;  and  he  writes  verses 
for  the  Sydney  Bulletin  over  the  pseudonym  '  The  Banjo.' 
Mr.  Arthur  Paterson,  who  used  to  write  such  excellent 
short  stories  of  ranche  life,  I  have  always  thought  of  as 
an  English  author  with  vivid  recollections  of  America.  I 
should  be  much  interested  in  learning  that  he  and  '  The 
Banjo  '  really  are  the  same." 


Can    any  students   of    the    prose  of    illustrious   living 

novelists  say  offhand  who  wrote  this  ? — 

The  Weekly  Sun  is  a  paper  of  such  distinct  literary 
quality  that  I  seldom  miss  reading  it,  particularly  the 
article  entitled  "  A  Book  of  the  Week."  Curiosity  often 
leads  me  to  intrude  into  the  columns  addressed  to  women 
only,  which  I  find  highly  instructive. 

And  can  any  student  of  the  prose  of   illustrious  living 

philosophers  say  offhand  who  wrote  this  ? — 

I  think  I  once  told  you  that  you  had  brought  strife  into 
one  of  the  most  loving  families  in  the  country  by  domestic 
disputes  as  to  the  first  read  of  the  Sandfly  Sun.  You 
pointed  out  that  the  simple  remedy  was  to  order  of  my 
newsagent  as  many  copies  of  the  Sun  as  there  were  readers 
at  the  breakfast  table.  The  happy  thought  was  acted  on, 
and  no  more  happy  household  than  ours  can  now  be 
found. 

Our  readers  may  believe  it  or  not,  as  they  like,  but  in 

the  last  issue  of  our  contemporary  Mr.  Thomas  Hardy  is 

credited  with  the  first  extract  and  Mr.  Frederic  Harrison 

with  the  second. 


The  recreations  of  literary  men  take — as  a  glance  at 
TFho's  Who  wiU  show — a  variety  of  shapes ;  but  nowhere 
in  that  entertaining  volume,  we  believe,  does  horse-break- 
ing iigure.  It  is  rumoured,  however,  that  a  writer  of 
fiction  who  has  some  popularity  is  now  alternating 
chapters  of  his  new  novel  with  desperate  encounters  with 
two  Canadian  steeds. 


All  things  considered,  it  is  scarcely  surprising  that 
membership  of  the  Scottish  History  Society  should  be 
greatly  sought  after.  From  the  financial  point  of  view  alone 
it  would  appear  to  be  an  excellent  investment ;  for,  at  the 
sale  of  the  library  of  a  member — the  late  Sheriff  Comrie 
Thomson,  Q.C.— the  other  day,  a  set  of  the  Society's 
publications  brought  £28.  Now,  the  Society  has  been 
in  existence  only  twelve  years,  and  as  the  annual  sub- 
scription is  a  guinea — in  return  for  which  members,  re- 
ceive its  publications  without  further  payment — the  late 
Sheriff's  subscriptions  would  amount  to  but  twelve  guineas. 
The  rise  in  value  is  largely  due  to  the  restrictions  with 
which  the  Society  has  hedged  itself:  membership,  for 
example,  is  limited  to  four  hundred,  and  the  Society's 
books  are  supplied  to  members  only,  no  member  being 
able  to  obtain  more  than  one  copy  of  each  work.  The  roll 
is  now  full,  and  at  the  present  moment  there  are  some 
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eighty  applicants  for  admission.  As  the  average  number 
of  vacancies  each  year  is  only  about  ten,  many  of  these 
applicants  will  have  to  wait  a  considerable  time. 


IVAN  TURGENEV. 


With  The  Lear  of 
the  Steppes  Mrs.  Con- 
stance Qarnett's  trans- 
lation of  Turgenev 
reaches  its  twelfth 
volume.  At  this  point 
it  was  at  one  time 
proposed  to  stop.  But 
it  has  now  been 
decided  to  add  two 
more  volumes  to  the 
series.  When  the 
time  comes  to  sum  up 
the  whole  achieve- 
ment it  will  be  hard  to 
overpraise  Mrs.  Gar- 
nett's  labours.  We 
give  a  late  portrait  of 
the  great  novelist. 


Selections  from  the  week's   dedications.     Mr.   F.   C. 
Conybeare's  Dreyfus  Case  : 

To 

Lieut. -Colon  EL  George  Picqtjart, 

The  true,  the  dutiful,  the  brave, 

This  humble  volume  is  inscribed. 

Without  that  permission  which  I  would  fain  have  obtained. 

But  which  a  military  tyranny, 

Immuriug  him  au  secret  on  a  false  and 

Perfidious  charge. 
Has  precluded  me  from  even  seeking. 

Ian  Maclaren's  Sabbi  Saunderson : 

To  Mrs.  Williamson, 

Of  Glenogil, 

Who  has  inherited 

The  gift  of  Witty  Speech, 

And  has  laid  it  out  at  usury. 

To  the  joy  of  her  friends. 

And  the 

Gladdening  of  Life. 

Mr.  Eider  Haggard's  vaccination  novel,  Br.  Theme 

Dedicated 

In  all  sincerity 

(But  without  permission) 

To  the 

Membebs  of  the  Jennee  Society. 


Between  Mr.  Haggard's  new  novel,  by  the  way,  and 
the  stories  with  which  his  fame  was  made,  there  is  all  the 
difference  in  the  world.  Dr.  Theme  is  sheer  polemics. 
Never  a  lion  roars  in  its  pages,  never  the  faintest  trace  of 
treasure  or  elephanis'  spoor  is  to  be  discerned.  "  In  his 
perplexity,"  runs  the  preface  to  this  piece  of  fiction- 
pamphleteering,  "  it  has  occurred  to  an  observer  of  these 


events  [the  passing  of  the  conscientious  objection  clauMB] 
to  try  to  forecast  their  natural,  and,  in  the  view  of  many, 
their  almost  certain  end  " — i.e.,  a  terrible  visitation  of  the 
dread  disease.  The  climax  of  the  story  is  the  diaeovery 
that  Dr.  Therne,  the  g^eat  anti-vaccinator,  haa  been 
secretly  vaccinated.  The  exposure  is  made  at  a  public 
meeting.  The  book  has  melodramatic  interest,  but  for 
ourselves  we  are  conscientious  objectors  to  this  kind  of 
purposeful  fiction. 


The  following  story,  which  is  making  a  tour  of  the 
American  papers,  should  amuse  Mr.  Kipling.  It  first 
sprang  fully  armed  into  the  columns  of  the  San  Francisco 
ArgonaiU,  and  is  told  there  as  "  coming  from  the  lips  of  an 
American  traveller  who  spent  some  time  in  the  company  of 
Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling  in  London  lately."  The  American 
traveller  said : 

One  afternoon  we  went  together  to  the  Zoo,  and,  while 
strolling  about,  our  ears  were  assailed  by  the  most  melan- 
choly sound  I  have  ever  heard — a  complaining,  fretting, 
lamenting  sound  proceeding  from  the  elephant  bouse. 

"What's  the  matter  in  there?"  asked  Mr.  Kipling  of 
the  keeper. 

"  A  sick  elephant,  sir ;  he  cries  all  the  time ;  we  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  him,"  was  the  answer, 

Mr.  Kipling  hurried  away  from  me  in  the  direction  of 
the  lament,  which  was  growing  louder  and  more  painful. 
I  followed,  and  saw  him  go  up  close  to  the  cage,  where 
stood  an  elephant  with  sadly-drooped  ears  and  trunk.  He 
was  crying  actual  tears  at  the  same  time  that  he  mourned 
his  lot  most  audibly.  In  another  moment  Mr.  Kipling 
was  up  to  the  bars,  and  I  heard  him  8p«ak  to  the  sick 
beast  in  a  language  that  may  have  been  elephantese, 
but  certainly  was  not  English.  Instantly  the  whining 
stopped,  the  ears  were  lifted,  the  monster  turned  his 
sleepy  little  sufiPering  eyes  upon  his  visitor  and  put  out 
his  trunk.  Mr.  Kipling  began  to  caress  it,  still  speaking 
in  the  same  soothing  tone,  and  in  words  unintelligible 
to  me  at  least.  After  a  few  minutes  the  beast  began 
to  answer  in  a  much  lowered  tone  of  voice,  and  evidently 
recounted  his  woes.  Possibly  elephants,  when  *'  enjoying 
poor  health,"  like  to  confide  their  symptoms  to  sympa- 
thising listeners  as  much  as  do  some  human  invalids. 
Certain  it  was  that  Mr.  Kiphng  and  that  elephant  carried 
on  a  conversation,  with  the  result  that  the  elephant  found 
his  spirits  much  cheered  and  improved.  The  whine  went 
out  of  his  voice,  he  forgot  that  he  was  much  to  be  pitied, 
he  began  to  exchange  experiences  with  his  friend,  and  he 
was  quite  unconscious,  as  was  Mr.  Kipling,  of  the  amused 
and  interested  crowd  collecting  about  the  cage.  At  last, 
with  a  start,  Mr.  Kipling  found  himself  and  his  elephant 
the  observed  of  all  observers,  and  beat  a  hasty  retreat, 
leaving  behind  him  a  very  difierent  creature  from  the  one 
he  had  found. 

"  Doesn't  that  beat  everything  you  ever  saw  ?  "  ejacu- 
lated a  compatriot  of  mine,  as  the  elephant  trumi>eted  a 
loud  and  cheerful  good-bye  to  the  back  of  his  vanishing 
visitor,  and  I  agreed  with  him  that  it  did. 

' '  What  language  were  you  talking  to  that  elephant  ? ' 
I  asked  when  I  overtook  my  friend. 

"  Language  .'    What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  answered,  wit 
a  laugh. 

' '  Are  you  a  Mowgli  ?  "  I  persisted :  "  and  can  you  talk  to 
all  those  beasts  in  their  own  tongues  ? ' '  But  he  only  smiled 
in  reply. 
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Prof.  Dowden  has  expressed  his  opinion  of  the  value  of 
Mr.  Sidney  Lee's  new  biography  of  Shakespeare,  with  his 
reservations  on  Mr.  Lee's  views  about  the  sonnets,  in  the 
following  sonnet  of  his  own  : 

To  Mr.  Sidney  Lee, 
that  bestowed  upon  me  a  coppie  of  his  Life  of  Shakespeare. 
Swete  Boye,  whose  name  revives  dead  Astrophell, 

Fame  through  her  goolden  trumpe  now  blows  it  wide 
With  his  who,  gazing  in  Couceit's  deepe  well. 

Saw  Life  and  Death,  and  Love  yew-crown'd,  star-eyed. 
0  be  thou  too  a  wrestler  with  old  Time, 

Blunt  his  dread  sickle,  scatter  his  red  sand  I 
Let  men  of  Inde  in  their  outlandish  i:yme 

Rename  thee  queinte  to  men  of  Samarcand  I 
One  globe  brawn-shouldher'd,  broad-hipp'd  Herc'les  bore  ; 

Lightly  thou  liftest  two — of  dreame  and  deed ; 
Is't  not  enough,  but  thou  wilt  venter  more. 
And  roll  reverting  stones  that  aitches  breed  ? 
Leave  H,  and  W,  Hall,  and  Thorpe  for  me, 
Who  love  them  not,  yet  love  this  f  ruitf  uU  Lea. 

Edward  Dowden. 


Bibliographical. 

80  Miss  Ehoda  Broughton  is  once  more  to  be  the  "  serial 
novelist ' '  of  Temple  Bar.  Let  me  confess  that  I  have  not 
been  able  to  read  anything  of  hers  since  Belinda  (which,  I 
fancy,  appeared  in  Mr.  Bentley's  miscellany  some  fourteen 
or  fifteen  years  ago) ;  so  that  I  am  no  authority  on  Dr. 
Cupid,  Alas.',  Mrs.  Blyth,  A  Beginner,  Scylla  or  Charybdis, 
and  Dear  Faustina,  which  may,  however,  be  masterpieces. 
What  I  now  wish  is  that  Miss  Broughton  would  give  us 
another  Cometh  up  as  a  Flower  and  another  Not  Wisely,  hut 
Too  Well,  which  thrilled  so  many  of  us  when  we  were  in 
our  teens  and  now  send  some  of  us  into  fits  of  laughter. 
Miss  Broughton  ought  to  have  gone  on  calling  her  stories 
by  such  names  as  Red  as  a  Rose  is  She  and  Good  bye. 
Sweetheart.  The  result  of  her  abstinence  from  such 
nomenclature  is  that  dozens  of  small  rivals  have  openly 
annexed  the  notion  and  run  it  to  death.  "  All  can  raise 
the  flower  now  " — for  the  good  old  reason. 

How  many  more  illustrated  ^sop's  Fables  are  we  going 
to  have  ?  The  demand  for  them  seems  insatiable.  I  have 
no  doubt  whatever  that  there  will  a  public  for  the  selected 
Fables  which  Mr.  Kenneth  Grahame  is  to  "  introduce  "  and 
Mr.  Billinghurst  "  illuminate  " ;  but  there  was  an  illustrated 
yFsop  only  last  year,  there  were  two  others  in  1894  (by  Mr- 
Eobinson  and  by  Mr.  Heighway),  and  there  was  one  in 
1888  (by  Mr.  H.  J.  Ford),  and  one  in  1887  (with  "portable 
morals  pictorially  pointed "  by  Mr.  Crane).  In  truth, 
^sop  has  engaged  the  talents  of  a  surprising  number  of  our 
modern  artists— of  Caldecott,  in  1883;  of  Ernest  Griset, 
in  1874  ;  of  Harrison  Weir,  in  1867  ;  of  C.  H.  Bennett  (of 
whom  too  little  is  now  thought  or  said),  in  1858;  of  Sir 
John  Tenniel,  in  1848,  and  so  on,  until  we  get  back  to  the 
days  of  Bewick. 

The  name  of  Bewick,  it  is  well  known,  is  associated  with 
The  Natural  History  of  Selborne—oi  which  classic  work  yet 
another  new  illustrated  issue  is  now  promised  us.  In  this 
case  the  field  cannot  be  said  to  be  at  all  fully  occupied. 


There  have  been  almost  inniimerable  editions  of  White's 
text,  with  notes,  since  1789,  from  Sir  William  Jardine's  in 
1 826  to  that  prefaced  by  Mr.  John  Burroughs  in  1 895  ;  but 
pictorial  Selbornes  are  not  many.  Apart  from  Bewick, 
there  was  one,  with  drawings  by  Delamotte,  in  1875; 
there  was  another  (with  160  "cuts")  in  1882;  and  in 
1895  there  was  an  Anglo-American  edition,  for  which  Mr. 
L.  Johnson  did  the  pictures.  A  variorum  edition  of  the 
work,  with  selections  from  the  notes  and  introductions  by 
Jesse,  J.  G.  Wood,  Frank  Buckland,  Richard  Jefferies, 
and  Burroughs,  would  be  a  pleasant  possession,  were  it 
feasible. 

"Deacon  Brodie,"  a  play  in  five  acts,  by  W.  E.  Henley 
and  E.  L.  Stevenson,  first  faced  the  footlights  at  the  Prince's 
Theatre,  London,  in  July,  1884.  It  had  had  its  inception 
just  twenty  years  previously.  "  Deacon  Brodie's  History," 
writes  the  author  of  R.  L.  Stevenson's  Edinburgh  Days, 
"had  early  caught  Louis's  fancy,  and  in  1864  [when  he 
was  only  fourteen  years  old,  mark  you !]  he  showed  his 
friend  Baildon  a  drama  he  had  written  on  it.  Louis  did 
not  desert  old  friends  or  the  fancies  of  his  youth  even  on 
paper.  '  Deacon  Brodie '  was  not  forgotten,  and  was 
re-written  later  [a  good  deal  later ! J  with  Mr.  Henley's 
collaboration."  "  The  thoughts  of  youth  are  long,  long 
thoughts,"  and,  in  the  case  of  really  original  and  strenuous 
spirits,  they  get  worked  out  in  due  time. 

By  the  way,  one  of  the  two  mottoes  prefixed  to  R.  L. 
Stevenson's  Fdinburgh  Days  is  a  quotation  from  the  Master's 
Silverado  Squatters :  "  Tlie  happiest  lot  on  earth  is  to  be 
born  a  Scotsman."  That  sentiment  had  long  before  been 
formulated,  not  by  a  Scotsman,  but  by  an  Englishman — 
Sir  Arthur  Helps,  who  makes  his  Ellesmere,  in  Friends  in 
Council,  begin  an  essay  on  "  The  Art  of  Self- Advance- 
ment "  with  the  sentence :  "It  is  desirable,  in  the  first 
place,  to  be  born  north  of  the  Tweed." 

Ee-reading  Rages  from  a  Private  Diary  in  its  neat  book 
form,  I  find  the  writer  attributing  to  "  an  exquisite  "  the 
remark  that  "  he  made  a  point  of  never  doing  any  work 
between  meals."  I  have  always  thought  that  the  author 
of  this  bit  of  drollery  was  Mark  Twain,  who  is  as  far  as 
possible  from  being  "an  exquisite,"  I  should  say.  What, 
again,  is  the  matter  with  Tennyson's  description  of  March 
as  the  "  roaring  moon  of  daffodil  and  crocus  "  ?  Why  is 
the  phrase  to  be  accounted  one  of  the  poet's  "  failures  "  ? 
The  "private  diarist"  is  an  amusing  gentleman,  but  I 
object  to  many  of  his  literary  judgments. 

We  know  what  the  compilers  of  catalogues  are.  It  is 
to  be  hoped  that  they  will  not  get  muddled  over  Prof. 
Max  MiiUer's  Ramalcrishna,  and  mix  him  up  with  the 
T.  Eamakrishna  who  is  responsible  for  Lays  of  Ind 
(1886  and  1896)  and  Life  in  an  Indian  Village  (1891). 
The  latter's  fuU  name,  I  believe,  is  T.  Eamakrishna 
Pillai. 

The  reprint  of  George  Herbert's  Country  Parson,  which 
the  Eev.  H.  C.  Beeching  is  editing,  should  be  welcome  to 
many.  So  far  as  my  knowledge  goes,  there  have  been 
very  few  sejiarate  editions  of  tho  wuik.  i'here  are  records 
of  three  such  issues  in  the  first  three  decades  of  this  cen- 
tury, but  that  seems  all. 
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Mr.  Lee's  Brief. 

By  Sidney  Leo.    (Smith, 


I 

I^H^  Lift)  of  Wdham  fihakespeare. 
^M   Elder  &  Co.     7s.  6(1.) 

^^BIr.  Lee's  book  had  better,  we  think,  have  been  two 
^^jooks.  It  falls  naturally  asunder  into  two  parts,  of 
different  aim  and  conceived  in  a  different  spirit.  The 
bulk  of  the  volume  is  a  reprint,  carefully  revised  and 
somewhat  enlarged,  of  the  exact  and  judicious  biography 
of  Shakespeare  which  Mr.  Lee  wrote  for  the  Dictionary 
over  whose  destinies  he  presides.  This  is  an  admirable 
piece  of  work,  and  should  at  once  take  rank  as  the 
standard  life  of  the  poet  for  this  generation.  It  will 
not,  of  course,  prevent  the  literary  student  from  con- 
sulting the  rich  harvest  of  documents  stored  up  in  his 
HalliwoU-Phillipps,  and  the  young  lady  who  attends  Ex- 
tension lectures  will  perhaps  prefer  something  which  gar- 
nishes the  dry  bones  of  fact  with  a  little  more  license  of 
sentimental  conjecture;  but  the  ordinary  reader  who, 
without  being  a  specialist,  wants  the  facta  themselves 
conveniently  sifted  and  temperately  stated,  will  certainly 
attain  his  desires  more  readily  in  Mr.  Lee's  pages  than 
elsewhere. 

With  one  exception  the  section  on  the  Sonnets  has  been 
entirely  re-written  since  it  appeared  in  dictionary  form. 
It  now  occupies  a  somewhat  disproportionate  part  of  Mr. 
Lee's  space,  and  the  manner  in  which  it  is  treated  seems 
to  us  barely  in  keeping  with  the  rest  of  the  book.  The 
fact  is,  that  in  handling  this  subject  Mr.  Lee  has  changed 
his  r6le.  Elsewhere  a  recorder  of  facts,  and  a  register 
and  judge  of  other  men's  conjectures,  here  ho  has  a  con- 
jecture of  his  own  to  expound.  It  is,  as  we  shall  see 
presently,  a  very  interesting  and  possibly  a  just  conjecture. 
But,  all  the  same,  we  think  that  it  should  have  been  stated 
and  discussed  in  a  treatise  of  its  own,  and  not  allowed  to 
deflect  its  author  from  the  more  neutral  attitude  towards 
conflicting  theories  of  the  Sonnets,  which  would  have  better 
suited  the  present  work. 

Let  us,  however,  take  Mr.  Lee's  own  theory  on  its  merits. 
It  is  urged  with  great  ability,  and  supported  by  a  wide 
knowledge  both  of  sixteenth  century  sonnet  literature  in 
England  and  on  the  Continent,  and  of  the  bibliographical 
details  of  Elizabethan  publishing.  In  the  first  place, 
Mr.  Lee  resumes  the  now  familiar,  and  to  our  mind  con- 
vincing, arguments  against  the  once  popular  identification 

I  "f  the  object  of  the   Sonnets  with  William  Herbert,  Earl 

^Hgof  Pembroke.  He  shows,  as  has  been  shown  before,  that 
^^  Mary  Fitton  was  not  "black,"  and  that  there  is  the  very 
slightest  proof,  outside  the  Sonnets,  for  supposing  that 
Shakespeare  and  Pembroke  were  in  relations  of  any  kind. 
He  makes  it  clear,  by  a  careful  discussion  of  the  various 
senses  attached  by  Elizabethan  usage  to  the  word  "  will," 
that  there  is  no  need  to  discover  a  cryptic  personal  allusion 
in  the  sonnets  which  ring  changes  upon  that  word.  And 
lie  points  out  that  the  bulk  of  the  Sonnets  were  probably 
written  at  a  date  when  Pembroke  was  a  lad  of  fourteen 
and  buried  in  the  country.  Mr.  Lee's  destructive  criticism 
iloes  not  stop  here  ;  he  does  not  dethrone  Pembroke  merely 
to  set  up  Southampton;  for  while  he  finds  in  the  Sonnets 


indications  of  Shakespeare's  rolationji  to  an  object  of  his 
poetical  praise,  who  was  probat)ly  8outhnmpt<in,  he  will 
not  admit  that  these  relations  were  necessarily  closer  than 
those  of  poet  to  patron,  or  that  the  Sonnets  are  a  drama  of 
Shakespeare's  lore  affair  with  the  dark  lady  and  his 
betrayal  by  his  friend,  or,  in  fact,  tliat  they  were  the 
reflection  of  his  inner  or  emotional  life  at  all.  He  conceiTea 
them  to  be  almost  entirely  exercises  in  a  mode ;  and,  in 
an  interesting  chapter  on  "  The  Bomiwed  Conceits  of  the 
Sonnets,"  he  shows  how  closely,  for  all  their  genius,  they 
reproduce  the  themes  and  much  even  of  the  phraseology 
of  the  whole  catena  of  earlier  sonnetteers. 

This  view  has,  of  course,  been  urgefl  before,  and  to 
our  mind  it  rests  upon  a  misconception.  Mr.  Lee  seems 
to  tliink  that  sonnets  cannot  have  at  the  same  time  a 
conventional  form  and  a  personal  intention.  We  main- 
tain that  they  can,  and  that  in  the  cases  of  at  least 
the  four  greatest  of  the  Elizabethan  sonnetteers,  excluding 
Shakespeare  —  that  is  to  say  Spenser,  Sidney,  Daniel, 
and  Drayton — they  did.  Why  not,  then,  in  the  case  of 
Shakespeare  also  ?  Moreover,  though  we  have  no  theory 
to  grind,  and  regard  the  problem  of  the  Sonnets  as  by  no 
means  solved,  we  are  not  disposed  to  agree  with  Mr.  Ijee 
when  he  denies  that  the  dramatic  narrative  which  other 
critics  have  believed  them  to  enclose  is  anything  but  an 
illusion.  The  narrative  seems  to  be  there,  substantially 
as  Prof.  Dowden  and  the  rest  work  it  out ;  and  we  doubt 
whether  this  can  be  the  result  of  the  chance  juxtaposi- 
tion of  individual  sequences.  Moreover,  there  is  noUiing 
a  priori  impossible  or  even  very  unusual  about  it.  The 
central  incident — the  relation  of  the  two  friends  to  the  one 
mistress — is  independently  witnessed  to  by  that  enigmatic 
book,  Willobie  his  Aviso,  which  may  well  give  just  so 
much  as  was  known  to  the  outside  world  of  that  same 
story  of  which  the  Sonnets  reveal  or  conceal  the  true 
inwardness. 

Mr.  Lee  devotes  much  ingenuity  and  pains  to  explaining 
the  mysterious  "  Mr.  W.  H.  "  of  the  famous  dedication. 
He  believes  that  he  has  found  him  in  a  certain  William 
Hall,  who  was,  like  Thomas  Thorpe  himself,  a  somewhat 
obscure  stationer  of  the  day.  Mr.  Lee  conceives  that  this 
man  was  lucky  enough  to  procure  the  "  copy  "  of  the 
Sonnets,  made  over  the  bargain  to  Thorpe,  and  received  the 
dedication  for  his  pains.  The  conjecture  does  not  strike 
us  as  very  convincing  Mr.  Lee  does  not  show  that  any 
business  relations  existed  between  Hall  and  Thorpe,  for 
the  fact  that  they  both  happened  to  employ  the  same 
printer  can  hardly  be  regarded  as  such.  Moreover,  one 
does  not  see  why,  if  Hall  ever  had  the  Sonnets,  he  should 
not  have  published  them  himself,  instead  of  transferring 
them  to  Thorpe.  Nor  does  the  actual  phraseology  of  the 
dedication  agree  very  well  with  Mr.  I^ee's  theory  of  it. 
That  "begetter,"  in  Thorpe's  affected  English,  might 
perhaps  mean  "  procurer "  may  be  admitted ;  the  real 
crux  is  in  the  words  in  which  "  Mr.  W.  H."  is  wished 
"  that  eternity  promised  by  our  ever-living  poet."  The 
only  natural  interpretation  of  this  phrase  is  that  the  object 
of  the  dedication  and  the  object  of  tlie  Sonnets  are  one 
and  the  same  person.  And  so  we  believe  it  to  be.  As 
to  "  W.  H."  it  might  be  "  William  Herbert,"  if  other 
reasons    did    not  make   it    impossible    that  the    Sonn»t* 
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should  be  addressed  to  Mm.  It  might  conceivably  be 
an  inversion  for  "Henry  Wriothesley."  In  any  case 
we  disagree  with  Mr.  Lee  when  he  says  that  it  could 
not  be  Pembroke  (or,  we  suppose,  Southampton  either), 
because  a  peer  is  not  properly  addressed  by  the  initials  of 
his  Christian  name  and  his  surname.  This  would  surely 
cause  no  difficulty,  if  the  whole  thing  was  a  mystification. 
Or  Thorpe  may  simply  have  taken  the  initials  from  the 
headings  of  the  Sonnets  themselves,  as  ho  found  them  in 
his  MS.  He  may  never  have  known  himself  who  "  W.  H.  " 
was.  If  Mr.  Lee  says  that  Shakespeare  could  never  have 
put  "W.  H."  if  he  meant  "  Lord  Pembroke  "  or  "Lord 
Southampton,"  we  would  point  out  that  the  use  of  a 
title  was  by  no  means  so  invariable  at  the  time  as  this 
would  imply.  Daniel,  for  instance,  heads  one  of  his 
sonnets  to  "M.  P.,"  and  that  this  means  "Mary,  Countess 
of  Pembroke  "  seems  to  be  shown  by  a  stanza  of  the  Civil 
Wars,  in  which  he  directly  addresses  her  as  "  Mary  Pem- 
broke." This  is  not  a  direct  parallel,  but  at  least  it  shows 
some  want  of  uniformity  in  courteous  usage. 

The  real  fact  is,  that  it  is  idle  to  champion  any  theory  of 
the  Sonnets  on  their  personal  side,  and  that  in  trying  to 
do  so  Mr.  Lee  has  fallen  into  the  same  trap  of  unsupported 
conjecture  that  has  waylaid  his  predecessors.  And  in 
doing  so  he  has  damaged  his  book,  by  mixing  up  this  very 
hypothetical  matter  with  what  is,  in  other  respects,  a 
singularly  well-informed  and  reasonable  statement  of  the 
ascertained  facts  of  Shakespeare's  life.  All  the  data  con- 
cerning the  Sonnets  are  so  exceedingly  nebulous  and 
elusive  that  we  cannot  but  feel  that  the  wiser  course 
would  have  been  a  complete  suspension  of  judgment. 
Thus  Mr.  Lee  would  have  increased  tho  authority  even  if 
he  had  diminished  the  attractiveness  of  his  book. 


A  Theory  of  Gypsies. 

Gypsy  Folk-Tales.     By  Prancis  Hindes  Groome.     (Hurst  & 

Blackett.     128.) 
Mr.  Groome,  that  accomplished  scholar  in  the  "  matters 
of  Egypt  " — an  "  Egypt  "  more  mysterious  than  the  Land 
of  the  Sphinx— succinctly  formulates  his  thesis  thus  : 

The    gypsies  quitted  luii*  at  aa  uoknown  date,  pro- 
bably taking  with  them  some  scores  of  Indian  folk-tales, 
as  they  certainly  took  with  them  many  hundreds  of  Indian 
words.     By  way  of  Persia  and  Armenia,  they  arrived  in  the 
Greek -speaking  Balkan  Peninsula,   aud  tarried  there  for 
several  centuries,  probably  disseminating  their  Indian  folk- 
tales, and  themselves  picking  up  Greek  folk-tales,  as  they 
certainly  gave  Greek  the  Romani  word  hakht,  "  fortune," 
and  borrowed  from   it  paramisi,   "story,"  and  about  a 
hundred  more  tt-rms.     From  the  Balkan  Peninsula  they 
have  spread  since  141?,    or  possibly   earlier,   to    Siberia, 
Norway,  Scotland,  Wales,  Spain,  Brazil,  »ud  the  countries 
between,  everywhere  probably  disseminating  the  folk-tales 
they  started  with  and  those  they  picked  up  by  the  way, 
and  everywhere  probably  adding  to  their  store. 
The  theory  is  plausible  and  moderate  :  Mr.  Groome  does 
not  claim  that  the  gypsies  have  been  either  the  exclusive, 
or  even  the  greatest,  carriers  of  folk-tales,  but  merely  that 
they  have  played  that  part,  or  fulfilled  that  function,  to 
an  extent  considerable  indeed,  and  most  worth  the  atten- 


tion of  those  devoted  to  this  branch  of  anthropology. 
Enthusiastic  folklorists  might  say,  though  Mr.  Groome 
does  not,  that  the  gypsies  were  specially  "  designed  "  with 
certain  instincts,  nomadic  and  conservative,  for  the  express 
purpose  of  transmitting  and  diffusing  folk-tales  ;  that  their 
teleological  raison  d'etre  was  to  be  the  mdrchen  messengers 
of  mankind.  Mr.  Groome  is  not  so  romantically  unscien- 
tific as  to  maintain  that;  but  he  has  insisted  upon  an 
element  in  the  fascinating  problem  of  "  origin  and  diifu- 
sion  "  with  which  the  learned  have  to  reckon.  That 
problem  is  not  the  less  fascinating  in  the  eyes  of  the 
present  unlearned  writer  because  he  firmly  believes  it  to 
be  incapable  of  solution. 

Here  are  gypsy  folk-tales  Turkish,  Eoumanian,  from  the 
Bukowina,  Transylvanian,  Slovak,  Moravian,  Bohemian, 
Polish,    English,    Welsh,    winding    up    with    "Scottish 
Tinker"  stories.      Apart  from  the  exceeding  interest  of 
having  these  well-chosen  tales  grouped,  compared,  analysed, 
and  otherwise  aptly  presented,  there  is  little  of  absolutely 
novel  interest,  except  in  the  Welsh  gypsy  section.     In  so 
saying,   we  of  course  except  Mr.   Groome' s  most  masterly 
introduction,  which  is  a  brilliant  and  delightful  piece  of 
work.     The  special  interest  of  the  Welsh  gypsy  section  is 
twofold.  In  the  first  place,  Wales,  rich  in  folklore  in  general, 
in  traditions  and  usages,  myths  and  superstitions,  of  great 
anthropological  value,  is  poor  in  the  folk-tale— not,  perhaps, 
so  poor  as  is  sometimes  asserted,  but  certainly  poor.     In 
the  second  place,  the  gypsies  of  Wales  are  a  body  which 
has  long  escaped  notice  and  study.     Mr.  Watts-Dunton, 
who  claims  them  as  the  most  remarkable  of  British  gypsies, 
regrets  that  Borrow,  so  accomplished  both  in  E6mani  and 
Welsh,  never  turned  his  attention  to  them.     And  now  Mr. 
Groome,  with  the  assistance  of  his  friend  Mr.  Sampson,  of 
University  College,  Liverpool,    gives   us   some  twenty— 
what?     Not  Welsh  folk-tales,  necessarily;  but  certainly 
Welsh  gypsy  folk-tales,  taken  down  from  the  recitation  or 
transcribed  from  the  MS.  of  Welsh  and  Eomani-speaking 
gypsies.     And  here  comes  in  the  inevitable  question.  Are 
these  stories  true  gypsy-carried  tales,  preserved  by  gypsies  1 
who   have  become   Welsh,  or   are   they  genuine,  native 
Welsh  stories  caught  up  by  those  gypsies,  but  forgotten 
and  lost  by  the  Welsh  ?     It  is  not  enough  to  say  that,  in 
the  absence  of  Welsh  versions  or  parallels,  the  gypsies  or 
Wales  must  be  credited  with  their  origination  :    Wales 
must  have  once  possessed  folk-tales  now  perished  or  not 
yet  discovered,  and  these  Welsh  gypsy  tales  may  be  part 
of  that  vanished  store.     Of  the  seventy-six  tales  in  Mr, 
Groome's    coUection,    the    vastly    greater    number    have 
paraUels  or  analogues  in  "  gorgio  "   tongues  and  races 
and  it  seems  improbable  that  any  amount  of  research  m 
argument  will  be  able  to  establish  the  priority  of  claim  oiP 
either  side.     Further,  accepting  as  we  do  the  great  plauaii' 
bility   and    likelihood   of    Mr.    Groome's   contention,   W( 
cannot  but  see  its  limitations;  it  may  account  for,  so  t 
speak,  the  historical  origin  of  many  stories,  but  it  does  UQ 
touch  the  far  more  important  question,  what  is  the  "  phfiff 
sophy,"  the  fundamental  meaning,  of  the  apparent  belief 
underlving  the  stories  ?     Say  that  in  Iceland  or  Brazil  « 
find  practicaUy  identical  tales  ;  that  we  have  good  reason  ■ 
believe  that  the  tale  in  its  first  form  was  Indian  ;  and  th,^ 
gypsies  have  been  the  means  of  its  circulation  :  it  is  deepj 
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interesting,  but  it  does  not  explain  what  we  most  long  to 
know.     We  want  to  know  what  is  the  signiEcance  of  the 
fact  that  Indians  invent,  Icelanders  and  Uraziliana  accopt 
a  talo  full  of  details,  full  of  beliefs  and  practices  which 
we  find  among  Zulus  and  Saraoans,  Japanese  and  Pata- 
gonians.     Oral  transmission  of  folk-tales  must  take  place 
in  historic  times,  though  the  term  "historic"  is  capable  of 
very  wide  extension ;  but  oral  transmission  of  the  gypsy 
kind,  at  least,  does  nothing  to  explain  the  essential  matter 
of  the  tales,  merely  their  accidental  form.     Tales  of  which,  as 
tales,    we  can  account  for  the  prevalent  form   or  forms 
tell  us  of  such  things  as  the  marriage  of  the  sun  and  moon; 
so  do  the  most  degraded— or  least   elevated— of  savage 
races  quite  beyond  any  historical  sphere  of  influence  by 
oral  transmission ;  so  also  do  cliildren  in  the  nurseries  of 
London   or  Paris,  before   ever  they  have  learned   their 
unconscious  lore  from  fairy-tales.     Mr.  Lang  is  in  the 
right  of  it :  folk-tales  must  hold  in  solution  that  instinctive 
pliilosophy  which  is  the  first  thought  and  word  of  man 
upon  the  universe.     And  this  aspect  of  the  matter,  far 
from  lessening,  rather  enhances  the  clmrm  of  folk-tales. 
Mr.  Groome's  tales  are  exceUent  reading,  quite  apart  from 
their  anthropological  bearings  ;  but  for  some  readers  upon 
whom  anthropology,  that  blessed  word,  has  cast  its  spell 
—sometimes  its  glamour,  so  that  they  see  the  thing  which 
IS  not— these  gypsy  stories  speak  of  prima)val  man  and  of 
his  origin. 

We  share  Mr.  Groome's  regret  and  chagrin  at  the  cessa- 
tion of  the   Gyps;,  Lore  Journal.     This  country  is  behind 
the  rest  of  Europe  in  the  serious  study  of  that  mysterious 
people.     In  past  times  they  have  been  generally  classed 
and  confused  with  the   "sturdy  rogue,"  the  stroller  and 
pedlar,  the  itinerant  cutpurse  and  footpad,  tie  "  canting  " 
tribe  at  large.     The  Justice  Shallows  and  Squire  Westerns 
were  not  of  a  nice  discrimination  in  these  matters,  and 
abler  wits  were  not  much  nicer.     Ben  Jonson's  Welsh  and 
Irish  Masques  show  him  honestly  trying  to  put  some  true 
Welsh  and  Irish  character  into   his   work:    his    Gypsy 
Masque  is  a  jumble  of  tinkers  and  fortune-tellers,  and 
Imen-snatchers  and  poultry-poisoners,  with  nothing  of  the 
essential  gypsy,  despite  the  "Princes  of   iBgypt"  with 
their  "  tawny  faces."     Its  sole  point  of  interest  lies  in  its 
mention  of  Flintshire  and  Chester,  and  the  baby   "  rock'd 
m  a  cradle  of  Welch  cheese,  like  a  maggot."    Jonson  may 
have  had  a  purpose  in   these  Welsh    touches.       Izaak 
Walton  shows  a  finer  sense  of  distinctions :  "  On  the  other 
side  of  this  hedge  sat  a  gang  of  gypsies,  and  near  to  them 
sat  a  gang  of  beggars."     He  speaks  of  the  secrets  belong- 
ing to  their  "mysterious  government,"  and   notes  "the 
faithfulness  of  one  gypsy  to  another."     Plainly,  he  under- 
stood   something    of  genuine    gypsydom.     Most    writers 
have  been  as  the  learned  Spelman,  who,  after  calling  them 
a  most  infamous  race  ot  impostors,  Britannias  nostras  ut 
Europam   reliquam  pervolans,   extremely   disgusting  in   aU 
respects,  observes:    ^^  Linguam,  ut  exutiei  magis  videantur, 
HcMiam  hlaterant   .   .    .    Unguam  hanc   Germani  '  Rotwekh  ' 
iuastrubrum  Wallium,  id  est  barbarismum,  Angli  '  Canting' 
nmcupantr     This  is  an  odd  medley  of  truth  and  error: 
•J  exotict,  for  example,  is  the  precise  truth,  but  videantur 
Should  be  maneant.    In  Blackstone's  Commentaries,  though 
▼anous  early  appearances  of  gypsies  in  Western  Europe, 


under  various  forms  of  the  names  Zingari  and  Cingani,  fto. 
long  before  1.517,  had  been  chronicled,  wo  are  treated  to 
the  story  of  a  preposterous  eponymous  hero,  "Zinganens." 
He  headed  the  Egyptians  who  rejected  the  Sultan  Solim's 
rights  of  conquest,  and  ultimately  dispersed  in  companies 
throughout  the  world  under  the  name  of  Zinganis.  In 
fact,  every  variety  of  nonsense  has  been  written  about  the 
gypsies;  and  they  are  few  who,  with  Glanvil's  and 
Arnold's  scholar-gypsy,  have  learned  by  experience  that 
this  people  is  not  a  thievish  set  of  vagabon.ls  and  hum- 
bugs, and  nothing  more,  but  one  capable  of  teaching  even 
Oxford.  (Why  did  Glanvil  omit  the  story  when  he  issued 
his  "  Vanity  of  Dogmatising  "  under  the  tide— suggestive 
of  Mr.  Balfour— Smj»»w  Scientifica  ?) 

Mr.  Groome's  introduction  and  notes  are  very  full :  one 
or  two  points  occur  for  remark.     In  the  Scottish-Tinker 
tale  of  "  The  Brown  Bear"  occurs  what  he  rightly  calls  a 
"  splendid  wrestling  match  "  ;  he  notes  its  omission  in  a 
Welsh  gypsy  variant  as  a  point  of  inferiority,  and  observes 
that  Curtin's  well-known  Irish  collections  offer  "  a  curious 
parallel."       He    seems    to    have    overiooked    the    three 
parallels  in  Mr.  Larminie's  Irish  work,  which  show  that 
the  description   is   a   stereotyped   or  standing  one.     We 
quote  the  first :  "  He  and  the  hag  struck  together,  till  he 
made  hard  of  the  soft,  and  soft  of  the  hard,  and  made  the 
fresh-water  wells  in  the  middle  of  the  gray  stones.      From 
the  hollows  of  the  world  t»  the  heights  of  the  world  they 
came  to   look   on  at  the  fight  between  them."     Again, 
Mr.  Groome  notes  that  the  Welsh  gypsy  variant  of  this 
story   lacks    "the    inexhaustible  whisky-bottle,  loaf,  and 
cheese,"  while  "  the  occurrence  of  a  bear  in  each,  though 
with  marked  differences,  can  hardly  be  accidental."     He 
does   not   mention    Dr.    Douglas    Hyde's   Irish    variant, 
"The    Well    of    D'Yerree-in-Dowan,"     with     its    inex- 
haustible bottle  inscribed  "  Water  for  the  World,"  and  its 
loaf,  "Bread  for  the  World":  while,  for  a  bear,   it  has 
"a  little  garraun  the  size    of  a  goat."      Kennedy  also 
gives  an  Irish  variant.    In  truth,  it  seems  probable,  that 
while  many  folk-tales,  or  incidents  in  them,  lack  parallels 
altogether,  or  have  but  one  or  two,  that  is  due  to  the 
chances  of  time:  they  had  them  in  abundance  once,  or 
have  them  still,  but  undetected.     Naturally  enough,  the 
study  of  folklore,  as  now  understood,  began  late :  and  our 
modem  interest  in  races  once  despised  or  oppressed.     The 
epithets  for  gypsy  in  that  rare  and  amusing  book,  Poole's 
English    Parnassus,    1677,    are    "straggling,    wandering, 
cheating,   juggling,    cogging,    subtile,    babUng,  dancing, 
careless,  nimble,  thievish,  swarthy,  fulsome,  black,  na.sty, 
"gly"— epithets  one   would  not  apply  to   an  Armenian 
Jew  in  the  Levant  upon  concluding  a  bargain.     Shade  of 
Borrow!      This    is  far  from  the  spirit   which   inspired 
Emerson's  "  Eomany  Girl "  : 

The  wild  air  bloweth  in  our  lungs, 
The  keen  stars  twinkle  in  our  eyes, 
The  birds  gave  us  our  wily  tongues, 
The  panther  in  our  dances  flies. 

Whatever  has  been  lost  to  us  by  past  ignorance,  the 
gypsies,  at  least,  like  the  poor,  we  shall  have  always  with 
us.  Nay,  they  may  survive  us,  for,  as  Sir  Thomas  Browne 
wrote  of  them,  "  when  they  will  be  lost,  or  whether  at  all 
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again,  is  not  without  some  doubt;    for  unsettled  nations 
have  outlasted  others  of  fixed  habitations." 

Our  thanks  and  compliments  to  Mr.  Groome,  with  one 
question.  Brand  observes  of  the  gypsies  or  "swarthy 
itinerants  "  that  "  such  sort  of  people  are  called  fawn  in 
Northumberland,  a  word  of  which  I  know  no  etymon, 
unless  it  be  derived  irom  feaw,  'foul,'  'ugly  (see  the 
Glossary  to  the  View  of  ihe  Lancashire  Dialect,  v,\vBrB  feaw 
whean  is  rendered  an  ugly  woman)."  The  word  «»A.«nis 
obviously  interesting;  but  is  there  any  truth  in  the 
derivation  of  the  famous  Scottish  gypsy  name  Faa .  In 
other  words,  is  Faa  a  E6mani,  North  Country,  or  Scottish 
word  ?  

The  Letters  of  a  Princess. 

Letters  of  Princess  Elizabeth  of  England,  Written  for  the  most 
part  to  Miss  Louisa  Swinburne.     Edited  by  Miss  Swin- 
burne's Great  Nephew,  PhiHp  Ch.   Yorke.     (T.  Fisher 
Unwin.      12s.) 
A  VIRTUOUS  woman,  and  her  price  far  above  rubies  \     The 
princess  was  not  a  mistress  of  the  literary  graces  ;  she  had 
no  wit ;  and  her  jokes  were  of  the  simple  domestic  kind. 


PEINCBSS  ELIZABETH,    LAHDGBAVINE   OF  UESSE-HOMBTJEG. 
Frrm  the  Picture  iy  Eerr  J.  Vot.jf. 

Her  life  was  extraordinarily  uneventful,  and  though  Europe 
was  in  an  intellectual  and  political  ferment  during  the 
larger  part  of  it,  no  echoes  from  the  outer  world  ever 
break  the  monotony  of  her  pages.  The  book  has  charm 
of  a  sort— the  simple  revelation  of  a  very  commonplace 
character  in  a  very  commonplace  setting.  In  appearance 
she  was  stout  and  not  attractive.  In  her  girlhood  she  had 
declared  "  she  should  marry  whenever  she  found  an  oppor- 
tunity of  doing  80  ";  but  the  opportunity  did  not  come 
till  the  poor  lady  was  forty-eight.     On  the  death  of  the 


Princess  Charlotte,  in  1817,  there  was  a  lack  of  heirs  to  the 
Crown,  and  "to  meet  the  possible  danger  to  the  State,' 
says  the  satirical  Mr.  Yorke,  "  the  Eoyal  Princes  threw 
themselves  manfully  into  the  gap,  and  with  a  noble  spirit 
of  I)atrlotism  set  about  their  arduous  duties  of  procuring 
heirs   to   strengthen   the   succession."      The    three   royal 
dukes  all  married  within  a  few  months,  and  the  Princess 
Elizabeth  followed  their  example.     Her  husband  was  a 
very  little  German   princeling,   the   landgrave  of  Hesse- 
Homburg,  and  in  contemporary  writings  he  fares  badly. 
"The  Queen  had  yesterday  a  drawing-room  to  exhibit  the 
Prince    of    Hesse,"    says     Lady    Jerningham.       "They 
immersed  him  several  times  in  a  warm  bath  to  make  him 
a  little  clean,  and  kept   him  three  days  from  smoking. 
FitzGerald   speaks   of  him  as   "  an  unpleasing  husband, 
a  gross  corpulent  German  of  enormous  dimensions.     He 
used  to  fall   asleep   at  the   theatre   and   snore,    and   his 
popular  nickname  was  '  Humbug.'     He  has  about  £300 
per  annum."    But  the  poor  prince  seems  really  to  have  been 
an   excellent  person,  a   good   soldier  of   simple  domestic 
tastes,  and  he  and  his  wife  lived  very  happily.     The  honey- 
moon did  not  bore  him  so  much  as  he  expected,  for  "ho 
passed   all   the   time   in   his  dressing-gown  and  slippers, 
smoking  in  the  conservatory." 

The  early  letters  written  by  the  Princess  in  her  girl- 
hood are  to  us  the  most  pleasing,  for  they  give  a  picture  of 
that  most  undistinguished  court  of  which  Miss  Burney  is 
our  chronicler.     In  one  letter  she  encloses  a  Vocabulary  of 
Fashion,   which,   if  it  is  her  own   work,  shows  a  wit  of 
which  we  find  no  further  traces.     "  Conscience  "  is  "  Some- 
thin  g  to  swear  by  ";  "Day"is"Night";  "Night,"  "Day"; 
"Dinner"  is"  Supper" ;" Dressed,"  " Half-naked" ;  "Pay 
is  "  Only  applied  to  Visits  "  ;  "  Christianity  "  is  "  Having  a 
Pew  at  Church"  ;  "Time"  is  only  applied  to  Music,  and 
"Vice"  to  horses  ;  "  Undress"  is  "  Complete  clothing,"  and 
"Work"  is  a  "Vulgarism."     Stories  of  the  King's  ill- 
nesses and  the  various  attempts  on  his  life  are  told  with 
anxious    prayers.      She   writes   to   Lady   llarcourt,    that 
"seeing  a  bit  of  the  vertebra  of  poor  Charles  the  iirst, 
whose  body  was  discovered  yesterday,  made  her  sick  and 
iU      It  was  wonderful  how  much  of  it  was  perfect ;  the 
form  of  the  face,  the  back  of  the  head,  the  hair  clothed 
with  blood,  and  the  head  laid  down  on  to  the  throat  m  the 
coffin.     The  delight  of  aU  ranks  that  the  body  is  found  is 
striking."     She  congratulates  herself  innocently  that  slie 
is  no  musician,  "for  tho'  a  great  accomplishment,  it  draws 
you  into  such  very  unpleasant  society  "  ;  and  in  the  next 
letter  she  goes  into  raptures  over  "the  addition  of  two 
young  handsome  beaux  to  our  society." 

The  letters  to  Miss  Louisa  Swinburne,  which  form  the 
larger  part  of  the  book,  are  written  entirely  from  the 
new  home  at  Homburg,  where  the  elderly  bride  soon 
settled  down  to  the  ways  of  German  domesticity.  On  the 
whole  they  have  very  little  interest.  They  gossip  about 
unimportant  people  and  little  matters  of  housewifery,  and 
the  Princess  is  lost  in  the  German  frau.  She  is  eminently 
sensible  "  I  well  know  that  the  verse  in  Scripture  1  have 
foUowed  all  my  life  I  have  found  myself  the  better  for, 
'  Study  to  be  quiet,'  and  mind  your  own  business ;  the 
fashion  now  is  to  decide  and  judge  for  one's  ^eighbours 
which  I  never  will  do."     Her  small  niece  falls  ill  with  ■ 
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scarlet  fever,  and  amuses  her  aunt  "  by  tending  word  that 
aU  her  doUs  have  got  tlie  Fever,  that  slie  had  put  all  their 
cloaths  in  tlie  fire,  and  would  take  care  that  all  should  be 
aired  for  fear  of  infection."  She  is  not  entirely  superior 
to  scandal,  and  welcomes  gladly  any  news  of  the  famous 
ISIrs.  Fit/herbert,  the  mistress  of  George  IV.  She  censures 
the  "  wicked  goings-on  of  the  fashionable  Naughtiet "  with 
a  faint  air  of  regret,  as  if  she  dosirod  to  hoar  more  of  their 
escapades.  Once  she  is  stirred  by  politics.  "  Two  horrid 
Kiidieals  are  come  in  for  Brighton,"  she  writes;  "how 
shameful !  "  Her  household  arrangements  seem  to  have 
been  of  the  plainest.  She  laments  the  breaking-down  of 
a  table  and  the  smashing  of  some  of  her  ornaments,  and 
she  goes  into  transports  about  her  new  carpets.  And  then 
as  she  grows  older  she  becomes  more  domestic  than  ever. 
At  times  there  is  a  glimpse  of  the  outer  world.  "  There  is 
a  young  Jerningham  here  who  is  learning  his  profession 
of  a  soldier  with  the  Grenadier  Guards,  beautiful:'  But  in 
the  main  it  is  gossip  about  her  friends  and  relations,  the 
details  of  her  household,  and  little  moral  reflections— the 
mild  interests  of  a  lady  in  those  amiable  turbaned  days. 
One  may  doubt  whether  the  letters  were  worth  giving  to 
the  world,  but  Mr.  Yorke  has  done  his  share  of  the  work 
with  care  and  judgment. 


An  Excursion  in  the  Epic. 

The   Successors  of  Homer.      By  W.  C.   Lawton.     (Innes. 

5s.) 

In  a  sense  every  Greek  poet  of  the  whole  delightful  fellow- 
ship is  a  successor  of  Homer.  Not  merely  that  his  name 
was  the  first  to  disengage  itself  in  the  dawn  of  civilisation 
from  the  mists  of  heroic  minstrelsy,  but  also  that,  so  long 
as  Greek  literature  endured  at  all,  his  dominant  influence 
never  waned.  From  the  poets  of  the  Attic  prime  to  the 
poets  of  the  Alexandrian  dotage  they  all  draw  from  him  ; 
they  are  all  his  disciples.  In  the  pleasant  little  book 
before  us.  Prof.  Lawton  does  not  give  quite  so  liberal  an 
extension  to  his  theme.  He  limits  himself  to  the  more 
immediate  developments  of  the  great  epic  impulse,  and  sets 
out  to  trace  to  its  last  reverberations  the  ebbing  tide  of 
hexameter  verse  of  which  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey  were 
the  full  flood.  The  epic  tradition,  together  with  a  rising 
lyric  tradition  not  handled  here,  covers  the  interspace  of 
four  or  five  centuries  between  Homer,  who  may  be  some- 
what vaguely  located  in  the  tenth  or  ninth  century  B.C., 
and  the  great  tragic  poets  who  illumined  Athens  in  the 
fifth.  Much,  unfortunately,  of  the  literature  of  this  period 
IS,  subject  to  Egyptian  excavations,  irretrievably  lost: 
much  of  it  is  only  preserved  in  tantalibing  fragments, 
embedded,  for  some  purpose  of  illustration,  in  the  treatises 
of  archajologists  and  grammarians.  And  it  must  frankly 
be  said  that  it  is  not,  much  of  it,  of  the  very  first  water.  It 
18  a  little  formal,  a  little  uninspired,  a  little  derivative:  it 
lacks,  except  by  rare  "  interims  and  conveying  gusts,"  the 
divine  afflatns.  Nevertheless,  it  has  its  interest,  and  Prof. 
Lawton's  thought  of  devoting  a  book  to  the  popular  treat- 
ment of  it  is  quite  to  be  commended.  He  touches  his  sub- 
ject  with  a  light  hand,  and  without  pedantry.  The 
necessary   learning   is  at  his   fingers'  ends,   but  is  never 


obtruded;  and  by  combining  liberal  translation  with  lucid 
exposition  ho  has  succeeded  in  the  difficult  task  of  giving 
hi8  information  in  an  entertaining  shape  without  detracting 
from  Its  dignity  or  its  accuracy.  As  an  example  of  Prof. 
Lawton's  considerable  powers  as  a  translator  we  may, 
perhaps,  like  his  version  of  the  passage  in  the  Homeric 
ITymn  to  Demeter,  where  the  sorrowing  goddess  is  led  by  a 
tram  of  maidens  to  the  hall  of  Keleos  and  Metaneira : 

Such  were  her  words.  With  a  nod  did  the  goddess  uso^nt, 
and  the  muidecK 

Filled  their  shining  urns  with  water,  and  bore  tbem  ex- 
ultant. 

Nimbly  they  came  to  their  father's  strong-built  mansion, 

»nd  quickly 
Told  their  mother  of  all  they  bad  seen  and  heard  ;  ai.d  the 

mother 
Straightway  bade   them    invite   her  to   come,    «t   wages 

unbounded. 
Then  did  the  maidens— as  deer,  or  as  calves  in  the  teason 

of  fpriogtime 
Gambol  the  meadows  along,  when  delighted  at  heart  with 

the  pasture — 
So   they  darttd,    uplifting  the   folds   of    their  beautiful 

garments, 
Down  by  the  hollowed  way  for  the  wagons:  their  tresses 

about  them, 
Like   to    the  crocus   blossom,    were    floating    over    their 

shoulders. 
There,  at  the  side  of  the  way,  they  found  the  illustrious 

goddess 
Where  they  had  left  her  before.     Then  toward  the  house 

of  their  father 
They  led  onward;  and  she— distressed  in  spirit— behind 

them 
Followed  along,   with    her    face  close  veiled;    and    her 

garments  about  her 
Duskily  fell  in  waves  to  the  glistening  feet  of  the  goddess. 
Soon  to  the  palace  of  Zens-supported  Keleos  came  they. 
The  hexameters  do  not  move  quite  rapidly  enough— they 
rarely  will  in   English  —  but  otherwise    it   is  a  happy 
rendering. 

The  poems  dealt  with  by  Prof.  Lawton  fall  readily  into 
four  groups.  Earliest,  both  in  date  and  in  their  relation  to 
Homer,  come  those  which  make  up  the  so-called  Epic  Cycle. 
The  majority  of  these  were  written  to  complete  and  con- 
nect the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey  by  treating  of  those  parts 
of  the  complete  Trojan  myth  not  included  in  the  two 
masterpieces.  But  they  need  not  detain  us  long,  as  they 
unfortunately  only  survive  in  meagre  fragments  and  bald 
prose  paraphrases.  They  are  chiefly  interesting  as  being 
the  probable  source  from  which  the  later  poets  delved 
stories  of  the  Trojan  was  unknown  to  Homer.  The  story 
of  the  Judgment  of  Paris,  for  instance,  came  from  the 
Cypria,  those  of  Laocoon  and  of  the  Madness  of  Ajax  from 
the  ^thiopis. 

Unlike  the  poems  of  the  Epic  Cycle,  those  attributed  to 
Hesiod  have  come  down  to  us  in  a  more  or  less  complete 
form.  Prof .  Lawton  is  not  enthusiastic  about  Hesiod.  "A 
homely,  unheroic  figure,"  he  says,  "is  naively  and  plainly 
revealed  to  us,  dwelling  in  his  humble  village  home  at 
Boeotian  Ascra."  The  Works  and  Days,  in  fact,  though 
epic  in  manner,  is  hardly  epic  in  substance.  It  belongs  to 
that  class  of  poems  of  which   the    Georgics  is  the  pre- 
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eminent  example,  poems  which  concern  themselves  with 
matters  that  reaUy   belong  to  the  sphere    of  prose,      it 
recalls  Thomas  Tusser's  Hundred  Points  of  Eushandry,  or 
the  Popuh  Kingdom  of  Barnaby  Googe.     In  it  Hesiod  sets 
himself  to  describe  the  daily  life  of  a  Greek  husbandman, 
the  process  of  the  seasons,  the  cycle  of  agricultural  labours- 
It  is  not,  however,   in  reality  quite  such  an  and  poem  as 
this  description  suggests.     It  has  some  redeeming  pastoral 
touches,  and  it  has  some  agreeable  digressions  and  irrele- 
vancies  where  the  Muse  gets  from  time  to  time  a  chance. 
We  owe  to  Hesiod  fine  versions   of  the  myths  of  Pro- 
metheus and  of  Pandora,  and  the  famous  description  of  the 
five  great  Ages:   the  Golden,  the  Silvern,  the  Bronze,  the 
Heroic,  and  the  Iron.     Hesiod,  indeed,  seems  to  have  had 
a  taste  for  formaUsing  Greek  mythology  into  cosmogonic 
and  theogonic  systems.     His  second  work— if   it  is  bis, 
which  seems  doubtful— describes  the  growth  of  Earth  out 
of  Chaos,   and  gives  the  myth,  so  scandalous  to  the  later 
Greek  taste,  of  the  devouring  of  his  children  by  Cronos, 
and  of  the  final  triumph  over  him  by  Zeus.     This  work 
also,  known  as  the  Theogony,  contains  many  later  legends 
and  an  even  better  handling  of  Prometheus  than  that  in 
the  Works  and  Bays. 

Finer,    as  poetry,    than   anything   in    Hesiod    are   the 
Homeric   Hymns.      These   are    not,    according    to    Prof. 
Lawton,  hymns  in  the  proper  sense  of  the  word:   they 
did  not  form  part  of  any  liturgy,  but  were  rather  preludes 
written  for  the  solemn  recitations  of  the  Homeric  poems 
given  by  the  rhapsodists  in  the  halls  of  the  Achsean  kings, 
or,  perhaps  more  likely,  at  the  popular  festivals  of  later 
Greece.     Some  of  them  are  only  the  briefest  of  invocations) 
in  which  the  reciter  calls  on  the  deity  for  aid  in  his  task  ' 
others   are  long  and   elaborate,  and  into  them  is  woven 
a  narrative  containing  most  of  the  legendary  history  of  the 
god  or  goddess  addressed.      Two  of  these  hymns  are  to 
Apollo,  probably  recited  at  one  of  the  great  festivals  at 
Delos ;    and   one  to    Demeter,  which  may  reasonably  be 
connected  with  Eleusis.     Prof.  Lawton  analyses  at  great 
length;  and  the  chapters  which  deal  with  them  are  the 
most  interesting  in  the  book.     His  fourth  group  of  poems 
we  may  pass  over  briefly :  it  consists  of  the  philosophical 
poems  in  which  three  of  the  early  Greek  philosophers — 
Xenophanes     of     Colophon,    Parmenides    of    Elea,    and 
Empedocles  of   Acragas — expounded  their   systems.      An 
adequate  treatment  of  these  belongs  rather  to  the  history 
of  early   thought   than   to  that  cf  early  literature.      We 
hope  that  we  have  said  enough  to  send  our  readers  for 
themselves  to  Prof.  Lawton's  fresh  and  useful  volume. 


Mr.  Arthur  Symons  as  Translator. 

The  Dawn  ("  Les  Aubes  ").     By  Emile  Verhaeren.     Trans- 
lated by  Arthur  Symons.     (Duckworth.     3s.  6d.) 

The  first  of  this  new  issue  of  "Modern  Plays"  by  foreign 
authors,  which  is  being  edited  by  Messrs.  E.  Brimley 
Johnson  and  N.  Erichsen,  deserves  a  welcome  from  the 
world  of  letters,  for  it  introduces  a  series  which  has  long 
been  wanted,  and  which  is  bound  to  be  of  great  interest. 
It  is  not  a  little  unfortunate  that  Tlie  Dawn  should  have 


been  chosen  asthe  opening  volume.  It  is  not  a  play  of 
startling  merit ;  it  is  not  the  work  of  an  author  whose  name 
belongs  to  the  literature  of  all  Europe.  Translations  from 
Ibsen,  Maeterlinck,  Strindberg,  Sienkiewicz  are  promised 
by  <the  editors.  Surely  with  such  works  the  series  would 
have  opened  more  worthily,  more  auspiciously.  But  it  is 
more  unfortunate  still  that  The  Dawn  should  have  been 
issued  in  its  present  form.  If  ' '  Modem  Plays  "  are  to  be  in 
any  degree  successful  they  must  be  well  translated.  We 
confess  that  Mr.  Arthur  Symons's  name  on  the  title-page 
seemed  to  us  a  guarantee  of  good  work.  Mr.  Symons  is 
thoroughly  conversant  with  French  language  and  French 
literature.  He  is  an  authority  on  les  Jeunes ;  but  he  has 
produced  one  of  the  most  careless  translations  it  has  ever 
been  our  lot  to  encounter.  These  may  seem  strong  words  : 
after  glancing  at  the  examples  given  below  we  think  our 
readers  wiU  acquit  us  of  any  charge  of  exaggeration. 

"  Les  Aubes  "  is  not  a  great  play,  but  it  is  interesting, 
suggestive;  original  in  style  and  idea.  The  dawn  is  a 
dawn  of  peace  after  a  long  night  of  battle.  And  this 
dawn  is  the  triumph  of  a  man  of  vast  ideals,  of  colossal 
beUef  in  the  justice  of  the  people— Herenien.  Herenien 
reminds  us  of  Dr.  Stockman  in  Ibsen's  "  En  Folkefiende," 
but  he  is  of  more  heroic  mould.  War  is  to  him  a  "  funda- 
mental injustice,"  the  root  of  aU  the  evils  shadowed  in  the 
play—"  the  hate  of  the  country  for  the  city,  of  poverty  for 
gold,  of  distress  for  power."  His  mission  is  to  "  bring  to 
ground  the  ancient  pride  of  bloody  powers,"  and  at  the 
end  he  can  say  with  truth  : 

I  burst  the  bonds  that  held 
The  brotherhood  of  man 
In  prison  walls. 
His  dead  body  puts  the  seal  on  the  compact  of  peace, 
when  concord  and  goodwill  have  conquered  hate. 

A  discussion  of  the  socialistic  aspect,  of  the  political 
tendem  of  the  play—"  Les  Aubes  "  is  clearly  a  play  with 
a  purpose— would  be  out  of  place  in  these  columns.  Of 
the  literary  workmanship  there  is  little  to  be  said.  It 
seems  to  us  to  be  uniformly  good.  The  crowd  always 
lives,  and  the  mob  and  Herenien,  its  leader,  make  the  play. 
Her6nien  is  realised  to  the  utmost.  We  watch  the  inner- 
workings  of  a  giant  soul  and  we  understand  the  man  as 
his  creator  conceived  him.  He  is  a  triumph  of  difficult 
characterisation.  But  he  is  not  a  sympathetic  figure. 
You  may  admire,  you  cannot  feel  for,  a  man  who  says : 

I  have  made  the  world  again  in  my  own  image, 

I  have  lifted  up  the  people  and  their  fruitful  powers 

Out  of  the  night  of  instinct  to  the  vast 

And  clear  and  radiant  threshold  of  my  pride. 

There  is  something  inhuman  in  this  pride  of  his,  and 
the  story  of  his  sufierings,  of  his  triumphs,  of  his  death 
fails  to  move  you.  He  seems  too  strong  to  need  pity.  It 
is  in  this  superlative  strength  of  the  hero  that  lies  the 
weakness  of  the  play. 

We  must  now  turn  to  the  translation,  and  oSer  some 
justification  for  our  strictures  on  Mr.  Symons's  work.  In 
his  preface  the  translator  writes:  "I  have  translated 
M.  Verhaeren' s  verse  very  literally,  and  I  have  followed 
all  his  rhythms  with  great  exactitude."  The  following  are 
a  few  examples  of  the  literal  (waccuracy  of  the  version. 
Z'herbe  saine  is  not  "the  grass  bleeds,"  but  "the  healthy 
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grass"  ;  il  ne /aid pas  que  votu  tiriez  un  coup  <U  fuiiil  is  not 
"you  need  not  fire  a  single  shot,"  but  "you  muH  not 
fire,"  &c.,  which  is  not  the  same  thing  ;  il  n'eit  gucre  dHdie 
is  not  "there  is  not  an  idea,"  but  "there  is  scarcely  an 
idea  "  ;  vraimentje  vous  admire  is  translated  "  truly,  I  admire 
you,"  while  vous  ctes  admirable  is  rendered  "you  are 
wonderful  "  ;  echec  is  not  necessarily  "  failure  "  ;  j»  ne  suit 
ni  perdu  par  vous  is  not  "  I  am  neither  lost  to  you "  ; 
excitateurs  are  more  than  "emissaries";  "insulting  us" 
is  not  a  very  literal  translation  of  a  powerful  phrase — 
a  nous  mordre  d"  injures;  Vautoriti  is  not  "  the  authorities"- 
qui  vous  ditestent  is  clearly  "  who  detest  you,"  not,  as  Mr. 
Symons  translates,  "whom  you  detested";  nous  nous  deUstom 
is  "we  loathe  ourselves,"  not  "  we  loathe  him  "  ;  "  if  he 
were  to  irritate  me  "  is  an  astounding  "  literal  "  translation 
oi  s' il  m^imiiait  (" a  he  were  to  imitate  me");  la  foule  me 
//■()■/«  is  not  "  we  passed  the  crowd";  c'estdvous  quHl  fuut 
vous  en  prendre  me&na  "it  is  of  yourselves  that  you  must 
complain  "  ("  it  is  your  own  fault  "),  not  "  it  is  of  you  that 
loe  should  complain "  ;  ne  suivez-pas  cannot  possibly  be 
construed  into  "follow  me."  Once,  at  least,  Mr.  Symons 
does  translate  literally.  The  result  is  hardly  promising. 
Vest  le  peuple  qui  Vest  appears  as  "It  is  the  people 
that  is  " ! 


Lyra  Heroica. 

The  Island  Race.     By  Henry  Newbolt.     (Elkin  Mathews. 

58.  net.) 

2^e  Island  Race  is,  that  is  to  say,  the  twelve  numbers  of 
Admirals  All,  achieving  thus  a  fifteenth  edition,  and  about 
twice  as  many  pieces  which  have  not  hitherto  appeared  in 
book  form.  Mr.  Newbolt  seems  to  us  a  very  lucky  man. 
He  has  been  swept  into  popularity  on  the  tide  of  that 
dominant  patriotic  impulse  in  literature  which  owes 
its  developments  to  the  genius  of  Mr.  Kipling.  Had 
Mr.  Newbolt  sounded  some  other  note  we  fear  that 
he  might  have  had  to  wait  some  time  for  that 
fifteenth  edition.  For,  indeed,  apart  from  its  honest 
purpose,  we  cannot  convince  ourselves  that  much  of  what 
he  writes  has  quite  the  undeniable  ring  of  poetry.  It  is 
good  rhetoric ;  good,  wholesome  doggerel  for  the  camp  fire 
and  the  quarter-deck  ;  only  rarely,  in  hints  and  touches, 
anything  more.  The  imperialist  fervour  is  always  there,  but 
it  is  not  always  sublimed  into  poetic  inspiration  ;  and  we 
are  not  quite  sure  that  Mr.  Newbolt  and  his  admirers  have 
quite  grasped  the  difference  between  the  two  things.  In 
the  Admirals  All  section  of  the  present  book  we  think  that 
Mr.  Newbolt  has  reached  his  highest  level  with  "  Land- 
aburt  Alii,"  "Vital  Lampada,"  "lonicus,"  and  "The 
Fighting  Tomcraire."  The  added  poems  somewhat 
extend  the  writer's  range,  but  the  same  spirit  informs 
them  of  instinctive  optimism,  of  the  joy  of  life,  the  move- 
ment of  it,  and  the  conflict.  "  Moonset "  contains  a  good 
impression : 

"  We  turn  through  a  leafless  wood,  and  there  to  the  right, 
Like  a  sun  bewitched  in  alien  realms  of  light, 
Mellow  aud  yellow  and  rounded  hangs  the  moon." 

"The  Non-Combatant "  repeats  effectively  the  theme  of 
"lonicus,"  while  "  He  Fell  Among  Thieves"  recalls,  with 
many     differences,     Sir    Alfred    Lyall's    "Theology    in 


Extremis."      All    these   have    merit,   but  "  Imogen,"  of 
which  we  quote  the  first  two  stanzas,  attracts  us  more : 
Lidius,  where  were  your  bright  eyoii  f^lanoiug, 

Where  were  thi^y  glancing  yesternight  C 
Saw  ye  Imogen  dancing,  dancing, 
Imogen  dancing  all  in  white  P 
Laughed  she  not  with  a  pure  delight. 
Laughed  she  not  with  a  joy  lereno. 
Stepped  she  not  with  a  grace  entranciug. 
Slenderly  girt  in  silken  sheen  ? 

All  through  the  night  from  dusk  to  day  time, 

Under  her  feet  the  hours  were  swift, 
Under  her  feet  the  hours  of  play  time 

Rose  aud  fell  with  a  rhythmic  lift : 

Music  set  her  adrift,  adrift, 

Music  eddying  towards  the  day 
Swept  her  along  as  brooks  in  May  time 

Carry  the  freshly  falling  may. 

Mr.  Newbolt  is  certainly  happiest  when  he  catches  a 
lilting  tune.  "We  are  under  the  impression  that  he  has 
not  as  yet  quite  done  his  best  in  poetry.     Even  in  work 


IIK.\i:n     n  ]  wbolt. 
Ftom  »  Pholi^ruph  by  Ma%M  i  Fox 

of  no  sustained  inspiration  a  rhythm  here  and  there,  a 
burden,  hints  of  capacities  of  imagination  and  music 
barely  fulfilled.  We  find  some  of  his  lines  haunting 
the  memory  :  two  in  which  he  describes  the  orchards  that 
stand  in  a  Devon  cleeve, 

And  hardly  bear  the  red  fruit  up 
That  shall  be  next  year's  cider  cup  ; 

the  opening  of  the  last  stanza  of  "The  Fighting 
Temeraire  ": 

There's  a  far  bell  ringing 
At  the  setting  of  the  sun  ; 

and  that  of  "  Drake's  Drum,"  in  the  broad  West  Country 
speech : 

Drake  he's  in  his  hammock  an'  a  thousand  mile  away 
(Capten,  art  tha  sleepin'  there  below  ?). 

Unfortunately,  his  best  things  often  taU  off  at  the  end. 
And  he  really  must  learn  to  distinguish  what  is  poetry 
from  what  is  merely  politics. 
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MR.   A.   D.    BARTLETT, 


The  Friend  of  Lions. 


Wild  Animals  in  Captivity.    By  A.  D.  Bartlett.  Compiled  and 
Edited  by  Edward  Bartlett.    (Chapmaji  &  Hall.    78.  6d.) 

This  is  a  kind  of  rough,  commonplace  book  kept  by  the 
late  Superintendent  of  the  Zoological  Gardens,  and  put 
into  order  by  his  son.  A  fuller  and  less  staccato  record  of 
Mr.  Bartlett's  long  career  as  a  friend  and  ruler  of  animals 
would  have  been  welcome ;  but  in  the  very  incompleteness 
of  the  record  one  reads  the  strange  story  of  his  absorbing 


employments  in  the  Gardens.  Mr.  Bartlett,  who  died  about 
eighteen  months  ago  at  the  age  of  eighty-five,  was  intro- 
duced to  wild  animals  in  very  early  life.  When  a  boy  he 
had  free  access  to  the  menagerie  at  Exeter  'Change  in  the 
Strand — an  institution  forgotten,  or  unheard  of,  by  most 
Londoners  to-day.  Here  he  literally  played  with  young 
lions  and  elephants,  grew  up  with  them,  so  to  speak,  and 
laid  the  foundations  of  his  extraordinary  sympathy  with 
most  of  the  creatures  of  the  earth. 

As  Superintendent  of  the  Zoo,  Mr.  Bartlett  lived  a  life 
unique  and  striking  to  the  last  degree.  We  all  have  our 
adventures  and  surprises  ;  but  they  do  not  differ  greatly 
from  other  people's.  Mr.  Bartlett's  were  his  own.  While 
we  slept  a  handful  of  gravel  would  rattle  on  his  bedroom 
window.  "Hullo!"  "A  black  wolf  is  loose  in  the 
garden."  Imagine  Camden  Town  asleep  and  Mr.  Bartlett 
organising  the  chase  of  a  black  wolf  out  yonder.  One  day 
Mr.  Bartlett  saw  an  American  bear  strolling  about  the 
Gardens.  He  drove  him  back  into  his  pit  with  a  besom. 
Another  day  the  big  female  rhinoceros  fell  into  a  frozen 
pond  which  she  had  failed  to  distinguish  from  terra  firma. 
Mr.  Bartlett  mustered  his  thirty  keepers  and  dragged  her 
out,  and  then  the  keepers  scuttled.  The  removal  of  two 
young  rhinoceroses  to  snugger  winter  quarters  provided 
a  morning's  excitement.  In  tlie  illustration  which  we 
reproduce  Mr.  Bartlett  is  seen  tempting  the  animals 
forward,  while  a  posse  of  keepers  restrain  their  too  eager 
advance.  There  is  nothing  like  this  in  the  City  or  in 
Bloomsbury. 

Mr.  Bartlett  was  doctor  and  surgeon  to  his  Hock.  He 
was  also  their  dentist  at  a  pinch,  and  once  removed  a  big 
bone  which  had  stuck  in  the  teeth  of  a  lion  and  was 
causing  him  great  pain.  Lancing  Jumbo's  cheeks  was  no 
child's  play  ;  that  is  a  story  of  real  bravery  on  the  one  side 
and  touching  docility  on  the  other. 

Many  of  Mr.  Bartlett's  remarks  in  the  character  of  a 
naturalist  are  most  interesting.  He  disallows  the  idea 
that  the  lion  is  a  comparatively  safe  animal  to  deal  with 
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by  reason  of  its  nobility,  and  points  out  that  death  or 
mutilation  have  boen  the  fate  of  almost  every  "  lion- 
tamer."     In  onii  place  he  reasons  from  the  cat,  thus : 

I  have  found  the  temper  and  disposition  among  cats  to 
bo  most  variable — in  fact,  few  animals,  in  my  opinion, 
present  so  many  individual  differoncos  in  the  same  species. 
I  have  no  doubt  that  the  loss  of  many  of  the  lives  of 
huninn  beings  who  have  been  attacked  by  cats  is  attribu- 
table to  the  sudden  impulsiveness  to  which  all  cats  are 
liable ;  and  it  is,  I  consider,  at  all  times  dangerous  to 
trust  oven  the  tamest  of  lions  and  ligers. 

In  illustration  of  this  fact  no  better  examples  than  that 
of  t-lie  two  or  three  clouded  tigers  that  have  been  in  the 
Gardens  can  be  found.  The  largest  male,  which  lived  in 
the  small  mammal-houso  for  years,  was  the  tamest  and 
most  good-temperod  of  wild  beasts ;  on  the  other  hand, 
the  smaller  one  in  the  lion-house  was  about  the  most 
ill-tempered  savage  that  ever  came  into  the  Gardens, 
although  he  was  at  the  time  I  procured  him  a  very  young 
animal. 

We  indicated,  in  our  haste,  that  Mr.  Bartlett's  dangers 
were  peculiar  to  the  few  acres  in  Regent's  Park  covered 
by  the  Zoo.  This  was  not  always  the  case  ;  the  public 
sometimes  shared  them.  One  day  a  sailor  came  to  Mr. 
Bartlett,  carrj'ing  an  old  ragged  rice  bag,  which  he  said 
contained  "  a  fine  stinging  fellow."  The  tine  stinging 
fellow  was  a  live  and  fierce  cobra,  which  the  sailor 
had  found  among  some  timber  on  a  ship  at  Blackwall, 
and  had  brought  to  Mr.  Bartlett  "  by  train  from 
Blackwall  and  the  omnibus  from  Fenchurch-street !  "  Mr. 
Bartlett  was  master  of  his  calling,  a  true  naturalist  and 
the  friend  of  naturalists.  But  how  record  liis  thousand 
touching  relations  with  boasts  of  tho  field  and  fowl  of  the 
air  who  knew  his  voice  and  craned  their  necks  to  see  him 
in  the  distance ! 


A  Pkisoneb  of  Feance. 


ClIAKLBS   BOOTHBY. 


Charles  Boothby  was  a  captain  of  engineers  in  the 
Peninsular  War.  He  was  a  promising  officer,  but  being 
unfortunate  enough  to  lose  his  leg  at  Talavera,  was  com- 
pelled to  change  his  profession  and  to  end  his  days  as  a 
canon  of  tho  Anglican  Church.  The  present  book  is  put 
together  from  liis  papers,  and  contains  a  brightly  written 
and  interesting  narrative  of  his  troubles,  of  the  dangerous 
amputation  in  the  field,  of  the  unpleasantnesses  of  military 
prisons,  and  of  the  struggles  and  joumeyings  necessary  to 
obtain  an  exchange.  Though  a  prisoner  and  on  crutches. 
Captain  Boothby  shows  himself  a  good  fellow  and  a  keen 
observer.  The  cheerfulness  with  which  he  writes  tlirough- 
out  is  singularly  refreshing.  Moreover,  he  is  lucky  on  the 
whole,  and  has  many  reasons  to  be  grateful  for  courtesies 
received  from  "  tliat  sweet  enemy,  France."  And  the 
quaint  eighteenth  century  philosophy  gives  a  flavour  to 
the  book.  These  are  his  reflections  when  the  necessity  for 
amputation  of  his  leg  is  made  clear  to  him : 

The  idea  of  losing  a  leg  in  the  heyday  of  youth  could 
not  but  be  painful ;  but  it  was  the  less  thocking  as  I  had 
prepared  my  mind  for  a  more  awful  separation,  for  I  am 
far  from  iiuttiug  a  limb  in  competition  with  life ;  nor,  I 
conceive,  cau  auyoue  do  so  who  loves  and  is  beloved  in  the 
world. 


Fur  who,  to  dumb  furgetfuliiuiM  a  prey. 
This  pbaiiiig  anxious  being  e'er  rraigiitMl, 

Left  the  warm  )in.-ciuct«  of  the  cheerrid  day. 
Nor  cast  one  longing,  ling'iiug  look  behind  Y 

Tlie  conscienco  tiiat  finds  light  history  more  frrxt  from 
stings  than  ficti<jn  may  seek  its  comproiuise  in  Captain 
Boothbj's  artless  pages.     (Black.) 


In  the  Repudlic  of  Litteus. 


By  W.  M.  Dixox. 


Prof.  Dixon  corrects  with  doses  of  English  literature  the 
more  normal  studies  of  that  home  of  science,  the  Mason 
College  at  Birmingham.  He  is  also  known  by  a  very 
creditable  little  volume,  unfortunately  called  A  Primer 
of  Tennyson.  These  essays  deal  critically  with  later 
writers.  Prof.  Dixon  has  a  care  for  letters,  and  a  genuine 
intention  to  read,  think,  and  feel  for  himself,  and  not  to 
be  borne  away  on  the  wings  of  any  ephemeral  fashion. 
But  he  does  not  strike  us  as  quite  a  heaven-sent  critic. 
He  has  not  yet,  for  all  his  ambition,  attained  a  very  indi- 
vidual standpoint,  and  his  style  is  often  marred  by  a  fatal 
tendency  to  roll  his  own  honeyed  phrases  on  his  tongue. 
The  essay  on  Matthew  Amo'd  does  not  seem  to  add  very 
much  to  what  has  already  been  said,  and  though  there  is 
matter  in  the  two  essays  devoted  to  George  Meredith,  as 
novelist  and  as  poet,  the  treatment  does  not  strike  us  as 
particularly  vigorous,  comprehensive,  or  constructive.  And 
Prof.  Dixon  aims  one  very  serious  blow  at  our  respect  for 
his  authority.  After  combating,  with  our  full  sympathy, 
the  "  insolent  assertion  that  half  the  respectable  verse- 
writers  of  the  day  are  great  poets,"  he  proceeds  to  stultify 
himself  by  making  extravagant  claims  for  a  whole  family 
of  such,  the  Aubrey  de  Veres,  father  and  son.  After 
paying  careful  attention  to  the  samples  quoted  by  Prof. 
Dixon,  we  must  decline  to  admit  that  in  their  poetry 
"there  is,  indeed,  a  richer  mine  of  inspiring  tliought,  a 
subtler  vein  of  reflection,  a  wider  dramatic  range,  a  purer 
sensibility,  and  a  simpler,  more  forcible  diction  than  in 
the  work  of  perhaps  any  living  poet."  Such  large  claims 
bring  merited  ridicule  on  him  who  makes  them,  unmerited 
on  those  for  whom  they  are  made.     (Nutt.) 


Degeneracy.  By  Eugene  S.  Tai.bot. 

That  animals  (species  and  individuals)  ui&y  degenerate 
the  facts  of  parasitism  demonstrate.  Dr.  Talbot's  small 
volume.  Degeneracy:  its  Causes,  Signs  and  Results,  is 
devoted  to  the  description  of  bodily  and  mental  de- 
generacy in  man,  and  it  is  illustrated  by  117  figures, 
mainly  depicting  bodily  deformities.  The  bulk  ot  the 
work  will  have  little  interest  for  our  readers,  save  what  is 
said  about  the  inlieritance  ot  "  acquired  characters."  The 
facts  cited  (pp.  47,  48)  concerning  circumcision  are 
remarkable  and  important,  if  trustworthy.  Doubts  are 
suggested  by  the  author's  confident  assertion  concerning 
various  matters  with  respect  to  which  no  evidence  is 
offered.  One  such  is  his  assertion  that  there  is  a  direct 
connexion  between  a  tendency  to  bleeding  and  untruthftil- 
ness !  Some  of  his  ethical  and  social  declarations  are 
similarly  dogmatic,  as  when  he  classes  "prostitutes" 
simply  as  criminals.     (Walter  Scott.) 
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An  Amekican  Trauspoet.  By  John  Codmaw. 

Mr.  Codman  commanded  an  American  steam  vessel,  the 
William  Penn,  whicli  was  chartered  as  a  transport  in  the 
Crimean  War  by  the  French  Government.  He  was,  there- 
fore, a  spectator  of  many  of  the  incidents  of  the  struggle, 
and  he  has  published  his  memories  in  this  very  read- 
able little  book.  One  need  make  no  careful  search  through 
the  pages  to  alight  on  racy  anecdotes  and  vivid  descriptions. 
Among  other  things  the  author  tells  us  that  "  by  a  tacit 
understanding  the  dinner  hour  was  respected  during  the 
siege  [of  Sebastopol],  and  both  parties  were  allowed  to 
dine  quietly,  and  after  a  suitable  allowance  of  time  for 
pipes  and  cigars,  fighting  was  resumed.  It  was  therefore 
justly  considered  an  afEront  by  the  Eussians  when  this 
conventional  truce  was  broken  by  the  other  side,  and  the 
French  commenced  the  scaling  of  the  Malakofi  just  as 
they  were  sitting  down  at  their  noonday  meal."  An 
acceptable  record  of  our  last  great  campaign.  (Simpkin 
Marshall  &  Co.) 


The  House  of  Savoy. 


By  Alethea   Wiel. 


The  records  of  the  House  of  Savoy  are  sufficiently  full 
of  the  stuff  of  romance,  and  the  author  of  The  Story  of 
Venice  has  undertaken  to  write  its  picturesque  history.  She 
is  not  wholly  fortunate  in  her  task,  for  though  she  writes 
correctly  enough,  it  is  without  charm,  and  her  interest  is 
more  in  genealogical  details  than  in  the  drama  of  events. 
Humbert  of  the  White  Hands,  the  Empress  Bertha,  the 
Green  Count,  the  Eed  Count,  and  that  Duke  Amadeus  who 
was  both  hermit  and  Pope,  are  a  few  of  the  quaint  and 
fantastic  figures  which  throng  the  history.  An  interesting 
chapter  tells  of  the  relation  between  Savoy  and  England. 
Henry  III.  married  Eleanor  of  Provence,  and  the  Queen's 
relations  flocked  to  the  English  Court,  A  certain  Boniface 
of  Savoy  was  made  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  in  1245,  and, 
in  spite  of  an  extraordinary  turbulent  and  disreputable  life, 
was  beatified  in  1838  by  a  bull  of  Pope  Gregory  XVI. 
Several  chapters  deal  with  the  Savoyard  queens,  who  were, 
as  a  rule,  ladies  of  independent  character  and  unruly 
temper.  The  book,  the  full  title  of  which  is  The  Romance 
of  the  House  of  Savoy  (1003-1519),  is  a  pleasant  one,  hand- 
somely printed  and  excellently  illustrated,  but  we  must 
record  our  opinion  that  it  is  not  the  type  of  work  in 
which  Mrs.  Wiel's  talents  appear  to  the  best  advantage. 
(Putnam's.) 


North  Wales. 


By  a.  G.  Bradley. 


This  book  is  uniform  in  appearance  and  plan  with  Mr. 
Arthur  H.  Norway's  Highways  and  Byways  of  Devon  and 
Cornwall,  and,  like  that  volume,  it  is  illustrated  by  Mr. 
PenneU  and  Mr.  Hugh  Thomson.  Mr.  Bradley  takes  us 
into  North  Wales  by  way  of  Shrewsbury  (pronounced 
Shroosbury  by  everyone  save  the  natives,  who  say  "  Shrews- 
bury "),  and  he  makes  the  reader  want  to  see  "  Shrews- 
bury," which  he  contrasts  favourably  with  Chester. 
Undoubtedly  Chester  is  tainted  with  smoke  and  commerce, 
and  is  too  dependent  on  its  show  streets,  whereas  "  Shrews- 
bury "  makes  little  2>rofession,  and  is  "a  sweet-aired, 
genuine,  dignified,  and  proud  old  market-town— the  resort 


of  squires,  parsons,  and  farmers,  and  mainly  inhabited 
by  those  who  minister  to  their  wants."  From  Shrewsbury 
we  pass  on  to  Llangollen  by  way  of  Chirk,  and  he  must 
be  a  duU  reader  whose  heart  does  not  warm  as  he  enters 
the  halls  and  invades  the  pleasaunces  of  the  Trevors, 
the'Myddeltons,  and  the  Wynns — families  which  "make 
a  modern  peerage  seem  of  poor  account."  Apropos  of 
Chirk,  Mr.  Bradley  might  have  quoted  Hazlitt's  fine 
rhapsody  on  the  Dee  in  his  essay,  "  On  Going  a  Journey  " — 
especially  as  literary  allusions  are  rather  scarce  in  his  pages. 
The  book  is  rich  in  family  lore.  One  might  dwell  on  that 
wonderful  lady,  Catherine  of  Beraine,  who  married  four 
husbands,  all  of  the  best  Welsh  blood,  and  is  known  to 
this  day  as  "  The  Mother  of  Wales."  She  took  her  hus- 
bands lightly,  but  held  t')  them  loyally  ;  and  she  has  left 
to  innumerable  descendants  the  traditions  not  only  of  a 
much  married  life,  but  of  a  cultivated  mind.  One  of  her 
descendants  was  Mrs.  Thrale,  and  it  cannot  be  doubted 
that  Johnson  heard  many  a  tale  of  the  great  lady  when 
he  accompanied  her  descendant  to  the  Yale  of  Clwyd.  Mr. 
Bradley  takes  us  step  by  step  through  the  great  Marches 
to  Beaumaris  and  Barmouth,  and  the  voices  of  Welsh 
bards  and  kings  wail  through  his  pages,  which  are  also 
brightened  by  many  a  modern  hint  and  anecdote.  This 
book — Highways  and  Byways  in  North  Wales — may  be 
regarded  as  a  standard  work  for  all  visitors  to  North 
Wales.     (Macmillan.     Os.) 


Postscript. 

A  spohTiNG  book  that  should  find  an  honoured  place  on 
the  shelves  of  country  gentlemen  is  the  Hunting  Reminis- 
cences of  Frank  GiUard  (Arnold),  by  Mr.  Cuthbert  Bradley, 
a  well-known  draughtsman  of  the  chase,  and  the  son  of 
the  honoured  author  of  Verdant  Green.  Frank  GiUard 
became  huntsman  of  the  Bel  voir  in  1870,  and  held  the 
post  until  1896.  Hence  he  has  much  to  tell,  and,  with  the 
assistance  of  Mr.  Bradley,  it  is  told  well.  Mr.  Gillard  is 
modest  about  his  literary  powers ;  but  the  preface  is  from 
his  own  pen,  and  we  are  tempted  to  quote  the  concluding 
passage  as  a  piece  of  simple  and  sincere  English:  "The 
memory  of  my  hounds  is  very  dear  to  me  "  (so  writes  the  old 
man) ;  '■  their  individuality  has  left  a  lasting  impression  on 
my  mind,  like  those  of  human  friends,  which  only  death 
can  cancel.  It  was  beautiful  to  have  to  hunt  with  such 
hounds!"  That  has  the  right  ring.  The  book  may  to 
some  be  monotonous,  but  not  to  the  true  lover  of  sport. 
Here  is  a  good  story  of  the  late  Lord  Grey  de  Wilton  and 
one  of  his  falls:  "By  the  time  Frank  got  the  right  side 
[of  the  fence]  he  saw  a  riderless  horse,  and  Lord  Wilton 
down.  ...  At  once  he  noticed  that  his  boots  were  twisted 
each  the  wrong  way,  indicating  a  broken  leg,  though  Lord 
Wilton  was  unconscious  of  the  fact,  and  making  vain 
efforts  to  scramble  to  his  feet.  '  Lie  still,  my  lord ;  your 
leg  is  broken,'  shouted  Gillard.  'Never  mind  me;  go  on 
with  your  hounds ! '  was  the  reply." 

The  first  volume  in  the  Artists'  Library,  which  Mr. 
Laurence  Binyon  is  editing  for  the  Unicorn  Press,  is 
entitled  Hokusai,  and  is  the  work  of  Mr.  Ciiarles  J. 
Holmes.     To    the   many  people  who    are   still  unable  to 
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associate  Japanese  designs  with  real  corporeal  authors  at  all 
— who  deem  theiu  spontanootisly  evolved,  witliout  date  or 
relation  to  active  life— Mr.  Holmes's  pages  will  be  doubly 
interesting.  Ilokusai,  the  greatest  of  Japanese  artists,  was 
born  in  1760.  Ho  died,  after  a  life  of  extraordinary  pro- 
ductiveness, on  May  10,  1849.  On  liis  death-bed  he  mur- 
mured :  "  If  heaven  would  only  grant  me  ten  more  years !" 
Then,  when  he  realised  that  the  end  had  come  :  "If  heaven 
had  only  grunted  me  live  more  years,  I  could  have  become  a 
real  painter !  "  On  his  grave  are  these  words :  "  Tomb  of 
Gwakio  Eojin  Manji"  (the  old  man  mad  about  drawing). 
Mr.  Holmes's  eulogy  of  Hokusai  is  good  reading.  A 
number  of  reproductions  of  the  artist's  best  works  figure 
at  the  end  of  the  volume. 

To  the  series  of  Messrs.  Seeley's  Portfolio  monographs  has 
been  added  a  volume  on  George  Morland.  This  contains  a 
very  illuminating  account  of  the  artist  by  Mr.  J.  T.  Nettle- 
ship.  Morland's  general  looseness  and  downright  lack  of 
conscience  are  in  no  way  palliated  by  Mr.  Nettleship,  who, 
after  cataloguing  his  vices  and  low  pursuits,  exclaims : 
"  He  was  in  art  almost,  if  not  quite,  unconsciously  to  him- 
self, a  creator,  a  pioneer,  the  beginner  of  a  style ;  a  hard 
worker  at  painting  as  well  as  at  playing  the  goat."  The 
monograph  contains  admirable  reproductions  of  most  of 
Morland's  best  pictures. 

The  curious  will  find  Miss  Eva  Blantyre  Simpson's 
book,  Rolert  Louis  Stevenson's  Edinburgh  Bays  (Hodder  & 
Stoughton),  a  mine  of  small  talk  concerning  the  author 
named  in  the  title.  Miss  Simpson  is  the  sister  of  the  late 
Sir  Walter  Grindlay  Simpson,  Stevenson's  companion  in 
An  Inland  Voyage  ;  and  though  she  can  have  seen  little 
enough  of  her  hero  in  his  later  days,  she  remembers 
him  in  his  early  life,  and  has  had  access  to  the  memories 
of  many  of  his  friends.  Hence  the  book  does  more  for 
the  reader  than  its  name  promises.  Miss  Simpson,  we 
tiiiak,  has  spun  out  her  story  too  thinly.  To  quote  Mr. 
Justin  McCarthy's  estimate  of  Stevenson  was,  for  example, 
very  unnecessary.  So  far  as  Miss  Simpson's  recollections 
go,  her  work  is  to  the  point;  but  where  she  endeavours 
to  perform  the  duties  of  Stevenson's  biographer  it  is 
superfluous. 

It  is  a  sign  of  the  times,  we  suppose,  that  the  Journal  of 
Thomas  Moore  sliould  not  be  reprinted,  but  that  the  best 
anecdotes  therein  should.  This  is  a  scrappy  age  and  we 
want  scrappy  books.  Hence  Thomas  Moore  Anecdoiei 
(Jarrold),  being  the  first  volume  of  the  "  Eaconteur  Series." 
The  selection  has  been  made  by  Mr.  Wilmot  Harrison, 
and  Dr.  Garnott  contributes  a  preface  embodying  a  just 
appreciation  of  ^Moore's  abilities.  We  open  the  volume  at 
random  and  find  this:  "  I  was  mentioning  that  some  one 
had  said  of  Sharpe's  very  dark  complexion  that  he  looked 
as  if  the  dye  of  his  old  trade  (hat  making)  had  got 
engrained  into  his  face.  'Yes,' said  LuttreU,  'darkness 
that  may  be  felt.'"  Again:  "Miss  Edgeworth,  with  all 
her  cleverness,  was  anything  but  agreeable.  The  moment 
one  begins  to  speak,  off  she  sti;rts  too,  seldom  more  than 
a  sentence  behind  them,  and  in  general  contrives  to  distance 
every  speaker." 

Tlie  copious,  but  necessarily  incomplete,  study  of  madness 
wliiih,  under  the  title  of  3Iad  Humanity  (Pearson),   Dr. 


Forbes  Winslow  has  written  for  a  popular  audience  is  one 
of  the  most  terrible  books  that  has  over  come  into  uur 
bands,  and  wo  lay  it  aside  with  grave  doubt  as  to  whether 
such  works  should  be  prepared  in  this  form  at  all.  That 
scientific  memoirs  on  insanity  are  necessary  is  beyond  all 
question ;  but  such  a  volume  as  this,  where  one  important 
feature  of  madness  has  compulsorily  to  bo  glossed  over  or 
avoided,  and  which  is  therefore  maimed  and  weakened, 
seems  to  us  worse  than  unnecessary.  We  can  imagine  no 
good  result  attending  upon  the  perusal  of  Dr.  Forbos 
Winslow's  pages;  but  we  can  imagine  healthy  persons 
receiving  very  sensible  harm  from  the  contemplation  of 
the  awful  physiognomies  that  are  herein  photographed. 

An  illustrated  book  on  a  new  plan — or  rather  an  old 
plan  revived — comes  from  Mr.  David  Douglas.  The  title 
is  Summer  Sailings,  and  the  author,  Mr.  Archibald  Young, 
who  styles  himself  "  an  old  yachtsman,"  and  tells  the 
story  of  various  cruises  he  has  made  round  about  Scotland 
and  Norway.  The  letterpress  is  mere  journal,  such  as 
many  holiday-makers  make ;  but  the  illustrations,  repro- 
duced from  drawings  made  by  the  author,  are  each  one 
coloured  by  hand  from  the  original  sketches.  The  result, 
at  a  distance,  is  very  pretty ;  but  close  inspection  is  not 
invited. 

The  other  day  a  new  edition  of  Thackeray's  Rote  and  the 
Ring  was  published  to  hit  the  current  Christmas  taste,  and 
now  Messrs.  Chapman  &  Hall  are  reissuing  in  pocket 
volumes  the  Christmas  stories  from  Homehold  Word*  and 
All  the  Year  Round.  Five  little  volumes  lie  before  us, 
containing  The  Seven  Poor  Travellers,  The  Wreck  of  the 
Golden  Mary,  Somebody's  Luggage,  Mugby  Junction,  and  No 
'Thoroughfare.  Others  are  to  follow.  The  books  are  handy 
and  pretty,  but  why  no  indication  (save  in  the  case  of 
Mugby  Junction)  is  given  as  to  the  exact  authorship  of  the 
stories,  we  cannot  conceive.  The  names  of  the  various 
writers  who  helped  to  make  up  these  composite  wholes  are 
easy  to  ascertain — they  are  all  carefully  given  in  the  large 
green  volume  containing  the  complete  set — and  it  seems 
absurd  that  Dickens's  own  publishers,  and  the  holders  of 
the  copyright,  should  have  omitted  such  an  interesting 
piece  of  information.  Mugby  Junction  is,  however,  rightly 
apportioned. 

Three  new  illustrated  children's  books  of  normal  size> 
as  distinguished  from  the  huge  oblong  quartos  and  other 
exotic  shapes  prevalent  at  Christmas,  reach  us.  One  is 
Adventures  in  TFallypug  Land  (Methuen),  by  C.  E.  Farrow. 
Mr.  Farrow  is  an  old  friend  of  the  nursery,  and  he  herein 
adds  new  chapters  to  the  historj-  of  the  Wallypug,  whom 
he  created  two  or  three  years  ago.  The  illustrations,  by 
Mr.  Alan  Wright,  are  amusing.  Personally  we  are  not 
greatly  interested  in  the  Wallypug's  doings,  but  we  know 
that  many  children  are,  and  that  is  all  that  is  necessary. 
Prince  Uno  (Pearson)  is  a  fairy  story  which,  when  first 
told,  had  the  effect  of  so  beguiling  a  little  sick  boy  that  he 
passed  the  crisis  of  his  illness  safely.  The  anonymous 
author  has  invention  and  fancy.  Some  of  the  drawings, 
by  W.  B.  Stevens,  are  very  pretty.  The  Reign  of  the 
Princess  Naska  (Blackie),  by  Amelia  H.  Stirling,  is  a 
bright  and  whimsical  story  of  a  mysterious  realm  and  its 
little  sovereign.  It  has,  however,  a  sad  ending.  The 
pictures,  by  Paul  Hardy,  are  occasionally  very  charming. 
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Windi/haugh.     By   Graliam   Travers   (Margaret   G.  Todd, 
M.D.).     (Blackwood.    6s.) 

On  the  first  page  of  this  book  the  heroine  is  a  morbid  little 
girl  of  seven,  whose  first  recorded  words  are  :  "  For  you 
see,  Mr.  Darsie,  I'm  not  even — not — one  of  the  elect." 
In  the  last  one  she  is  a  wise  and  tranquil  matron  who  has 
mastered  "the  little  art  of  living."  The  scheme  of  the 
novel  is  to  show  a  kind  of  Pilgrim's  Progress  from  one 
point  to  the  other  in  a  late  nineteenth  century  environment. 
It  ia  an  idea  that  has  been  full  of  attraction  to  certain 
female  minds  ever  since  the  Mill  on  the  Floss  was  written, 
and  there  is  abundant  evidence  that  Graham  Travers  has 
read  her  Sarah  Grand  and  Mrs.  Humphry  Ward,  and  has 
studied  her  George  Eliot. 

Before  giving  the  book  the  praise  it  undoubtedly 
deserves,  we  must  point  out  a  few  of  its  teclinical  and 
artistic  demerits.  Firstly,  then,  it  would  have  been  more 
powerful  to  work  out  the  theme  in  one  atmosphere  instead 
of  dragging  in  bj'  the  hair  of  the  head  art,  drama,  litera- 
ture, adultery,  gambling,  science,  and  half-a-dozen  other 
interests  of  the  generation.  Secondly,  these  are  not 
welded.  The  chapters  are  brief  and  jerky,  and  the  reader 
is  taken  from  one  place  to  another  in  a  manner  that 
is  bewildering.  Thirdly,  it  is  an  error  of  judgment  to 
follow  with  such  minute  analysis  the  mental  history  of  a 
child  of  seven.  More  pictures,  more  of  the  charoiing  say- 
ings and  doings  of  childhood,  would  have  been  welcome, 
but — away  with  its  psychology !  all  the  grandmothers  in 
creation  would  not  produce  the  morbid,  unhealthy  brooding 
attributed  to  one  who  develops  into  a  charming  woman. 

With  these  reservations,  we  can  say  that  this  is  a  fine 
and  masterly  study  of  the  growth  of  mind  and  character 
in  a  woman  of  to-day.  It  represents  a  severe  struggle. 
The  teachings  of  a  narrow-minded  and  strict  Presbyterian 
grandmother  had  cast  the  girl  into  spiritual  bonds,  each  of 
which  is  broken  with  a  wrench  that  is  almost  destructive  to 
life.  Most  of  her  struggles  are  religious,  but  the  reader  will 
be  grateful  to  Graham  Travers  for  illustrating  them,  not 
by  pages  of  dissertation,  but  by  action  and  incident,  skil- 
fully and  dramatically  invented,  and  in  which  a  crowd  of 
well-drawn  actors  participate.  Wilhelmina's  gambling, 
scapegrace  father — never  quite  unlovable,  bad  as  his  foibles 
are — is  as  good  a  character  as  there  is  in  the  book.  The 
author  seems  to  have  pre-ordained  that  the  grey  mare 
should  be  the  better  horse,  and  so  the  husband,  from  whom 
she  separated  almost  at  the  church  door  and  became  finally 
reconciled  to,  is  quite  the  inferior  animal.  This  being  so, 
is  it  a  mere  slip  or  a  sly  bit  of  sarcasm  by  which  he  writes 
a  most  successful  Problem  Play  ?  She  excuses  the  marriage 
on  the  clever  plea  that  "  Nature  has  an  extraordinary  love  of 
bringing  things  back  to  the  average,"  and  this  is  but  one  of 
many  epigrams  that  stud  the  pages.  As  an  example  of  the 
manner  in  which  religious  questions  were  brought  before 
the  pious  young  woman,  who  never  had  been  troubled  by  a 
doubt,  we  quote  the  following  : 

"  Now  I  think  of  it,  Kigby  was  talking  about  Brentwood 
in  London  the  other  day,"  continued  Hugh.  '  I  think  he 
said   Mrs.    Brentwood    was    dead,    and    Brentwood    had 


chucked  the  Church  and  gone  in  for  htera'uie— Honest 
doubt  business." 

Mr.  Galbraith's  lip  curled.  "Quite  the  regulation 
proceeding,"  he  faid.  "  This  little  pose  of  atheism  on  the 
part  of  our  yoting  men  is  becoming  a  trifle  hackneyed." 

Eonald  yawned.  "I  can't  think  what  anybody  wants 
to  be  an  atheist  for,  now  that  Canon  Somebody  says  ihere 
is  no  hell.  I  have  often  wondered  whether  Heaven  couldn't 
be  improvfd  upon ;  but,  upon  my  soul,  it  never  occurred  to 
me  to  tinker  at  the  other  place." 

Wilhelmiua  looked  apj  ailed. 

"  Don't  li-teu  to  him,  little  one,"  said  her  father ;  "  it  is 
only  his  nonsense." 

"Oh,  is  it,  just  ?  "  cried  shrewd,  obtuse  Hugh.  Then  he 
till  ned  to  his  cousin  :  "Are  you  particularly  gone  on  the 
doctrine  of  eternal  punishment  ?  "  he  asked. 

Wilhelmina  drew  herself  up.  "I  don't  think  I  under- 
stand you,"  she  said  with  dignify. 

But  she  does  come  to  understand  in  time,  through  love 
and  suffering  and  poverty  and  many  a  bitter  trial.  In  a 
word,  this  is  a  kind  of  Sartor  Resartus  translated  into 
feminine  and  everj-day  terms,  with  a  woman  instead  of  a 
man  as  the  central  character ;  with  the  trials,  circum- 
stances, and  thoughts  of  the  late  nineteenth  centurv  given 
in  place  of  the  abstract  and  transcendental  scenery  of 
Carlyle.  The  result  is  a  very  interesting  and  attractive 
novel,  which  would  have  reached  a  high  standard  indeed 
if  Graham  Travers  had  pruned  off  such  of  her  crowd  of 
characters  as  are  plainly  superfluous,  and  therefore  con- 
fusing, and  had  used  her  invention  to  bring  the  action 
within  a  given  area,  so  as  to  secure  for  the  work  the 
invaluable  qualities  of  compactness  and  unity  of  design. 


The  Mess  Deck.    By  W.  F.  Shannon.     (Lawrence  &  BuUen- 
38.  6d.) 

This  is  a  pleasant  bundle  of  stories,  which  set  before  the 
reader  the  life  of  the  common  sailor  in  the  Eoyal  Navy 
from  his  own  point  of  view.  The  author  prefers  to  stand 
aside  and  let  Chatty  Mather,  A.B.,  spin  the  yarn  as  much 
in  dialogue  and  with  as  little  explanatory  matter 
possible.  Mr.  Shannon  is  clearly  fond  of  irony,  but  that 
is  as  it  should  be  in  anyone  who  writes  of  the  Service. 
He  shows  us,  for  instance,  Sharky  (a  "  matlow  "  with 
"  tradin'  instinks  ")  and  the  above-mentioned  Chatty  vieing 
with  each  other  in  mutual  honourable  courtesy  after 
sharing  the  proceeds  of  a  stolen  "  jool."  In  another  story 
the  provocative  influence  of  "  bare  navy  "  diet  drives  Jimmy 
Twelves  to  swim  over  (with  a  line)  to  a  wrecked  German 
vessel  in  search  of  sausages — a  service  for  which  he  obtains 
the  Order  of  the  Double-Headed  Eagle.  Two  of  the 
stories — capital  ones  in  their  way — comfort  the  unpunctual 
by  showing  how  breaking  leave  may,  under  lucky  stars, 
be  a  way  to  glory.  The  reputed  marriage  of  the  sailor  to 
his  ship  allows  more  room  for  human  love-making  thaai 
might  appear  at  first  thought.  The  rescue  of  a  lady- 
explorer  entails  the  cai)ture  of  one  of  Mr.  Shannon's  "  loo- 
tenants."  The  last  story — where  the  carjienter  is  told  ofE 
from  his  proper  work  to  make  a  sideboard  for  the  captain 
— is,  in  our  opinion,  the  most  suggestive  bit  of  writing  ii 
the  book. 
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The  following  passage  from  "The  Cap'n's  Cox'n"  is 
suitable  for  quotation : 

"  What's  this  ?  "  says  the  Cap'n.     "  Broke  your  leave  by 
over  forty-oight  hours  ?     How's  that !' " 

"Missed  me  train,  sir,"  says  Sam. 

"  What  hole  of  a  place  was  you  in  then,  where  they  on'y 
runs  one  train  in  two  days  ?  " 

"  Loudon,  sir." 

"  Mastor-al-arms,  how  many  trains  frotaa  London  in  a 
day  y  "  8ai<i  the  Captaiu,  turuiu'  to  the  johndy  [gendarme]. 

The  johndy  looks  'em  up.     "  Nearly  forty,  sir." 

"  Did  you  miss  all  the  eighty,  my  man  ?  " 

"  On'y  jist,  sir." 
A  passage  like  this  shows  that  Mr.  Shannon,  to  raise  a 
laugh,  need  not  rely  on  the  rather  irritating  expedient  of 
making  his  sailors  confuse  words  which   are   similar   in 
sound  but  different  in  meaning. 


T/ic    Forest    of   Bourg- Marie.      By   8.   Frances  Harrison 
(Seranus).     (Arnold.)     6s. 

Mus.  Hauriso.y  has  at  least  written  an  unconventional 
novel.  It  has  no  heroine  or  love-interest ;  and  the  hero, 
if  there  is  one,  is  Mikel  Caron,  forest  ranger  for  the 
county  of  Yamachiche,  and  lineal  descendant  of  Messire 
Jules  -  Gaspard  -  Noiil  -  Ovide  Dalaunay  -  Colombiere 
Caron,  who  at  one  time  held  the  Seigniory  of  Bourg- 
Marie.  He  has  a  grandson  named  Magloire,  who  has 
soiled  his  nobilit}'  in  various  "shady"  ways  and  been 
promptly  disowned  by  his  grandfather,  and  the  tale  resolves 
itself  into  his  struggle  for  reinstatement.  It  is  probable 
that  the  book  will  be  less  read  for  the  story — which,  in 
sooth,  lacks  skill  in  its  construction— than  for  its  fine 
presentation  of  the  forest  and  the  French  -  Canadian 
"  habitants."  The  shadow  and  gloom  of  the  great  wood 
are  felt  from  the  first  page  to  the  last,  and  few  conceptions 
could  be  more  romantic  tlian  that  of  the  ruined  manoir  in 
its  midst.  Hero  Mikel  kept  his  treasure — relics  in  massive 
plate  and  delicate  china — left  by  the  many-named  ancestor 
alluded  to. 

In  this  lonely  region,  in  this  remote  ruin,  in  this  strange 
fur-drapod  salon,  without  light,  without  air,  without  fire, 
a  diijner-table  was  laid.  An  antique  vessel  of  gold,  silver, 
and  glass  occupied  the  middle,  being  flanked  by  four  tall 
and  branching  candelabra  of  bronze.  Various  small 
dishes  of  foreign  glass-  some  cracked,  others  without 
handles,  but  all  of  great  value  and  interest — were  set  at 
proper  intervals  around,  while  the  plate  was  solid  silver, 
antique  and  haiidsome  in  design. 

Nobody  but   Mikel   knew  what  the  ruined  manoir  con- 
tained ;  but  how  his  secret  was  found  out,  and  the  \m- 
scrupulous,    impecunious     grandson     tried     to     steal     a 
diamond   ring,    is  the   story.      In    the   French-Canadian 
r  villagers  Mrs.  Harrison  has  hit  upon  ground  which,  if  not 
lexactly  new  to  English  readers,  is,  at  any  rate,  presented 
Dy  her  in  a  light  that  has  all  the  charm  of  novelty. 


Soon 


We  turn  through  a  leafless  wood,  and  there  to  the  right. 
Like  a  sun  bewitched  in  alien  realms  of  night. 
Mellow  and  yellow  and  rounded  hangs  the  moon. 

From  Henry  NewboH'e  "  The  Island  Pace," 


"Robin  Hood"  Re-Told. 

Tht  Rontaniic  Iliitory  of  Robin  Iloud.  By  Barry  Pain. 
(Harper  &  Brothers.)  68. 
Mr.  Fain  has  told  the  story  of  Hohin  Hood  in  plain, 
limpid  prose,  without  undue  archaicism.  Thus,  he  writes  : 
"  With  the  absence  of  the  supposed  Eobin  Hood  from  the 
Green,  the  Sheriff  felt  much  like  an  actor  who  plays  to  an 
empty  house."  But  he  is  usually  more  careful  to  keep 
modern  allusions  out  of  dialogues.  We  cannot  do  bett«r 
than  quote  Mr.  Pain's  rendering  of  the  scene  in  Sherwood 
Forest  between  Mary,  the  daugliter  of  the  Sheriff  of 
Nottingham,  and  Robin  Hood.  Stung  by  the  supineness 
of  her  father's  troops  and  retainers  in  their  duty  of  arresting 
the  outlaw,  Mary  rides  into  the  forest  at  midnight  to 
obtain,  if  maybe,  one  of  the  golden  eagle  feathers  in 
Robin's  cap — therewith  to  shame  the  cowards  : 

*'  H«ply,  you  wonder  who  it  is  that  r.des  alone  by 
night  in  Sherwood  Forest,  who  frars  you  not,  who  mocks 
you  to  your  face."     Once  moie  she  broke  into  laughter 

"  Your  name  is  Mary,  and  you  are  the  daughter  of  the 
8herifi"of  Nottingham." 

Mury  WMS  startled.  Thi>  alto  had  not  bccu  in  the  scene 
as  she  had  arranged  it  in  her  mind  befon  hand. 

"  How  do  you  know  it  ?  "  was  all  she  could  find  to  say. 

"  Your  father  once  did  me  the  honour  to  breakfast  with 

me.     Your  horse  is  worth  two  of  his  old  pad,  but  both 

carry  bridles  of  the  ;ame  pattern,  and  that  no  common  one." 

"  Your  eyes  are  sharp,  Robin  Hood.     If  your  wits  be  as 

sharp  you  shall  now  tell  me  why  I  have  come." 

"  I  know  where  the  wolves  hunted  last  night,  and  where 
th«-y  will  hunt  to-night;  I  know  by  the  slot  whether  the 
deer  that  passed  was  brocket  or  spayad.  I  know  the  song 
of  every  bird  in  the  forest,  and  the  leaf  of  every  tree ;  the 
herb  that  brings  sleep  and  its  sister  herb  that  brings  death. 
I  know  to-moirow's  weather  and  the  order  of  the  stars  in 
the  sky.  I  know  that  the  fat  Abbot  lies  to-night  at  your 
father's  house,  and  that  at  noon  I  thall  ease  him  of  bis 
purse.  For  all  these  things  are  simple,  but  the  heait  of  a 
fine  lady — that  I  shall  never  know." 

'*  It  may  bo  I  wished  to  see  Robin  Hood  and  to  speak  to 
him  face  to  face,  that  when  I  grew  old  I  might  have  a  tale 
to  tell  my  grandchildren." 

"Verily  you  look  far  into  the  future.  And  how  shall 
that  story  run  ?  " 

"  That  I,  of  sheer  waywardness,  rode  out  one  night  into 
the  forest,  and  saw  the  white  horse  gallop  off  when  your 
horn  sounded  the  rechase  ;  and  followed,  and  so  came  into 
your  presence." 
"And  further?" 

"  Then  Mary,  daughter  of  the  Sheriff  of  Kottiugham, 
looked  upon  Robin  Hood,  and  as  she  looked  upon  him  she 
loved  him." 

That  is  only  one  of  many  pretty  scenes  and  stirring 
scenes  in  Mr.  Pain's  version  of  the  legend.  We  wish  we 
could  (juote  Little  John's  rescue  of  Robin  Hood  when  that 
hero  stood,  lashed  to  a  tree,  with  his  captors  round  him. 
And  Maid  Marian,  and  Allan-a-Dale,  and  Scarlett,  and  the 
generous  king  are  all  here.  How  much  of  life  there  is  in 
the  outlaw's  story  !  Even  Robin  is  often  beaten  by  a  foe  ; 
he  has  moods ;  he  g^ows  old ;  he  loses  heart ;  he  foresees 
the  end ;  and,  after  all  the  good  and  evil,  he  desires  sleep. 
Mr.  Pain's  book  is  a  spirited  revival  of  a  story  which 
lives  in  every  English  heart.  The  illustrations,  by  Mr. 
Forestier,  are  excellent. 
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Notes  on  Novels. 

[^Theae  notes  on  the  week's  output  of  fiction  are  not  necessarily 
final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  loill  follow.'] 


Afterwards.  By  Ian  Maclaren. 

Fourteen  tales,  mostly  Scotch,  by  this  popular  writer  We 
have  read  the  first.  It  is  the  moving  story  of  a  dead  wife 
and  of  a  husband  who  is  made  to  realise  poignantly  how  he 
had  undervalued  her.  "  Trevor  could  read  no  more,  for  it 
had  dawned  at  last  upon  him  that  Christ  had  lived  with  him 
for  more  than  ten  years,  and  his  eyes  had  been  holden." 
(Hodder  &  Stoughton.  6s.) 
MooNFLEET.  By  J.  Meade  Falkner. 

Mr.  Falkner  is  the  author  of  The  Lost  Stradivarius.  Here 
he  is  on  new  ground,  telling  in  the  person  of  John  Tren- 
chard,  an  exciting  story  of  last  century  smuggling,  and  the 
peril  of  the  sea  and  sea-going  rogues.  One  of  the  latter  is 
Elzevir,  "  a  prince  of  the  Coutrabandiers,  and  held  for  captain 
by  all  landers  between  Start  and  Solent."  A  rattling  smug- 
gling song  serves  for  preface.     (Edward  Arnold.     6s.) 

The  Bomance  of  a  Eitualist.  By  Vincent  Brown. 

A  new  story  by  the  author  of  My  Brother.  The  hero, 
Edward  Asgar— the  Ritualist— is  a  gloomy  man  of  tempestuous 
nature  and  no  balance.  He  joins  a  Brotherhood,  and,  leaving 
it  for  the  love  of  a  maiden,  hides  in  a  mysterious  towtr  in  the 
midst  of  a  wood.  The  book  is  practically  a  story  of  his  mad- 
ness. But  there  are  some  kindly  and  sane  people  in  it  too. 
(Lane.     6s.) 

The  Optimist.  By  Herbert  Morrah. 

The  optimist — pronounced  incurable — is  the  lector.  He  will 
not  believe  the  worst  of  young  Grantley,  who  is  suspected  of 
forgery.  Nor,  for  that  matter,  will  the  Carlington  station- 
master,  who  is  on  the  platform  to  see  young  Grantley  arrive 
from  Paris:  for  him  "all  the  wild  surmises,  rumours, 
asseverations  were  scattered  into  thin  air  by  the  fact  that 
Mr.  Hugh  had  ordered  a  special."  A  quiet,  moving  story  of 
love  and  family  life.     (Pearson.     63.) 

The  Lost  Provinces.  By  Loris  Tracy. 

This  is  the  fanciful  account  of  a  new  war  between  Germany 
and  France,  in  which  the  issues  of  the  struggle,  and  the  dis- 
posal of  the  lost  provinces,  are  mainly  dictated  by  Vansittart 
— an  American  and  a  powerful  friend  of  France.  "  France  had 
thriven  amazingly  since  Vansittart  converted  the  arid  Sahara 
into  a  panoram*  of  corulands  and  vineyards."     (Pearson.     6s. 

In  the  Wilderness  of  the  World.  By  G.  Hodgson. 

A  quotation  at  the  beginning  of  this  story  states  "  they 
are  safe  in  heaven  with  their  backs  to  it."  This  is  a  story  of 
simple  and  rough  country  folk — fishers  and  otherwise.  A 
homely  and  pathetic  book.  "Wherever  two  or  three  are 
gathered  together,"  says  the  author,  "  there  are  the  seeds  of  a 
tragedy  in  the  midst  of  them."     (Lawrence  &  Bullen.     6s  ) 

Thecla's  Vow.  By  H.  Gallenga. 

The  prologue  states  that  oa  Christmas  Day,  1859,  in  the  old 
city  of  Parma,  Thecla,  the  wife  of  Onofrio  Barozzi,  the 
banker,  was  mysteriously  murdered.  The  story  beginning  at 
a  date  antecedent  to  this  event  works  up  to  it,  and  explains 
the  mystery.  It  is  of  intrigue  and  politics  compact.  The 
epilogue  teUs  of  the  banker's  second  marriage  and  its  unlucky 
course.     (Smith  &  Elder.     6s.) 

Meggotsbrae.  By  Halliday  Eogers. 

It  is  impossible  to  avoid  the  term  "Kailyard"  in  this  con- 

jiexion.      More  than  a   little    kaily  is  the   work,      "Her   ae 


Bairnie";  "The  Minister's  Going  Away":  "  The  Feud  with 
the  Ea«tbyres  Hislops" — these  are  three  of  the  titles.  "My 
certy,  but  I  frichtit  them  next.  I  gied  them  a  gowl  they'll  no 
forget  ony  mair  than  their  mother  will  hers.  An'  the  laddies 
catched  it  on  their  lugs  as  weel" — that  is  the  language. 
(Hodder  &  Stoughton.     6s.) 

Passion  Eoyal  By  Louis  Vintras. 

An  Assyrian  romance  by  the  author  of  A  Pagan  Soul.  The 
story  opens  at  the  time  of  the  siege  of  Bactria,  and  thus  spake 
the  young  bloods  of  the  host  of  the  priest-king  Ninus  :  "  They 
are  giving  the  Bactrian  swine  a  rare  dance  to-day,  and  we  are 
out  of  the  fun,  worse  luck."  Subsequently  we  come  to  Semi- 
ramis  and  her  lover.  The  sumptuousness  of  Nineveh  has 
touched  the  writer's  style,  and  his  book  is  rich  in  colour. 
(Chapman  &  Hall.     6s.) 

Mary  Clifford,  M.B.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 

Mrs.  Meade's  heroine  is  a  bachelor  of  medicine,  and  she  tells 
her  story  in  the  first  person.  The  book  is  a  record  of  her 
career,  her  patients,  and  her  love,  and  is  quite  medical  enough. 
(Gardner.     6s.) 

Dumb  Foxglove.  By  A.     .  Slosson. 

Seven  short  stories  of  the  usual  quaint  American  type.  We 
have  read  only  one,  and  must  confess  that  we  are  not  greatly 
taken  with  the  portrait  of  Colossy  Bragg,  the  poor  paralytic 
girl,  who,  being  quite  incapable  of  using  her  hands,  spent  her 
time  in  devising  cookery  recipes  for  home  and  "company" 
dishes.  Colossy  searched  the  Scriptures  for  strange  ingredients. 
Once  there  was  to  be  a  pound  of  pannag,  and  they  thought 
she  had  invented  it,  but  they  looked  it  up,  and  "  there  'twas  in 
Ezekiel."     (Harper.     6s.) 

The  Main  Chance.  By  Christabel  S.  Coleridge. 

The  story  of  the  rehabilitation  of  the  Waynfletes  of  Flete 
Dale.  There  is  a  good  deal  about  coal  measures  and  the 
manipulation  of  shares,  but  a  strong  love  element  runs  through 
aU.     (Hurst  &  Blackett.     63.) 

Bachelorland.  By  Warren  Bell. 

This  novel  ran,  as  a  serial,  through  the  pages  of  the  Ditily 
Mail:  In  it  we  are  made  acquainted  with  a  great  many 
details  of  life  in  the  Temple,  with  bar-dinners,  and  grand 
nights,  with  the  summons  to  dinner  by  horn,  &c.  Margot 
Amelia  Prince,  the  heroine,  is  a  foundling  and  the  adopted 
daughter  of  the  Middle  Temple.  Mr.  Bell  prefixes  a  list  of 
the  characters,  in  play-bill  fashion.  Is  this  intended  as  a 
polite  hint  to  adaptors  ?     (Eichards.     69.) 

By  Jumna's  Banks.  By  Paul  Markham. 

Barrack  life  and  love-making  at  Delhi.  Two  mothers  quarrel 
about  the  eligible  Captain  Innis.  Says  one  :  "  Madam,  Captain 
Inois  is  a  gentleman  and  a  Christian,  and  wouldn't  be  seen  in 
your  petty  little  place  of  meeting.  A  heathen,  indeed  !  But 
I  can  excuse  the  feelings  of  an  envious  mother."  (John 
Long.  6s.) 
The  Copper  Princess.  By  Kirk  Munroe. 

An  exciting  story  of  the  Lake  Superior  mines,  by  the  author 
of  The  Painted  Deserts.  A  man  is  run  over  in  the  first  nine  lines, 
and  this  brisk  form  is  maintained  throughout  the  book.  "Ai 
Night  with  a  Madman  "  ;  "  Lost  in  a  Prehistoric  Mine  "  ;  "A 
Battle  with  Siuugglers."  These  are  chapter  headings;  and 
there  are  some  very  promising  pictures  too — pictures  "full  of 
fight."     (Harper.     6s.) 

The  Child  Abel.  By  Claud  Nicholsok. 

A  pathetic    story   of  a  misunderstood  boy.      The   scene  isi 

luid  in  France,  and  all  the  actors  are  French.     (George  Allen.) 
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Views 

The  Cradle  of  Civilisation. 

By  F.  Legge. 

While  biologists  have  been  exerting  themselves  to  dis- 
cover the  particular  branch  of  our  family-tree  where  we 
parted  company  from  our  cousins  the  apes,  archajologists 
have  been  trying  to  ascertain  the  exact  part  of  the  earth's 
surface  whore  man  first  emerged  from  the  savage  state  and 
ac<iuired  the  rudiments  of  culture.  Palestine,  China, 
India,  and  Egypt  have  all  been  claimed,  generally  on 
a  prior t  grounds,  as  the  first  seat  of  civilisation,  but  of  late 
years  everything  has  tended  to  assign  the  honour  to  a 
valley  in  Western  Asia,  and  the  recent  American  excava- 
tions on  the  site  of  the  ancient  city  of  Nippur  have  practi- 
cally put  the  matter  beyond  doubt.  The  narrative  of  the 
leader  of  the  earlier  of  these  expeditions  was  reviewed  at 
length  in  the  Academy  of  September  11,  1897,  and  April 
30,  1898  ;  and  later  researches  have  all  gone  to  confirm  the 
views  there  stated.  It  can  now  be  confidently  asserted 
that  the  delta  at  the  head  of  the  Persian  Gulf  formed  by 
the  estuaries  of  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates  was  the  spot 
where  civilised  man  first  appeared. 

The  recent  discoveries  show  that  in  7000  b.c.  this  Meso- 
potamia, or  Land-between-the-rivers,  was  inhabited  by  a 
race  to  whom  many  names  have  been  given,  but  who  are 
now  generally  called  by  Orientalists  the  Sumerians.  They 
seemed  to  have  belonged  to  the  great  Mongoloid  or 
"Yellow"  variety  of  the  human  species;  they  spoke  an 
agglutinative  language  {i.e.,  its  compound  words  were 
formed  by  the  mere  stringing  together  of  unaltered  roots) ; 
they  had  beardless  faces  and  (probably)  snub  noses,  and 
they  seem  to  have  had  black  hair.  There  is  some  reason 
to  suppose  that  they  originally  came  from  a  colder  and 
more  hilly  country  than  Mesopotamia,   but   under   what 


ciroamstanoes  there  is  no  eTidence  to  show.  What  it 
certain  is,  that  at  the  date  mentioned  they  had  already  be«n 
settled  there  for  many  centuries  or  even  millenia,  and  that 
they  had  there  developed  a  very  high  Htat«  of  civilisation. 
At  an  age  when  the  Egyptians  were  still  using  chippo<l 
flints  for  weapons  and  tools,  the  Sumerians  were  making 
daily  use  of  copper  and  bron/e ;  their  pottery  already 
showed  an  excellency  of  quality  and  design  approaching 
that  of  the  later  Greeks ;  they  had  devised  a  vast  system  of 
irrigation  by  means  of  canals ;  and  they  had  constructecl 
out  of  sunburnt  bricks  stately  palaces  and  temples  e<[uipped 
with  drains  and  keyed  arches.  But  perhaps  their  greatest 
advance  was  in  the  art  of  writing,  by  means  of  which  they 
left  behind  them  records  engraved  on  soft  clay  in  the 
characters  afterwards  known  as  cuneiform,  but  which  then 
bore  traces  of  the  original  picture-writings  from  which  they 
had  developed.  When  we  consider  the  length  of  time 
that  must  have  been  required  for  the  perfection  of  tliese 
inventions,  it  seems  certain  that  the  Sumerians  must  have 
been  settled  on  the  Euphrates  at  least  8,000  years  before 
the  Christian  Era. 

The  history  of  this  people,  so  far  as  we  know  it,  shows 
the  eternal  warfare  forced  upon  civilised  races  who 
live  in  contact  with  barbarian  neighbours.  Their  earliest 
historical  monument  (about  4500  B.C.)  exhibits  them  even 
then  pressed  hard  by  the  wandering  Semites  of  the  north, 
who  had  probably  poured  down  upon  the  cultivated  land 
from  the  Arabian  desert.  Soon  after  this  the  attack  must 
have  overpowered  the  defence,  and  Semite  kings  appear 
as  rulers  of  the  country.  But  these  primitive  members  of 
the  Semitic  race  must  have  proved  more  amenable  to 
civilisation  than  their  cousins  the  Arabs  or  their  poor 
relations  the  Jews  in  later  times.  During  their  centuries 
of  struggle  with  the  older  inhabitants  of  the  country  they 
gradually  adopted  the  Sumerian  culture  and  turned  it  into 
the  channel  of  foreign  conquest.  Under  their  sway  Meso- 
potamian  armies  went  out  to  the  conquest  of  the  then 
known  world,  until  they  touched  the  shores  of  the  Medi- 
terranean and  took  possession  of  Cyprus.  The  whole  of 
Western  Asia,  perhaps  as  far  south  as  the  Punjab,  was 
at  one  time  or  another  subject  to  them  ;  and  when  a 
colony  of  Semitic  emigrants  from  Mesopotamia  founded 
the  kingdom  of  Assyria,  the  empire  of  the  world  followed 
them.  But  the  bulk  of  the  natives  who  remained  behind 
in  what  may  now  be  called,  from  its  chief  city,  Babylonia 
remained  faithful  to  their  national  traditions.  Although 
the  ancient  language  of  Sumer  gave  place  to  a  Semitic 
dialect  as  a  means  of  daily  intercourse,  the  knowledge  of 
it  was  kept  on  foot  for  religious  purposes,  while  periodical 
returns  to  Sumerian  methods  seem  to  have  been  common. 
So  late  as  648  B.C.  a  revival  of  Sumerian  feeling  occurred, 
during  which  the  citizens  of  Babylon  wrote  Sumerian  as 
volubly,  and  no  doubt  as  incorrectly,  as  the  monks  of  the 
Middle  Ages  did  Latin. 

It  does  not,  of  course,  follow  that  because  the  valley  of 
the  Euphrates  was  the  earliest  spot  where  civilisation 
appeared  that  it  was,  therefore,  the  only  centre  from 
which  it  spread.  Yet  this  theory  is  extremely  likely  to  be 
true.  The  Greeks,  from  whom  all  modem  Europe  takes 
its  civilisation,  said  that  they  were  themselves  the  pupils 
of  the  Phoenicians.     But  the  Phcenicians  were  an  Assyrian 
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colony,  and  the  Assyrians,  as  we  have  seen,  owed  their 
civilisation  to  the  Sumerians.  Ancient  Egypt,  also,  as  we 
every  day  see  more  clearly,  was  mainly  indebted  to  Meso- 
potamia for  her  arts :  the  retention  of  pictorial  writing  after 
every  other  nation  had  adopted  the  better  system  of 
written  characters  being  nearly  her  sole  indigenous  char- 
acteristic. China,  too,  has  long  been  deposed  on  chrono- 
logical grounds  from  her  self-claimed  place  as  the  oldest 
of  nations,  while  the  Eev.  C.  J.  Ball,  and  the  late  Terrien  de 
la  Couperie,  have  shown  good  reasons  for  supposing  that 
she  owes  her  language  and  the  groundwork  of  her  culture 
to  an  historical  connexion  with  the  Sumerians.  There 
remains  India,  but  as  the  very  earliest  record  of  civilisa- 
tion there  cannot  be  dated  earlier  than  3000  b.c,  and  her 
conquerors  in  pre-Christian  times  have  always  come 
upon  her  from  the  north,  it  must  be  a  bold  man  who 
would  assert  that  Babylonia  received  her  culture  from 
India  rather  than  India  from  Babylonia.  And  there  is 
another  reason  why  it  is  extremely  probable  that  the 
Sumerians  were  really  the  original  distributors  as  well  as 
the  first  possessors  of  culture.  The  traditions  of  every 
nation  attribute  the  beginnings  of  its  civilisation  to  the  use 
of  cereals,  and  it  is  obvious  that  the  nation  who  first  hit 
upon  the  idea  of  supporting  itself  by  an  easily  produced 
food,  capable  of  being  stored  for  an  indefinite  length  of 
time,  must  have  obtained  an  immense  advantage  in  the 
struggle  for  existence  over  tribes  compelled  to  range  over 
a  vast  amount  of  ground,  in  search  either  of  game  or  of 
pasture  for  their  flocks.  Now  Mesopotamia,  where  the 
rich  silt  left  by  the  periodical  overflow  of  two  mighty 
rivers  produces  a  soil  of  inexhaustible  fertility,  is  the 
original  home  of  the  wheat  plant,  which  there  grows  wild, 
and  it  was,  therefore,  in  Mesopotamia  that  the  gathering 
of  men  into  cities  first  became  possible.  One  might  go 
further,  and  say  that,  without  some  such  portable  food  as 
corn  or  flour,  the  marches  through  thinly  populated  tracts 
of  the  Semitic  kings  of  Mesopotamia  on  their  way  to  Syria 
and  India  would  never  have  been  undertaken. 

However  that  may  be,  there  is  no  doubt  that  Babylonian 
civilisation  received  a  great  impetus  from  the  success  of 
those  distant  raids.  Without  them  the  arts  would  have 
been  at  a  standstill  for  want  of  materials ;  for  the  soil  of 
Babylonia  produced  hardly  anything  but  corn  and  clay. 
The  blocks  of  diorite  from  which  the  most  ancient  statues 
were  carved  had  to  be  imported  from  the  Sinaitic  jieninsula, 
teak  for  building  from  India,  and  cedar  from  Lebanon. 
And  these  commodities  wore  generally  sent  in  the  shape  of 
tribute  imposed  after  a  successful  foray.  On  these  raids, 
too,  the  nation  depended  for  the  supply  of  slaves,  which 
relieved  the  free-born  J5abylonlan  from  many  of  the  cares 
of  life.  The  carrying  away  into  Babylon  of  whole  tribes 
was  a  tradition  there  long  before  the  time  of  the  Jews,  and 
^he  Babylonians  practised  slave-holding  on  a  larger  scale 
than  any  nation  before  or  since.  Without  the  troops 
of  slaves  who  filled  the  Babylonian  palaces  and  temples, 
tiUod  the  fields,  and  manufactured  luxuries  for  sale, 
Babylonia  would  never  have  become  as  she  did  the  mart  of 
the  ancient  world,  and  have  accumulated  such  great  wealth 
that  on  her  conquest  by  Alexander  he  is  said  to  have  found 
in  her  cities  more  than  £.'50,000,000  in  coined  money.  So 
true  is  it  that  leisure  rather  than  necessity  is  the  mother  of 


invention,  and  that  war  generally  forms  a  stimulus  rather 
than  a  drawback  to  the  arts  of  peace.  If,  as  some  students 
of  science  have  dreamed,  it  one  day  becomes  possible  to 
renew  the  exhausted  tissues  of  the  human  body  by  some 
cjiemical  process  instead  of  by  feeding,  as  we  now  do,  upon 
plants  and  animals,  the  world  may  make  as  great  a  stride 
forward  in  the  path  of  culture  as  she  did  when  the 
Sumerians  first  emerged  from  savagery. 


The  Late  Mrs.   Edward   FitzGerald. 

By  the  death  of  Mrs.  Edward  FitzGerald  (Lucy  Barton), 
who  died  at  Croydon  on  Sunday,  in  her  ninetieth  year, 
another  link — -and  perhaps  the  last — in  the  chain  uniting 
Charles  Lamb  and  his  circle  with  this  generation  has  been 
snapped. 

Until  1849,  when  her  father,  Bernard  Barton,  the  kindly 
Quaker  poet  of  Woodbridge,  died,  Lucy  Barton  lived  a  busy 
and  very  useful  life  in  that  sleepy  Suffolk  town.  But  then 
came  unforseen  changes.  When  nearing  the  end,  Bernard 
Barton  had  asked  his  friend  and  neighbour,  Edward  Fitz- 
Gerald— "  Little  Grange,"  where  FitzGerald  kept  his 
doves,  is  but  a  few  steps  from  the  old  bank  house,  where 
Bernard  Barton  dwelt,  and  close  to  the  placid  Deben, 
where  FitzGerald's  boat  was  moored  — if  he  would  act  as 
his  executor  and  look  after  Lucy  Barton's  interests ;  and 
FitzGerald,  though  the  prospect  cannot  have  delighted  his 
cloistral  mind,  consented.  When  the  time  came  to  carry 
out  the  task,  FitzGerald  was  confronted  by  difficulties.  He 
knew  Lucy  Barton  well  and  esteemed  her,  and  had  often 
been  a  guest  in  her  father's  house,  wliere,  although  Barton 
was  not  rich,  there  was  always  plenty.  But  the  poet  left 
little  enough  for  his  daughter  to  live  upon,  and  this  fact  so 
distressed  FitzGerald  that  ho  tliought  it  his  duty  to  pro- 
pose marriage  to  her,  and  thus  ensure  for  her  circumstances 
of  comfort.  He  did  so,  and  she  accepted;  with  results 
that  are  to  a  great  extent  public  property.  Although 
this  is  possibly  tlie  time  to  tell  the  story  of  an  unfortu- 
nate experiment,  the  present  writer  is  certainly,  neither 
from  qualification  nor  desire,  the  person  to  undertake 
it.  It  may  be  said,  however,  that  after  a  short  period 
husband  and  wife  parted,  to  meet  no  more.  FitzGerald 
needed  a  helpmate  as  little  as  any  man  ;  Lucy  Barton 
was  resolute  and  independent ;  and  mutual  admiration 
of  intellect  is  not  the  best  groundwork  for  domestic 
happiness.  FitzGerald  behaved  with  generosity  in  the 
matter  of  alimony,  but  he  refused  even  to  dream  of  a  re- 
union. His  wife,  on  the  contrary,  believed  that  sucli  a 
reunion  was  probable,  if  remote ;  and  held  to  the  hope 
until  her  husband's  death  for  ever  dashed  it  from  her. 
The  story  is  a  sad  one,  and  peculiarly  so  to  anyone  who 
has  seen  the  old  lady's  solicitous  care  to  keep  within  touch 
at  her  chair-side  the  little  red  leather  case  containing  the 
portrait  of  the  shy  and  eccentric  scholar  whose  name  she 
bore. 

But  it  was  her  association  with  Charles  Lamb  that  made 
it  a  privilege  to  talk  with  Bernard  Barton's  daughter;  for  ' 
of  her  husband  she  spoke  seldom,  and  then  briefly.  On 
the  contrary,  she  would  recall  lier  early  life,  so  filled  with 
Eliana,  by  the  hour.  "  B.  B.,"  as  Lamb  called  her  father, 
prized  Lamb'ri  letters,  and  was  proud  indeed  of  being  the 
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great  man's  correspondent  and  cuutidant ;  and  his  daughter 
maintained  that  pride.  Every  letter  that  liamb  ever  wrote 
to  tlio  Woodbridge  poot  was  (carefully  preserved  by  hor, 
and  she  had  a  morocco  portfolio  made  Ui  hold  them.  They 
were  destined,  she  has  often  said,  for  the  British  Museum. 
It  was  to  Lucy  Barton  that  EUa  wrote  his  album  verses 
beginning 

Little  book  sumamod  of  white, 

ending  with  the  pretty  stanza  : 

Whitfist  thoughts  in  whitest  dress. 
Candid  meanings,  best  express 
Mind  of  qiiiet  Quakeress. 

Over  her  mantelpiece  hung  the  picture  of  a  little  boy 
learning  to  read  at  his  mother's  knee,  which  Lamb  and 
Hood  framed  and  sent  to  Barton  in  1827,  and  of  which, 
the  frame  being  too  big,  Hood  remarked  that  Barton 
would  be  certain  to  like  it  because  it  was  broad  brimmed. 
Various  other  relics  of  those  fragrant  old  times  were  also 
noticeable  in  her  surroundings. 

To  mention  Lamb,  whom  she  regarded  and  remembered 
as  Lamb  himself  regarded  and  remembered  Mrs.  Battle 
and  other  of  his  ancient  friends,  was  to  excite  her  rich 
interest  in  a  moment.  As  an  example  of  the  mental 
vigour  which  Mrs.  FitzQerald  retained  almost  to  the 
end  might  bo  quoted  a  passage  or  so  from  the  account — 
cited  in  a  Httlo  Life  of  Bernard  Barton  which  appeared  a 
few  years  ago — of  a  visit  paid  by  herself  and  her  father  to 
Charles  Lamb  in  Colebrook-row  in  the  early  twenties. 
This  Mrs.  FitzGerald  wrote  out  from  memory  with  her 
own  hand  in  the  autumn  of  1893 — a  very  remarkable  feat : 

It  was  rarely  my  lot  to  be  in  town  with  my  dear  father, 
but  on  cue  memorable  occasion  we  made  a  call  on  Charles 
Lamb.  It  must  have  been  not  long  after  his  removal  t  > 
Colebrook-row.  We  did  not  see  Miss  Lamb,  and  the  visit 
must  have  taken  place  during  one  of  those  sad  lapses  which 
so  often  shadowed  the  lives  of  the  brother  and  sister. 
Charles  Lamb  had  given  my  father  to  understand  that  hii 
house  was  near  the  New  River — "  rather  elderly  by  this 
time,"  ho  said  — and  knowing  what  had  happened  to  his 
short-sighted  fiiend  George  Dyer,  wo  knew  that  it  could 
not  be  far  off.  Having  left  our  omnibus  and  walked  for 
some  distance,  we  wore  rather  at  a  loss  to  find  our  way,  but 
meeting  a  postman  the  house  was  soon  found.  Some  very 
bigh  and  rather  narrow  stops  led  up  to  the  door,  and  our 
rap  was  answered  by  the  master  himself  in  decidedly 
morning  undress.  The  door  opened  at  once  into  the  room 
iu  which  he  was  sitting.  He  had  evidently  been  reading, 
for  a  large,  old  volume  had  been  laid  aside  open  on  a  small 
table  drawn  close  to  the  fireside.  I  cannot  remember 
whether  his  hair  was  grey.  I  think  not ;  but  there  could 
be  no  forgetting  the  slight  figure  and  the  bright  eyes 
which  welcomed  us.  An  old  portrait  hung  over  the  fire- 
place ;  I  know  it  was  of  some  noteworthy  person,  whose 
name  I  cannot  remember. 

But  what  chiefly  attracted  me  was  a  large  old  bookcase 
full  of  books  I  I  could  but  think  how  many  long  walks 
must  have  been  taken  to  bring  them  home,  for  there  were 
but  few  that  did  not  bear  the  mark  of  having  been  bought 
at  many  a  bookstall :  brown,  dark-looking  books,  distin- 
guished by  those  white  tickets  which  told  how  much  their 
owner  had  given  for  each. 

I  wish  I  could  recall  what  passed  that  day  I  I  only  re- 
member that  the  talk  was  of  books,  of  authors,  of  Southey 


especially,  and  of  rnviewB.  I  cannot  remember  how  long 
we  were  there.  A  luncheon  of  oyiters,  with  ita  tuti«l 
accom]ianiinentH,  wan  brought  in ;  our  boapitable  boat 
e({uipped  himself  fur  a  walk,  and  went  with  uii  until  be  saw 
us  into  the  right  omnibus,  and  with  cordial  farewell*  that 
memorable  morning  endeil. 

I  believe  that  once  again  I  saw  that  l>ookcaiie.  I  wa« 
taken  by  some  friends  to  call  on  Miis  Lamb  some  little 
time  after  her  brother's  death.  When  I  wa«  introduced  to 
her,  a  chair  was  placed  for  me  close  to  her  own.  Khe  took 
up  my  liand,  looked  intently  at  me  (my  dress  bappcne<I  to 
be  of  blue  muslin),  and  stroked  down  my  skirts  once  or 
twice,  saying,  with  a  look  of  surprise  and  perhaps  of  slight 
reproach,  "  Bernard  Barton's  dnwjhter  !  "  But  I  think  she 
soon  forgave  my  un-Quakerly  appearance,  for  she  pre- 
sently took  my  arm,  and  led  me  up  to  a  bookcase,  Ix-fore 
which  we  paced  up  and  down,  now  and  then  stopping  to 
look  at  it,  and  even  to  touch  it.  Surely  at  that  moment 
we  both  remembered  Colebrook-row. 

Tliat,  as  has  been  said,  was  written  in  1893,  when  Mrs. 
FitzGerald,  though  deaf  and  house-ridden,  had  still  all 
her  faculties.  She  wrote  long  letters  to  her  friends,  of 
wliom  she  possessed  many  ;  devised  plana  of  benevolence, 
of  which  she  had  a  rich  store ;  read  the  Standard  with 
thoroughness  every  morning,  and  hated  the  proceedings  of 
the  Eadical  policy  with  whole-hearted  fervour ;  made  out 
her  lists  of  library  books — favouring  principally  travel  and 
bi()gra2)hy — with  very  keen  interest ;  and  was  ready  to 
take  her  part  in  conversation  treating  both  of  the  aflaira  of 
to-day  and  of  the  past.  Between  the  old  and  the  new  her 
sympathies  seemed  to  be  equally  divided.  The  present 
writer's  memories  of  her  belong  solely  to  the  afternoons, 
when  throned  in  her  pleasant  sunny  sitting-room  at 
Croydon,  with  her  father's  pictures  on  the  walls — his 
portrait  by  Laurence  over  the  firei)lace,  and  here  an  Old 
Crome,  there  a  Cotman  and  an  Opie — and  her  father's 
books  on  the  shelves,  she  dominated  the  tea-table,  refusing 
any  assistance  in  pouring  out  the  tea,  recommending  this 
and  that  as  particularly  delectable,  and  insisting,  with  her 
masterful  old-world  generosity,  on  her  guest  tasting  them 
all.  And  all  the  time,  although  her  years  were  eighty- 
and-five,  she  talked  with  spirit  and  humour  and 
shrewdness. 

But  two  or  three  years  ago  second  childhood  came 
swiftly,  following  a  change  of  home  which  Mrs.  FitzGerald 
was  very  loth  to  moke.  Her  memory  then  failed  almost 
entirely.  Hence  her  active  life  may  be  said  to  have 
ended  with  J  895.  She  wiU  be  remembered  by  all  who 
were  privileged  to  meet  and  hear  her  as  a  notable  and 
dignified  old  lady,  one  of  the  loyaUest  of  daughters,  and 
a  continually  surprising  example  of  the  advantages  of 
having  been  bom  in  the  first  decade  of  this  century. 
Taking  her  hand,  at  the  close  of  the  little  pilgrimages  to 
Croydon  which  her  recollections  made  so  precious,  one 
felt  oneself  to  be  near  indeed  to  the  author  of  Old  China. 

E.  V.  L. 


A  MISPRINT  crept  into  some  verses  called  "Vixi"  we 
printed  a  fortnight  ago.    The  last  four  lines  should  read  : 

And  all  these  things — but  two  things — 
Were  emptiness  and  pain  : 
And  Love — it  was  the  best  of  them — 
And  Sleep — worth  all  the  rest  of  them. 
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The  Contributors'   Playground. 

"  With  a  Portrait  of  the  Author." 
Nearly  all  book  illustrations  that  do  not  represent  real 
things  or  persons  bother  me.     I  hold  an  illustrated  novel 
in  abomination :  I  do  not  require  a  hint  from  an  artist, 
good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  to  help  me  to  the  visual  realisa- 
tion of  a  character  or  a  situation.     It  is  a  million  to  one 
that  our  conception  of  both  will  differ,  and  it  is  by  no 
means  axiomatic  that  his  will  be  the  better.    No,  not  even 
if  his  pencil  illustrates  his  own  pen.    Thackeray's  sketches 
are  capital  apart  from  his  stories  ;  but  take  those  deplor- 
able pictures — in  Pendennis,  let  us  say— and  ask  yourself 
if   they   do   not   mar  the   book  horribly.     Costigan,    the 
Major,  Foker,  the  whole  dramatis  persona  are  as  real  as 
taxes  (and  a  deal  more  agreeable),  while  I  read  of  them  ; 
but  when  I  look  upon  their  hopeless  caricatures  I  could 
scatter    the    pages    of    the    book    to     every    wind    of 
Hades.     I  am  not  singular  in  this  matter.     Many  intelli- 
gent persons  have  expressed  to  me  a  similar  opinion,  but 
in  language  less  moderate.     And  if  this  be  true  in  the 
mundane  sphere  of  the  novel,  it  becomes  very  painfully 
true  in  the  higher  plane  of  poetry.     Often  I  have  been 
"  soaring  with  supreme  dominion "   through  that  rarified 
atmosphere,  when  an  unexpected  illustration  has  suddenly 
set  me  upon  the  ground  "  with  the  emphasis  of  a  squashed 
apple-dumpling."     Are  we,   then,  to  warn   oif  the  artist 
from  the  whole  domain  of  creative  literature  ?     Not  at  aU. 
When  he  gets  between  the  covers  of  a  work  of  imagina- 
tion, let  him  turn  his   attention  to  portraiture  pure  and 
simple :    to  portraits,   I  mean,    of  persons,   places,    and 
things ;    to   a  likeness  of  the  author ;    to  a  view  of  his 
birthplace  or  his  tombstone ;  to  a  sketch  of  his  walking- 
stick,  his  cat,  or  his  grandmother.     If  I  like  a  book,  I 
desire   to   see  the  pictured  face   of   its   writer ;    and   if, 
having  seen  that,  it  repels  me,  I  can  neatly  cut  it  out, 
without  disembowelling  the  volume,  and  make  spills  of  it, 
and   conveniently  light  my  j)ipe  at  the  abhorred  linea- 
ments.    On  the   other  hand,  if   his   features  recommend 
themselves  to  me,   I   shall  often  contemplate  them  with 
satisfaction ;  and  if  I  find  him  exceedingly  sympathetic, 
probably  trace  hidden  resemblances  between  his  face  and 
mine — a    pleasant    discovery,    highly   gratifying    to    my 
harmless  vanity.     And  surely  all  this  would  please  the 
authors  too.     Many  of  them  are  not  iU-looking  ;  a  few  of 
them  are  even  good-looking  (one  would  name  no  names)  ; 
and  aU  of  them  would  go  handsomely  down  to  posterity 
in  this  fashion,   in  company  with  those   "  misty  men  of 
letters,  their  elders  and  their ,"  who  figure  so  agree- 
ably as  the  frontispieces  of  old  books  bound  in  calf. 

N. 


place.     And,  perceiving  that  the  poet  regarded  them  wist- 
fully, the  great  lord  said  :   "  Marvellous,  are  they  not  ?  " 
"  Yes,"  quoth  the  poet,  waking  up.     "  Yours  and  mine  !  " 

Caution. 
."  We  shall  be  very  happy,"  blushed  the  minor  muse. 
"  I  have  groves,  and  bees,  and  brooks  that  sing,  and  fields 
of  IQies  where  it  is  always  June." 

"  And  how  about  food  ?  "  inquired  the  boy. 
"  Jove — hear  him  !  "  cried  the  muse. 

T.  W.  H.  C. 


Parables. 
Possessions. 
A  POET  went  on  a  visit  to  a  great  lord. 

And  one  morning  the  great  lord  said  to  him  :   "  Come, 
and  I  will  show  you  my  domain." 

And  all  that  day  they  rode  and  rode,  and  the  great  lord 
waved  his  hand  in  an  ''  AU  mine  !  "  kind  of  way. 

Until  at  evenf  all  the  stars  came  out,  each  in  his  appointed 


A  County  Champion. 

In  the  latter  part  of  the  eighteenth  century  the  British 
printing-press  poured  forth  battalions  of  county  histories, 
published  in  those  vast  volumes  that  are  properly  called 
tomes.  They  are  invaluable  to  both  the  honest  and  the 
fraudulent  genealogist;  but  as  you  gaze  awestruck  at 
them,  "looming  a-row"  upon  the  strongest  shelves  of 
great  libraries,  they  appear  to  be  books  absolutely 
impersonal.  However,  a  human  pulse  is  often  to  be 
distinctly  felt  beating  in  these  patient  records. 

A  kind  of  Waltonian  benignity  breathes,  for  instance, 
from  a  thin  quarto  of  mine,  printed  in  1771,  and  entitled  A 
Sketch  of  the  Materials  for  a  New  History  of  Cheshire :  in  a 
Letter  to  Thomas  Falconer,  Esq.  It  is  little  more  than  a  cata- 
logue of  books  and  MSS.  relating  to  "that  distinguished 
county,"  but  the  delighted  pride  of  the  compiler  bums  like  a 
furnace  as  he  considers  his  native  soil  and  the  "  celebrated 
Memorials  of  the  ancient  Glory  of  our  Palatinate." 

But  proud  as  he  is  of  his  Cheshire  birthright,  his 
personal  pride  asks  but  little  gratification.  ' '  For.  my  own 
part,"  he  says,  "  it  will  be  sufficient  praise  If  I  endeavour 
to  wreathe  an  Honorary  Ghaplet  that  may  adorn  the  brows  of 
our  chosen  historian,  without  presuming  to  the  vanity  of 
placing  it  on  my  own." 

So  the  good  creature  marshals  his  catalogue  with  infinite 
heartsease,  wielding  his  quill  with  a  more  sweeping  dignity, 
and  smacking  his  lips  over  the  choicer  items :  the  Authen- 
tick  Manuscripts,  the  Draughts  of  Old  Seals,  the  Journals  of 
Sir  Wm.  Brereton,    "written  in   a   small,   but  very  fair 
hand,  and  I  am  sufficiently  happy  in  calling  myself  the 
owner  of  these  volumes";  Sir  Peter  Leycester's  collections: 
<'  Lady  L.  hath  generously  consigned  all  these  volumes  to 
the  care  and  confidence  of  your  Friend."    But  between  his 
descriptions  of  these  and  numerous  other  treasures  my  anti- 
quarian has  scattered  many  stout  "  asides,"  as  thus  :   "  If 
the  EngUsh  Roast  Beef  and  the  Beverage  of  our  Ancestors 
retain  at  this  day  any  part  of  their  former  distinction,  it  is 
undoubtedly  upon  what  old  Drayton  calls  '  The  Cestrian 
Shore.'"      And  again:   "I  own  I   always  glow  with  an 
honest  indignation  whenever  I  see  the  suhstatdial  manners 
and  the   sensihle   customs   of   our   ancestors,  so    miserably 
frlcassied  away  as  they  are,  by  professedly  mimicking  the 
Genius  of  a  People  so  contrary  to  our  own." 

A  later  hand  has  painted  on  the  "  ample  verge"  of  the 
pages  the  arms  of  many  families  of  the  county,  which 
ancient  Speed  quaintly  dubs  the  "  Seed-Plot  of  Gentility." 
j^hese  gorgeous  achievements  blaze  fitly  enough  beside  the 
ecstatic  periods  of  the  anonymous  panegyrist  of  the  "  great 
English  blood  of  Cheshire,  chief  of  men."  E.  S.  B. 
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James    Thomson. 

Th£  issue  of  a  revised  edition  of  the  Life  of  James 
Thomson  (A.  and  H.  B.  Bonner),  by  Mr.  H.  S.  Salt,  directs 
frosh  attention  to  a  poet  the  public  liavo  not  overmuch 
delighted  to  honour.  Nor  is  that  neglect  surjjrising.  The 
public  reads  for  pleasure ;  and  that  man  would  have  small 
poetic  sensitiveness  who  should  read  the  City  of  Dreadful 
Night  precisely  for  pleasure.  The  world  is  black,  but 
Thomson's  poem  is  blacker.  One  reader,  at  least,  was 
plunged  into  more  than  his  native  gloom  after  looking  at 
life  through  the  smoked  glass  of  this  poet's  mind.  Into 
a  consideration  of  Thomson  liis  biography  enters  more  than 
in  the  case  of  most  poets ;  for  without  it  one  cannot  under- 
stand  and   allow  for    his    poetry.      Hossetti's  poetry   is 


JAMES  THOMSON  (B.V. 


mirthfid  by  the  side  of  it,  for  Rossetti  had  a  more  favoured 
existence. 

Thomson,  like  his  fat,  good-humoured,  lazy,  and  all- 
oontrasting  namesake  of  the  Castle  of  Indolence,  was  a 
Scotchman.  Indeed,  we  have  a  theory  that  Jimmy 
Thomson,  by  the  Theosophist  law  of  Karma,  was  reincar- 
nated as  James  Thomson  ;  did  penance  for  his  much  lying 
m  bed  by  a  strenuous  and  pessimistic  existence,  and  for 
flio  Cadle  of  Indolence  by  the  City  of  Dreadful  Night.  The 
modern  poet's  father  was  a  sailor,  given  to  mirth  and  the 
social  glass,  his  mother  an  Irvingite  of  a  melancholy 
temper.  He  curiously  joined  the  geniality  of  his  father 
to  more  than  the  melancholy  of  his  mother — a  note  for  the 
rtttdent  of  heredity.  Bom  in  Glasgow,  he  inherited 
afisfortune.  His  father  at  one  stroke  lost  the  use  of 
uk  right  arm  and  all  his  good  temper  by  paralysis ; 
the  parents  came  to  London,  and  had  to  place  the 
hoy  in  the  Eoyal  Caledonian  Asylum.  Soon  after,  his 
mother  died ;  eleven  years  later  his  father.     He  was  left 
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an  orphan,  educated  by  charity,  though  not  without  kind 
friends  in  a.  family  of  the  name  of  Gray.  Front  the 
Caledonian  Asylum  he  paaaed  to  the  lioyal  Military 
Asylum,  Chelsea,  to  be  educated  for  an  Army  scholarship. 
At  both  places  he  was  a  clever  scholar,  and  bright  and 
popular  with  liis  schoolfellows.  He  was  proficient  in 
athletics  ;  and  was  further  unlike  the  typical  poet  in  being 
specially  distinguished  as  a  mathematician.  At  about 
seventeen  he  passed  to  the  barracks  at  Ballincollig, 
Ireland,  to  gain  two  years'  experience  as  an  undcr-teacher 
to  the  garrison.  His  early-declared  literary  tastes  there 
developed,  and  he  began  to  write  poetry. 

What  was  still  more  important,  he  fell  in  love.      The 
young  Dante's  Beatrice  was  the  daughter  of  an  armourer- 
sergeant  belonging  to  the  garrison,  and  was  of  the  mature 
age  of  fourteen.   Not  a  very  serious  affair,  one  might  think  ; 
yet  it  proved  so.     Poets  are  apt  to  be  precocious,  and 
terribly  serious,  in  such  matters.     A  female  ac<iuaintauco 
says  the  girl  resembled  Eva,  in   UncU  Tom's  Cabin.     The 
description  of   Eva  is  the  description   of  a   middle-class 
angel  on  a  tombstone,  so  we  need  not  take  the  comparison 
very  gravely.     What  is  really  grave  is  that  she  bore  the 
impennissible  name  of  Matilda  Weller.     They  were  en- 
gaged, name  and  all,  the  boy  of  eighteen  and  the  bread- 
and-butter  miss.     He  returned  to  the  Chelsea  school,  and 
the  g^rl  died.     The  blow  afflicted  him  to  the  heart,  nor 
till  his  latest  day  did  he  cease  poignantly  to  regret  it. 
She  was   hia   first  love,   she   was   also  his  last ;    which 
accounts  for  much.     Too  grim  a  life  was  his  for  any  after- 
dreams  of  love.     He  entered  the  Army  as  a  schoolmaster, 
and  contrived  for  some  time  to  unite  his  duties  with  the 
study  of  literature.     But  two  things  happened  which  pro- 
foundly affected  his  career.     He  made  the  acquaintance 
of  Charles  Bradlaugh  (then  in  the  Army),  and — at  twenty- 
one — he  made  the  acquaintance  of  drink,  made  it  but  too 
well.     Bradlaugh  he  had  met  during  his  assistant-teacher- 
ship   at  Ballincollig ;   and   the   acquaintance  cannot  but 
have  increased  his  predisposition  to  Free  Thought.     He 
was  brought  up  in  rigid  Presbyterianism  by  his  Irvingite 
mother  ;   and  the  examples  of  such  reaction   are  many. 
After  eight  years  he  was  dismissed  from  the  Army  for  an 
act  of  insubordination  to  which  he  was  only  a  passive 
accessory,  and  found  himself  thrown  on  London.     Brad- 
laugh had  left  the  Army,  and  started  the  Reformer.     He 
received  Thomson  into  his  house  for  a  time,  got  him  a 
clerkship,  and  gave  him  work  on  the  Reformer  ;  on  which 
he  was  a  zealous  worker,  and  to  which  nearly  all  his  early 
poems  were  contributed. 

His  clerkship  at  length  came  to  an  end,  and  then  began 
the  ever-deepening  tragedy  of  his  life.  It  is  too  miserable 
to  be  pursued  in  detail.  For  some  time  he  kept  Fate  at 
bay  by  a  series  of  secretaryships  in  a  series  of  companies, 
which  systematically  came  to  grief.  He  was  employed  by 
a  New  York  paper  as  correspondent  in  the  Carlist  war, 
contributed  but  three  letters  in  a  month,  was  recalled  for 
his  remissness,  and  his  salary  refused  him.  He  gained 
some  experience  and  a  broken  constitution.  This  was  in 
1873.  He  continued  to  live  by  literature,  principally 
thi-ough  the  National  Reformer,  and  was  not  in  deep  poverty. 
But  he  suffered  from  insomnia,  from  congenital  melan- 
choly, and  from  fits  of  intemperance.     The  outcome  was 
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the  City  of  Dreadful  Night,  commenced  earlier,  but  finished 
now,  and  published  in  the  Reformer  in  1874.  It  won  much 
recognition  from  eminent  men,  both  here  and  in  America. 
But  it  was  seven  years  before  it  appeared  in  book  form, 
and  meanwhile  Thomson  fell  into  bitter  misfortune.  He 
quarrelled  with  Bradlaugh,  and  lost  his  employment  on  the 
Reformer.  Instead,  he  contributed  to  the  Secularist,  but  it 
did  not  last  long.  For  seven  years  he  wrote — he  could 
write — no  poetry,  and  his  chief  support  was  a  tobacconist's 
paper —  Cope's  Tobacco  Plant.  He  could  get  no  employment 
on  the  daily  papers,  for  he  refused  to  write  against  his 
convictions.  A  poet  of  remarkable  powers  drudging  for  a 
trade  journal !  And  yet  they  say  the  days  of  Grub-street 
are  no  more  ! 

At  length  his  first  book  was  published,  including  the 
City  of  Dreadful  Night,  and  won  immediate  success. 
Another  volume  followed;  he  gained  admission  to  the 
reviews,  and  felt  and  wrote  more  cheerfully,  but  the 
struggle  had  worn  him  down.  On  a  visit  to  some  friends 
at  Leicester  he  gave  way  to  intemperance  ;  he  returned  to 
London  in  shame  and  despair,  and  surrendered  himself 
to  the  besetting  temptation ;  he  was  turned  out  of  his 
lodgings,  and,  after  some  months  of  nameless  wanderings 
and  degradation,  came  the  final  scene  at  Philip  Bourke 
Marston's  house,  when  he  was  lifted  bleeding  and  dying 
from  his  bed  and  carried  to  hospital.  There,  like  Poe  and 
Baudelaire,  he  expired. 

A  brilliant  talker,  full  of  kindliness  and  social  merri- 
ment, beloved  by  all  who  knew  him,  methodical  and  hard 
working,  this  man  was  ruined  by  constitutional  pessimism, 
intemperance,    and   the    cruel    struggle   against   poverty. 
His  intemperance  was  itself  probably  constitutional.     As 
for  his  poverty,  it  has  long  been  settled  that  the  people  of 
England,    who  will   maintain    a  singer,  a  pianist,  or   an 
actor  in  luxury,  will  graciously  allow  a  poet  to  write  if  he 
pleases,  and  live  if  he  can,  provided  they  are  not  asked  to 
pay  for  him.     They  will  even  read  his  books — if  they  can 
borrow  them  from  their  neighbour.      Add  to  these  con- 
ditions a  creed  without  hope,  without  faith,  without  love 
(as  he  has  himself  said),  and  it  is  no  marvel  his  poetry  is 
what  it  is.    If  from  Shelley  he  learned  much  in  style — and 
from  Dante  in  his  greatest  poem — it  was  Leopardi  who 
dominated  his  thought.     Necessity  is  lord  of  life,  and  for 
man  there  is  no  better  morrow,  nor  hope  of  such  a  morrow. 
Profoundest  pity  for  his  tragic  fellow-beings  is  the  only 
softer  note  in  the  iron  symphony.      In  his  lesser  poems 
there  are  brighter  moods ;    there  are  images  of  brilliant 
fancy,    which   show   what    he   might    have  been   with   a 
happier    fate,    though    the    execution     is    apt     to    lack 
l)erfection,    inevitableness    of    form.     »But,    by    far    his 
greatest,    as    it    is    his    typical    work,    is    the     City    of 
Dreadful  Night.     It  is  an  edifice  of  black  marble.     It  is 
not  throughout  equal,   for  much  of   it  is  fine   eloquence 
rather  than  poetry ;  and  again  the  utterance  is  not  always 
inevitable,  it  has   bits   of  uninspired,    even   conventional 
diction.     It  loses  in  artistic  effect  by  the  pre-determination 
with  which  gloom  is  monotonously  piled  upon  gloom  :  a 
greater  poet,  more  master  of  himself,  would  have  allowed 
some  contrast  to  heighten  the  dusk.     It  is  a  Rembrandt 
without  the  point  of  light.     But  the  best  passages  are 
truly  terrible  in  their  massive  sincerity  of  darkness.     The 


crowning  description  of  the  figure  of  Melancholia 
dominating  the  city  makes  an  insupportable  tragic 
impression.  His  diction,  at  its  best,  is  both  noble  and 
reticent.  Description  is  the  striking  feature  of  the  poem. 
IJis  biographer  says  that  his  descriptions  might  be  trans- 
ferred to  canvas  without  the  loss  of  a  particular.  This  is 
their  deficiency.  The  finest  poetic  description  depends 
upon  the  something  which  cannot  be  transferred  to  paint- 
ing, and  is  inalienaVtle  from  poetry.  It  is  not  the  greatest 
artists  who  dweU  upon  the  debatable  land  between  two 
arts.  Description  of  this  order,  and  the  expression  of  one 
emotion — despair— do  not  make  a  great  poet.  Thomson  is 
not  a  great  poet.  But  he  is,  at  his  finest,  a  poet  of 
condensed  and  arresting,  if  contracted,  power.  His  life  is 
to  blame,  that  he  is  more  usually  unequal  and  diffuse. 


Things  Seen. 

Alleviation. 

The  train  was  on  the  point  of  starting.  A  porter  opened 
the  door  of  the  carriage  abruptly,  put  a  brown  paper 
parcel  and  a  small  boy  in  the  corner  seat  opposite  to 
mine,  and  shut  it  again  with  a  crash.  There  was  a 
chink  of  coppers,  and  I  saw  the  porter's  forefinger  toss 
upward  towards  his  cap  as  he  turned  away  and  left  the 
small  boy's  custodian,  a  tall  grizzled  English  gentle- 
man, with  his  strong  face  framed  in  the  square  of  the 
window  opj)osite  the  chubby  seven  years  old  youngster. 
He  looked  up  the  platform,  and  down  the  platform,  and 
then  back  towards  the  engine  once  more,  in  silence.  The 
small  boy's  worsted  legs  and  laced  boots  dangled  before 
me,  and  he  gazed  out  wistfully  at  the  advertisements  and 
the  great  trucks  of  luggage.  I  made  up  my  mind  he  was 
going  to  school  for  the  first  time. 

Neither  spoke  tiU  the  man  said :  i 

"  Now  you're  off,  I  think."  ■ 

A  whistle  blew. 

"  Good-bye,  my  boy  ;  God  bless  you."  His  arms  came 
through  the  window,  and  his  shaven  lips  reached  out, 
trembling,  to  meet  his  little  son's  round  pink  cheek.  The 
train  began  to  move,  and  he  turned  away  with  a  lingering 
backward  glance  at  the  small  adventurer. 

The  tears  sprang  into  the  small  boy's  eyes  and  ran  fast 
down  his  cheeks,  and  his  lips  sucked  in  with  his  uncon- 
scious sobs.  Then,  ere  the  tail  of  the  train  had  well  left 
the  platform,  he  manfully  dried  his  face,  and  turned  to 
open  the  brown  paper  parcel.  As  he  cut  the  string  with 
a  brand  new  pocket-knife,  he  caught  my  eye,  and,  still 
shaken  with  his  sobs,  he  turned  and  proffered  me  a 
modest  bricklet  of  plum  cake  upon  its  point. 

"  Won't  you  h — h — h— have  some  cake  ?  "  he  said. 


The  Promised  End.  ^ 

Down  at  the  bottom  of  the  sordid  little  street  where  I 
stood,  a  Salvationist  funeral  was  passing.  It  had  been 
raining  heavily,  and  was  toward  night.  The  costers 
barrows  stood  thick  along  the  gutters,  which  gleamed  t 
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pale  green  with  cabbage  refuse  and  vegetable  decay.  A 
potman  threw  a  can  of  water  from  a  window  at  a  cat 
below;  a  haggard  woman  stood  lingering  the  dreadful 
pieces  of  meat  marked  "  One  Penny  "  on  a  butcher's  stall. 
The  air  was  dose  and  dense,  packed  with  ugly  noise  ;  and 
at  the  bottom  of  the  street  the  procession  passed — first  two 
flags,  drenched  and  shivering  round  their  poles,  then  a 
strident  band  playing  "  Shall  we  gather  at  the  river?" 
with  drum  that  came  in  loudly  at  the  end  of  every  line. 
A  ragged  following  shuffled  after.  The  procession  passed, 
ungainly  and  g^otesc^ue,  beating  its  pathetic  way  through 
the  splashing  mud.  .When  it  was  gfone  I  found  that  my 
eyes  had  tears  in  them, 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

Mh.  Conan  Doyle  is  himself  the  hero  of  a  itorjr 
in  a  little  Irish  town.  The  town  possesses  a  convent 
ruled  by  a  Mother  Superior,  whose  eyes  have  seen  their 
best  days.  Going  lately  into  the  local  bookseller's  shop, 
she  picked  up  a  volume  which  she  thought  was  written  by 
Oanon  Doyle,  a  dignitary  of  renown  in  those  parts.  She 
bought  it,  and  had  it  read  aloud  for  edification  at  the 
midday  meal  of  the  community.  The  edification  in  tlie 
first  chapter  seemed  far  to  seek.  Never  had  love-making 
been  so  freely  alluded  to  within  those  secluded  wallf>. 
The  novices  were  thrilled.  "Well,  well,"  said  the  Mother 
Superior,  "  the  dear  Canon  is  preparing  us  for  a  miracle 
of  grace.  The  frivolous  flirt,  by  tlie  mercy  of  Heaven, 
no  doubt  ends  by  taking  the  veil.  Then  came  the 
awakening.  Someone  eagerly  peering  into  the  volume 
perceived  that  the  title-page  bore  the  word  Conan  instead 
of  Oanon.  The  discovery  reached  the  ears  of  the  Mother 
Superior.  "  Very  well,"  she  said,  "the  bookseller  where 
we  bought  the  book  is  a  pious  man,  and,  now  that  we  have 
paid  for  it,  we  should  be  wasteful  not  to  read  it  to  the 
end."  What  she  decreed  was  duly  done;  and  it  is  Mr. 
Conau  Doyle's  fault  if  all  succeeding  books  chosen  for 
community  perusal  have  seemed  to  be  exceedingly  dull. 


Sir  William  Harcoubt,  whose  letters  on  Revolting 
Anglicans  have  been  hailed  by  his  political  opponents  as 
possible  embarrassments  for  the  Liberal  Party,  wields  so 
ready  and  effective  a  pen  that  one  wonders  at  the  abnega- 
tion he  has  shown  in  one  department  of  life — for  never  has 
he  written  a  book.  As  a  letter-writer  in  the  Times  he  is, 
of  course,  no  new  hand.  He  was  the  "Historicus"  of 
days  now  long  gone ;  and  he  was  besides  a  leader-writer  in 
those  columns  where  now  his  name  is  rarely  mentioned 
without  a  gibe.  Yet  the  abstention  of  Sir  William  from 
any  more  formal  appearance  as  an  author  may  easily  be 
accounted  prudent.  "  Why  does  he  write  these  hysterical 
tracts  ? "  was  the  late  Mr.  Forster's  angry  query  when 
Mr.  Gladstone  began  his  series  of  pamphlets  on  religious 
polemics  in  the  seventies.  Politicians  do  well  to  stand 
aloof  from  religious  strife.  Lord  Eosebery  knows  that ; 
and  though  he  is  a  man  of  most  definite  religious  sympathies 
and  leanings,  they  are  unknown  to  any  but  his  intimates. 
Sir  William  Harcourt  may  realise  by  now,  from  the  allusions 
of  Mr.  Carson  and  other  opposing  politicians,  that  a  similar 
reticence  on  his  own  part  would  have  been  a  better  thing 
politically  than  any  display,  however  brilliant,  of  contro- 
versial fireworks. 


A  RATHER  particularly  interesting  matrimonial  announce- 
ment concerning  a  member  of  the  Royal  Family  is  likely 
to  be  made  within  the  next  two  or  three  months. 


>IR.    WILLIAM   ARCHER,    AS   SEEN   BY 
MR,   MAX  SEERPQHM. 


A  WEDDING  has  just  taken  place  in  Venice  that  has,  for 
accidental  reasons,  a  good  deal  of  interest  attaching  to  it. 
It  is  that  of  the  handsome  yoimg  woman  who  has  sat  as 
model  to  Mr.  Barrett  Browning  in  most  of  the  figure- 
pictures  he  has  painted  during  tlie  last  few  years.  Miss 
Sarianna  Browning,  the  devoted  sister  of  the  poet,  who  is 
wonderfully  energetic  for  her  eighty  years,  was  among^ 
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those  who    took    part    in    the  festivities  attending   the 
marriage. 


TuKNiNQ  over  an  old  Qtmrterly  Review  the  other  day  I 
chanced  upon  an  article  on  Lord  Beaconsfield's  Endymion. 
Its  author,  as  I  recall,  was  Mr.  Alfred  Austin.  That  is 
nearly  twenty  years  ago,  and  much  has  happened  since 
then  to  make  the  article  more  interesting  now  than  it 
was  on  the  day  of  its  publication.  Personal  things  and 
obvious  too  these  mostly  are ;  but  there  is  one  phrase  of 
the  present  Laureate's  which  seems  to  be  worth,  on  his 
part,  a  reconsideration.  Of  Canning  he  says  that  in  com- 
parison with  Lord  Beaconsfield  he  was  an  "illiterate 
ruler."  Such  will  hardly  be  the  opinion  of  most  men ;  nor 
ought  it,  one  thinks,  to  have  found  expression  in  that 
particular  periodical ;  for  Canning,  besides  being  at  Eton 
and  Oxford  distinguished  by  his  knowledge  of  both 
ancient  and  modern  literature,  was  himself  a  brilliant 
Quarterly  reviewer.  His  verses  and  his  plays  remain  ; 
there  are  phrases  in  them  which  have  passed  into  daily 
speech;  and  Lord  Eosebery,  in  any  history  of  the 
marriages  between  Politics  and  Letters,  will  certainly 
never  omit  that  "great  name  of  Canning"  which  awed 
and  inspired  the  youth  of  Gladstone. 


Afiek  living  very  quietly  at  Croydon  for  many  years, 
Mrs.  Edward  FitzGerald  (of  whom  an  appreciation  will  be 
found  on  another  page)  died  there  last  Sunday  morning, 
at  the  age  of  ninety.  The  world  was  not  aware  of  the  exist- 
ence of  this  ancient  Quaker  lady ;  and,  had  it  been  so,  it 
would  only  with  difficulty  have  associated  her  with  her 
long  dead  husband,  Edward  FitzGerald,  one  of  the  few 
real  friends  Tennyson  ever  had,  and  the  owner  himself  of 
high  literary  fame.  And  the  world  would  be  partly 
right.  She  did  not  really  belong  to  FitzGerald,  a  difficult 
husband,  if  the  truth  were  known,  for  anybody.  She 
belonged,  rather,  by  her  double  right  of  birth  and  instinct, 
to  the  calm  Quakerly  family  circle  of  her  father,  Bernard 
Barton.  The  most  amiable  of  men — to  whose  poetry  Byron 
paid  a  tribute  of  praise,  with  a  good  nature  not  always 
apparent  in  him — settled  at  Woodbridge  as  a  com  and 
coal  merchant  in  1806.  His  preference  was,  however, 
not  for  the  ledger,  but  for  literature,  and  the  death 
of  his  wife,  within  a  year  of  her  marriage,  left 
him  a  widower  (with  this  daughter,  Lucy),  free  to 
bid  good-bye  to  the  Woodbridge  business  and  to 
follow  the  more  congenial  calling  of  a  tutor  in  the 
Waterhouse  family  at  Liverpool,  where,  by  the  way,  he 
became  an  intimate  with  Eoscoe.  Another  year,  and  he 
was  back  again  at  Woodbridge,  where  he  entered  the 
bank  of  the  Messrs.  Alexander  (the  same  family  of 
Alexander  that  has  since  supplied  young  sitters  to  Mr. 
Whistler),  and  there  did  his  leisurely  duty  for  forty  years, 
continuing  it  to  within  two  days  of  his  death. 


No  doubt,  it  was  a  little  dull ;  no  doubt,  the  bank  clerk, 
with  his  evenings  free  for  composition,  felt  himself  in  a 
corner,  far  from  the  great  city  that  made  poets 
famous;  no  doubt,  the  fare  in  the  modest  cottage  was 
plainer — the  meat  tougher — than  even  that  of  which 
Tennyson  later   complained  when  he  paid  his  last  visit 


to  Bernard  Barton's  son-in-law  in  that  sleepy  Suffolk  town. 
"Keep  to  the  bank  and  the  bank  will  keep  you"  was 
Charles  Lamb's  cotmsel  of  prudence.  "You  know  not 
what  a  rapacious  set  these  booksellers  are,"  he  says  in 
another  letter,  somewhat  too  roundly.  "Ask  even  Southey, 
who  (a  single  case  almost)  has  made  a  fortune  by  book- 
drudgery,  what  he  has  found  them.  Oh,  you  know  not 
— may  you  never  know — the  miseries  of  subsisting  on 
authorship ! "  To  the  same  effect  wrote  Byron,  Southey 
himself,  and  others.  Bernard  Barton  must  have  had  a 
certain  literary  satisfaction  in  summarising  the  situation  in 
the  words  :  "I  shall  go  on  making  figures  till  death  makes 
me  a  cipher."  This  it  did  in  1849.  With  him  in  those 
last  hours  was  Lucy  FitzGerald,  then  Lucy  Barton, 
his  only  daughter,  the  lady  whose  death  is  now  at  last 
announced. 


In  his  last  hours,  Bernard  Barton — a  short  and  scarce 
memoir  of  whom  FitzGerald  himself  wrote — was  much 
troubled  by  the  death  of  a  favourite  niece  at  York. 
Before  us  happens  to  lie  the  copy  of  a  few  harmless 
birthday  lines  of  his  sent  to  a  member  of  her  family,  and 
not  hitherto  put  into  print : 

My  cousin  froni  the  banks  of  Ouse, 
Doubt  not  that  willingly  my  Muse 

Her  minstrel  debt  shall  pay, 
And  wish — can  Muse  of  mine  do  less  ? — 
That  every  good  which  Ufe  can  bless 

May  crown  thy  natal  day. 

To  clothe  that  wish  in  words  as  few 
As  rhyme  and  reason  well  can  do  : 

May'st  thou,  my  love,  inherit 
Thy  angel  mother's  quiet  mind, 
While  with  her  graces  are  combined 

Thy  father's  sense  and  spirit. 

This  is  a  fair  specimen  of  the  verses  of  which  Byron 
wi;ote  :  "If  others  think  as  well  of  your  poetry  as  I  do, 
you  will  have  no  cause  to  complain  of  your  readers." 


Sir  William  Welby-Gregory,  who  died  last  Saturday 
afternoon,  was  a  man  of  strong  character  and  of  some 
superiority  of  observation.  His  wife,  too,  who  was  a 
Stuart- Wortley  and  a  Maid  of  Honour  to  the  Queen,  has 
always  kept  an  open  mind.  Her  sympathies  were  with 
Arabi  Pasha,  for  instance,  when  nearly  all  England  was 
applauding  the  bombardment  of  Alexandria  and  the 
slaughter  of  Tel-el-Kebir.  A  little  pamphlet  she  published 
in  1882  on  Arabi  and  His  Household  did  not  go  far — the 
subject  was  not  popular.  She  knew  that,  and  she  knew 
the  common  politician  and  the  reticence  which  is  his  when 
there  is  clamour  in  the  steet.  "But  I,  like  Master 
Shadow,  present  no  mark  to  the  enemy,"  she  said ;  so  she 
put  down  what  she  knew  of  "  Arabi  the  Egyptian,"  of  his 
wife,  and  of  his  mother.  That  was  an  act  of  patriotic  j 
piety  which,  as  her  husband  was  a  party  to  it,  one  now  | 
cares  to  recall.  Sir  William  and  Lady  Welby-Gregory 
had  two  sons  and  one  daughter,  now  Mrs.  Cust. 


The  Sirdar,  before  he  sails,  is  going  to  sit  to  Mr.  Caton 
Woodville  for  the  picture  of  the  Gordon  Memorial  service 
at   Khartoum    after    the    Battle    of    Omdurman,    which 
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he  is  going  to  paint  (from  photographs  and  descriptions — 
for  lio  was  not  present)  for  the  Queen.  The  picture  that 
is  half  military  and  half  religious  is  one  of  the  most 
impressive  that  can  be  painted ;  and  it  will  be  interest- 
ing to  note  Mr.  Caton  Woodville's  success  in  tliis  new 
phase  of  his  art.  • 

Book  Reviews  Reviewed.       » j 

"The Open  TiiEiiE  is  some  difference  of  opinion  among 
Hy  (!.  K.  the  critics  as  to  what  the  question  is  that  is 
ttimon  .       j^^^  ^pg^  j^  ^^  story.     The  Daily  Chronicle 

reviewer  makes  no  doubt  that  it  is  the  question  whether 
first  cousins  should  marry.  The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  also 
accepts  this  as  the  motive  of  the  story,  though  it  is 
revealed  "very  late  on."  On  the  other  hand,  the  critic 
of  Literature  is  less  sure,  and  writes  : 

It  is  hard  to  say  what  is  the  question  which  is  left  opeu. 
It  may  be  the  question  whether  there  is  or  is  not  a  future 
world  in  which  those  who  love  each  other  on  earth  will  be 
reimited ;  cr  whether  under  either,  and  which,  of  these 
hypotheses  it  is  or  is  not  lawful  for  the  loving  couple  to 
commit  simultaneous  suicide.  Or  lastly,  it  may  be  the 
narrower  question  whether  it  is  physiologically  expedient 
for  first  cousins  to  marry.  For  there  is  much  debate 
on  all  these  points  either  directly  between,  or  with  imme- 
diate reference  to,  the  heroine  and  hero  of  the  story — 
children  both  of  a  decaying  family,  with  all  the  mysterious 
burden  of  the  inaladie  du  sit'rie  pressing  heavily  upon  them, 
producing  in  the  latter  its  usual  effect  of  listless  despair, 
and  in  the  former,  by  a  very  tndy  and  subtly  observed 
inversion,  a  sort  of  neurotic  and  irrational  joie  de  vivre. 

The  slow  development  of  this  story,  and  the  author's 

merciless  accounting  for  every  member  of  a  large  family, 

have  proved  tiresome  to  some  critics.     The  Scotsman  says  : 

Then    the    children    gradually    grow    up  —  oh,    very 

gradually  indeed — and  their  love  affairs  begin;  and  those 

who  were  babies  drift  on  into  maiden  aunts  and  elderly 

men,  and  die  and  are  no  more,  and  still  the  book  continues 

with   the   tenacity   of  Tennyson's  brook.     Why  will  the 

modem  novelist  train  his  heroine  from  the  cradle  ? 

This  critic  is  distinctly  at  variance  with  his  brother  of  the 
Pall  Mall  Ga%ette  on  the  plan  and  unity  of  the  book  : 


The  Scotsman. 

Mr.    C.    E.    Raimond    has 
I  Iann''hed  on  the  world  a  book 
I  crowded  with  many  passengers 
I  much  miscellaneous  cargo, 
Kch    steers   a  very  uneven 
aimless     course    in    the 
ution     of     certain    vague 
ones.       The   Open  Question 
?in8 — well,    it    is    an    im- 
sf^ible  feat  at  the  close   of 
im  hook  to  remember  how  it 
ii'gan,    after    so     much     has 
■  Iipcned  —  but   it    certainly 
'gan  in  America  at  the  time 
"f    the    Civil    War,    because 
■-oraewhere    near    the    begin- 
ning thtro  was  a  good  deal 
very  interesting  and  graphic 
ibout  the  war  and  the  niggers^ 


The  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The  story  concentrates  it- 
self to  show  how  they  fulfilled 
the  compact.  The  bearing 
becomes  evident  of  all  Ethan's 
pessimistic  views  of  life,  his 
loathing  of  deformity  and 
misery,  his  great  Paris  dis- 
covery that  man  is  master  of 
his  fate  in  the  high  old  Roman 
sense,  and  need  not  bear  any 
of  these  things  or  cumber  the 
ground.  And  one  is  left 
marvelling  at  the  unerring- 
ness  with  which  little  point 
after  little  point  of  the  story 
has  had  its  share  of  influence 
towards  this  final  result. 


Coming  now  to  the  praises  of  the  book,  the  Daily 
Chronicle  says:  "There  is  a  seriousness  of  purpose,  an 
artist's  genuine  humility  before  his  material,  mated  to 
a  rare  sense  of  life  and  the  play  of  strong  hearta  and  aoula, 
which  make  this  a  book  of  moment."  The  8t.  Jamtit 
Gazette  plumply  calls  "C.  E.  Haimond's"  book  "a  novel 
of  genius." 

We  have  not  for  many  years  come  acrv>M  a  ■erioua  novel 
of  modem  life — it  is  long,  too,  more  than  -100  piges  long — 
which  has  more  powerfully  impressed  our  imagination  or 
created  such  an  instant  conviction  of  the  genius  of  its 
writer.  Public  taste  in  these  matters  is  capricious,  but  if 
The  Open  Queetion  is  not  recog;nised  as  the  most  thoughtful 
piece  of  constructive  fiction,  not  merely  of  this  year  or  last 
year,  but  certainly  since  Mrs.  Humphry  Ward  made  her 
reputation  with  Robert  Ulsin^re,  we  shall  be  surpritod.  .  .  . 
It  is  not  meat  for  little  people  or  for  fools ;  but  for  those 
who  care  for  English  fiction  as  a  vehicle  of  the  constructive 
intellect,  building  up  types  of  living  humanity  for  our 
study,  it  will  be  a  new  revelation  of  strength  and  strange, 
serious  beauty. 


Correspondence. 

Mr.  Whistler's  New  Book. 

Sib, — In  your  issue  of  the  1 9th  you  print  a  letter  from 
the  editors  of  the  New  York  Critic,  in  which  they  defend 
themselves  against  a  supposed  accusation  on  my  part  that 
they  had  obtained  by  unfair  means  certain  information 
with  regard  to  Mr.  Whistler's  forthcoming  book,  The 
Baronet  and  the  Butterfly.  May  I  be  allowed  to  say  that 
I  have  never  for  one  moment  questioned  the  hond  fidei  of 
the  editors  of  the  New  York  Critic,  but  simply  suggested 
that  they  probably  were  the  victims  of  an  indiscretion. — 
I  am,  &c., 

Wm.  Hbinehahn. 

21,  Bedford-street,  London,  W.C. 
Nov.  22,  1898. 


Shylock. 

SiE, — In  your  issue  of  November  19  you  note  that,  in  a 
paper  read  somewhere  the  other  day,  Mr.  William  Poel, 
of  the  Elizabethan  Stage  Society,  stated  his  belief  that 
Shylock  ought  to  be  represented  by  a  low  comedian, 
Shakespeare  having  intended  him  for  a  comic  character. 
This  suggestion  seemed  to  your  critic  quite  new  and 
strange. 

I  beg  to  submit  that  for  Mr.  Poel's  conception  of  Shy- 
luck  there  is  not  a  little  to  be  said.  To  apply  external 
evidence,  "  The  Merchant  of  A'onice  "  was  the  product  of 
Sliakespeare's  comedy  period,  and  it  would  be  as  comedy 
tliat  Mr.  Poel  would  render  it.  As  represented  at  the 
Lyceum  to-day,  or  by  Edmund  Kean  at  the  beginning  of 
the  century,  and,  in  fact,  by  everyone  else,  it  possesses 
much  of  the  tragic  element. 

That  is  because  we  adapt  it  to  our  modem  temperament. 

Heine  tells  us  that  at  a  representation  of  the  play  one  of 
the  audience  wept  and  exclaimed:  "This  poor  man  is 
wronged."  But  at  the  time  Sh  iko.-ipearo  lived  the  Jews 
were  subject  to  persecution,  and  were  everywhere  objects 
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of  ridicule  and  contempt ;  while  even  to-day  the  lines,  "  I 
will  be  assured  I  may,"  never  fail  to  provoke  laughter. 
The  part  is  full  of  lines  which  can  easily  be  read  for  a 
humorous  character. 

The  scene  with  Tubal  was  no  doubt  the  most  laughable 
in  the  play  to  the  gallants  on  the  stage,  burdened  by 
Jewish  bonds ;  to  the  merchants  and  their  wives  in  the 
galleries,  to  whom  the  Jew  was  an  object  of  contempt ; 
and  to  the  groundlings  of  the  pit,  who,  when  a  Jew  crossed 
their  path,  relieved  their  feelings  by  ridicule  and  horse- 
play. 

This  was  the  audience  for  whom  Shakespeare  wrote — 
intolerant,  bigoted,  and  ignorant.  How,  then,  can  it  be 
maintained  that  he  meant  the  part  to  provoke  sympathy  ? 
If,  however,  a  low  comedian  were  to  play  the  part  to-day, 
making  it  a  humorous  character,  he  would  be  hissed  off  the 
stage.  The  public  have  grown  more  tolerant,  education 
has  broadened  their  sympathies,  and  they  do  not  now 
condemn  a  man  for  his  belief.  So  the  reading  of  the 
characters  of  Shakespeare's  plays  must  necessarily  reflect 
the  spirit  of  the  age  in  which  they  are  produced,  exceiiting 
to  those  who  study  the  Elizabethan  age  in  all  its  phases. 

Had  your  critic  undertaken  this  preliminary  study,  he 
might  not  have  found  Mr.  Poel's  suggestion  so  laughable ; 
he  would  at  least  have  understood  the  reason  that  prompted 
it. — I  am,  &c.,  Alfred  J.  Wareing. 

119,  Cheapside,  E.G. 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  8. 

It  cinnot  be  said  that  thU  competition  has  been  successful.  We 
have  received  many  lists,  but  the  authors  thereof  have  all,  in  one 
respect  or  another,  gone  astray.  As  an  example  we  may  cite 
Matthew  Arnold's  poem  "  Dover  Beach,"  which  someone  includes 
under  the  headings  "  Kent."  That  is  not  what  U  required  in  making 
a  literary  map  of  Eogland.  We  have,  however,  compiled  from  the 
various  replies  sent  in  one  long  list;  but  its  deficiencies  are  mire 
noticeable  almost  than  its  inclusions,  although  it  has  some  interest 
of  its  own.  Essex  has  no  place,  it  will  be  observed— Mr.  Baring 
Gould's  Mfhalah  might  have  been  mentioned — and  London  is  omitted 
because  there  is  too  much  material.  London,  indeed,  might  have  a 
competition  to  itself.  Here  is  the  composite  list,  the  largest  con- 
tributor to  which  is  Miss  Helen  Hart,  Ruswarp,  near  Whitby,  to 
whom,  therefore,  a  cheque  for  one  guinea  has  been  sent ; 

NORTHUMHEBLAND. 

General.    Sir  W.  Besant.     "  Dorothy  Forster." 
Tjinpaide.    H.  Pease.     'The  Mark  of  the  De'il." 
Yorkshire. 

Cdne  Valley.  I  charlotte  Bronte.     "  Jane  Eyre  "  and  "  Shirley." 
Spin.  Valley.  1 

Bolton  Ahhey.    W.  Wordsworth.     '■  White  Doe  of  Rylstone." 
Spen,  Valley.    Emily  Bronto.     "  Wuthering  Heights." 

„  Annie  Bronte.     '■  Tenant  of  Wildfell  Hall." 

„  Halliwell  Sutcliffe.    "  Man  of  the  Moors." 

Couningshoro'.    Sir  Walter  Su-ott.     "Ivanhoe." 
Knareshorough.    Bulvver  Lytton.     "  Eugene  Aram." 
Wennleydale.    Mary  Beaumont.     "  Joan  Seton." 
Cleveland  (^Dan  hi/).    Canon  Atkinson.     ■'  Forty  Years  in  a  Moor- 
land Parish." 
Barnard  Cattle  Dixtrict.    Charles  Dickens.    "  Nicholas  Niokleby." 

,,  Sir  Walter  Scott.     "  Rokeby." 

Whitby.    Mrs.  daskell.     "  Sylvia's  Lovers." 

„  Mary    Linskill.      •'  Havcn-undt-r-the-Hill,"    "  Between 

H'-'ither    and    Northern    Sea,"    and 
"  Tales  of  the  Xorth  Riding." 
Middlelitm.    Bulwer  Lytton.     ■•  La.st  of  the  Barons," 


Lincolnshire. 
Charles  Dickens.     •'  Bleak  House." 
Tennyson.    ''  Locksley  Hall "  and  "  Gardener's  Daughter." 

Norfolk. 
Yar month.    Charles  Dickens.    "  David  Copperfield." 
NoriBieh.    Rider  Haggard.     "Joan  Haste." 
„  George  Borrow.     '•  Lavengro." 

Suffolk. 
Aldboroiif/h.    George  Crabbe.    "  The  Borough." 

Kent. 
Kent  MargJtes.  )  j^^^.^^^^   ("Great    Expectations"    and    "David 
■  Dovei:  I  '  I        Copperfield." 

Tiiiih ridge  Wells.    Thackeray.     "The  Virginians." 

Meredith.     "  The  Tale  of  Chloe." 
Pdnx/iurtft.    Sir  P.  Sidney.     "Arcadia." 

Sussex. 
TLutinyt.    Bulwer  Lytton.     "  Harold." 
Brighton.    H.  Ainsworth.     "Ovingde  in  Grange." 
Simth  Doirim.    Jefferies.     "Dewy  Morn." 

Hampshire. 
fielhiirni.    Gilbert  White.     "  Selborne." 
Whinketter.    Anthony  Trollope.     "  Barchester  '  Novels. 

„  T.Hardy.     "Tess." 

Boil  mem  11th.    Sir  W.  Besant.    ''The  Seamy  .Side." 
Alton.    J.Austen.     "Pride  and  Prejudice. ' 

Dorsetshire. 
William  Barnes.    "Poems." 
Weymouth.    Hardy.     "The  Trumpet- Major." 
Portland  Bill.    Hardy.     "  The  Pursuit  of  the  Well-Beloved." 

Devonshirb. 
Pymo'ith.    Charles  Kingiley.     "  Westward  Ho  !  " 

„  Henry  Kingsley.     "  Geoffrey  H  imlyn." 

E-rmoor.    R.  D.  Blackmore.     "  Lorna  Doone,"  "Christowell,''  etc. 

„  E.  Philpotts.     "  Children  of  the  Mist. ' 

Xorth  Devon  and  Dirt  moor.    Lucas  Malet.     "  Wages  of  Sin." 

„  „  Baring  Gould.  "  .Tohn  Herring,  ■  &c. 

„  „  O'Niell.     "  Devonshire  Idylls." 

„  „  Whyte-Melville.     "  Kiterfelto." 

„  „  Baring  Gould  "In  Taunton  Town." 

„  „  E.    D.    Blackmore.     "  Cripps    the 

Carrier." 
Clocelly.    C.  Kingsley.     "  Two  Years  Ago." 

Cornwall. 
Quiller-Couch.    "  The  Delectable  Duchy,"  &c. 
Chirles  Kingsley.     "  Two  Years  Ago." 
B.  Gould.     "  In  the  Roir  of  the  Sea." 
B.  Gould.     "  The  Red  Spider." 

Somersetshire. 
Bath.    Thackeray.     "  Pendennis. ' 

„        Dickens.     "  Pickwick." 

„        Jane  Austen.     "  Northanger  Abbey." 

„        Henry  Fielding.     "  Tom  Jones." 

„        Conan  Doyle.     "  Micah  Clarke." 

.,        Marshall.     "  Under  the  Mendips." 
Gloucestershire. 
Tewkeshiry.    Mrs.  Cralk.     "  John  Halifax." 
Old  Bristol.    "  In  Colston's  Days." 
Bristol.    T.  E.  Brown.     "  Poems." 

Cheshire. 
Kiiutsford.    Mrs.  Gaskell.     "Cranford." 
Nantieieh.    B.  Gould.     "  Queen  of  Love." 

Lancashire. 
North  Lancaihire.    Mrs.  Gaskell.   "  North  and  South  "  and  "  Marj| 

Barton." 
„  M.  E.  Francis.     "  A  North  Country  VillsRe.' 

Eochdule,    Clegg.     "  David's  Loom." 
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WESTMORKLASn. 

Wordsworth.    "  Poems." 

Ketwick,    E.  Lyall.    "  Hope  the  Hermit." 

„  Collinirwood.    ''The  Bondwoman." 

„  Humphry  Ward.    "  Robert  Elsmere." 

CU.MIIEBLANI). 

Hn.  H.  Ward.    "  Helbeok  of  Bannisdale." 

Derhysuiue. 
Sir  W.  Scott.    "  Poveril  of  the  Peak." 

NOTTlNOHAMSHIttB. 

SirW.  Soott.    "Ivanhoe." 

Staffobdbhibe. 
PotterUt.    Mrs.  Birohenough.    "  Potsherds." 

Warwickshire. 
George  Eliot.    "  Scenes  of  Clerical  Life." 
Sir  W.  Scott.     "  Konilworth." 
Rvghij.    T.  Hughes.    "  Tom  Brown's  Schooldays." 

„         G.  Eliot.    "  Middlemaroh  "  and  "  Silas  Marner." 

BCCKINQHAMSHIBK. 

Mm.  H.  Ward.    "  Marcella." 

Leicestershire. 
Ailiby-dc-la-Zdiirhc.    Sir  W.  Soott.    "Ivanhoo." 

OXFOKDSHIUB. 

Sir  W.  Soott.    "  Woodstock." 

T.  Hughes.    "  Tom  Brown  at  Oxford." 

M.  Arnold.    "  Thyrais "  and  "  The  Scholar  Gyp^y." 

tlxfiml.    T.  Hardy.     "  Jude,  the  Obscure." 

„  Shorthouse.    "  John  Inglesant." 

„  Cuthbert  Bede.    "  Verdant  Green." 

„  Rhoda  Broujjrhton.     "  Belinda." 

Bebk.shihe. 
T.  Hughes.    "  Scouring  of  the  Whits  Horse." 

"  Pages  from  a  Private  Diary." 

Miss  Mitford.     "  Our  Village." 
Harrison  Ainsworth.    "  Windsor  Castle." 

Wiltshire. 
llarlborougli.    S.  Weyman.     "  The  Castle  Inn." 

„  Marshall.     "  Under  Salisbury  Spire." 

„  Richard  Jefferies.      ''Story  of  My  Heart,"  and 

other  books. 
Middlesex. 
Bulwer  Lytton.    "  Last  of  the  Barons." 

SnRUEY. 

R.  D.  Blaokmore.    "  Dariel,"  "  Kit  and  Kitty." 

Meredith.    "  Diana  of  the  Crosswoys,"  "  One  of  Our  Conquerers," 


4.  Bat  the  chickeni  were  wiser. 


&c. 

Isle  of  Wight. 
Maxwell  Gray.    "  Silence  of  Dean  Maitland." 

Isle  of  Man. 
Hall  Caine.     "  Manx  Man,"  &o. 
T.  E.  Brown.     "  Poems." 

Scilly  Isles. 
Besant.    "  Armorel  of  Lyonesse." 

Competition  No.  9. 

This  week,  in  response  to  several  requests,  we  give  another  paper 
of  search  ciuestions.  The  ten  passages  (juoted  below  form  the  con- 
dading  words  of  ten  well-known  or  standard  works  of  fiction. 


I. 
2. 


"  Papa,  come  !  " 

"  His  fate  was  destined  to  a  foreign  strand, 
A  paltry  fortress  and  an  '  humble '  hand  ; 
He  left  the  name  at  which  tho  world  grew  pale. 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  Tale." 


6.  Hia  wife,  tho  Lady  Alexandrina,  Is  to  be  MMa  in  the  ono-hofW 
carriage  with  her  mother  at  Baden-Baden. 


6.  And  I  have  by  me,  foi  my  comfort,  two  ttraoge  white  flowen — 
shrivelled  now,  and  brown,  and  flat,  and  brittle— to  witnem  that 
even  when  mind  and  strength  had  gone,  gratitude  and  a  mutnal 
tenderness  still  lived  on  in  the  heart  of  man. 


7.  But,  taking  a  glance  at  the  others  of  her  late  company  of  actor*, 
she  compresses  her  lips. 


8.  Bat,  in  spite  of  these  deilcienciei',  the  wishes,  the  hope*,  the 
confidence,  the  predictions  of  the  small  band  of  true  friends  who 
witnessed  the  ceremony,  were  fully  answered  in  the  perfect  bap- 
piness  of  the  union. 


9.  '-You  see,  I  know !    I  have  been  a  sinner  myielf." 


10.  What  do  ijou  thiuk  it  was  7 


To  all  of  onr  readers  who  name  correctly  the  authors  of  tho  fore- 
going extracts,  or  a  sufficient  proportion  of  them,  and  the  books  in 
which  they  figure,  will  be  sent  a  copy  of  Limilon  in  Song,  an 
antholcy  of  poetry  in  praise  of  London,  compiled  by  Mr.  Wilfred 
Whitten.  Answers,  addressed  "  Literary  Competition,  The  ACADEMY, 
43,  Chancery-lane,  W.C.,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post 
of  Tuesday,  December  (i.  Each  answer  must  be  accompanied  by  the 
coupon  to  be  found  at  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of  p.  3.')4,  and 
we  rely,  of  course,  on  our  readers*  sense  of  what  is  fair  not  to 
communicate  the  solution  to  others.  All  answers  must  be  the 
result  of  independent  research. 


The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An  Offer  to  Authors. 
The  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion 
with  the  AcADBMY  invite  works  iu  MS.  for  consideration. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorioua.  No  fee  for  reading  and 
reporting,  or  for  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  was  set  forth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  an  assumed  name  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "Academy  Bureau" 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  should  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  applies  only  to  books  that 
have  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors 
of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MS8.  submitted  to 
them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss.  They 
cannot  enter  into  correspondence  with  authors  on  the  subject 
of  books  criticised  in  tho  Bureau,  or  as  to  completed  agree- 
ments. 


3.  Such  are  the  changes  which  a  few  yoars  bring  about,  and  so  do 
tilings  pass  away,  like  a  tale  that  is  told  I 


Confessions.  By  H.  C. 

On  further  consideration  of  this  novel,  which  was  noticed  in 
these  columns  last  week,  the  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  have 
arranged  that  a  proposal  for  publication  shall  bo  made. 
Skluy.  By  E.  F. 

This  work  is  described  by  the  author  as  "  a  pathological 
morality."  We  never  before  heard  of  such  a  thing ;  but,  having 
read  the  whole  writing,  we  know  what  the  lady  means.  It  is 
an  entertainment  of  a  new  kind.  A  surgeon  loves  the  Matron 
of  tho  hospital  in  which  he  works.  At  least,  he  thinks  he  doe*. 
The  Matron  is  not  so  sure.     She  herself  is  a  Christian ;  he  is  a 
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theist.    The  Burgeon's  imderstanding  of  love  is  ethereal ;  hers 
is  that 

Love  is  a  clambering  plant : 
Just  as  the  creeper  is  rooted  in  earth, 
Love  must  be  rooted  in  physical  passion. 
As  it  is  hard  for  a  lady  who  is  a  Christian  sensualist  to  wed  a 
man  who  believes  neither  in  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  nor 
in  the  Satanists,  the  Matron  does  not  accept  the  Surgeon's 
proposal  of  marriage.  What  happens  afterwards  does  not 
concern  the  general  reader  of  these  notes.  Enough  has  been 
said  to  indicate  that  E.  F.  is  an  original  and  daring  thinker. 
Her  originality,  in  its  early  manifestations,  scandalised  us. 
We  feared  that  we  were  undergoing  the  misfortune  of  being 
made  acquainted  with  a  new  expert  in  the  facile  philosophy  of 
prurience.  We  were  wrong.  The  romance,  which  is  for  the 
most  part  in  verse,  is  as  frank  as  Congieve  was;  and,  strange 
to  say,  it  has  not  a  little  of  Cougreve's  talent.  The  versifica- 
tion here  and  there  is  brilliantly  witty ;  and,  impleasant  as  the 
theme  of  the  work  is,  the  work  itself  is  not  unwholesome. 
That  is  our  own  view ;  but  it  would  not  be  the  view  of  Mudie 
and  Mr.  Smith.  We  should  act  unjustly  if  we  arranged  for 
publication  of  a  work  which  those  great  agents  would  reject. 

The  Weddimj  of  the  Rose,  by  C.  S.  W. ;  The  Way  that  Few 
May  Find,  by  "  Manuscripts "  ;  A  Life  and  an  Incident,  by 
Feo  Napier ;  With  Open  Eyes,  by  A.  E. ;  The  Conquest  of  Juliet 
Menzies,  by  M.  A.  Drew;  A  Share  in  a  Woman,  by  Mary 
Willing ;  Mother  Earth,  by  Zwei ;  The  Storm  Bride,  and  Other 
Tales,  by  Torquil ;  Mr.  Carmichael  Sloane,  by  S.  S. ;  Changed 
Hands,  by  Mars ;  Sarsanet  and  Co.,  by  B.  E. ;  Until  the  End, 
by  H.  O'B.  B. ;  A  High  School  Mistress,  by  L.  B. ;  Short  Stories, 
by  J.  S. — —We  cannot,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  deal  with  any  of 
these  MSS.  Every  one  of  them  is  too  meagre  in  the  matter  of 
bulk.  Publishers  have  found  that,  unless  the  author  is  a  person 
of  high  and  known  rank  in  literature,  it  is  practically  impossible 
to  succeed  with  a  volume  of  fiction  which  contains  less  than 
sixty  thousand  words.  That  is  sad ;  but  authors  must  face 
the  fact.  Quality,  instead  of  quantity,  ought  to  be,  and 
ultimately  is,  the  criterion  in  literature ;  but,  in  the  cases  of 
authors  whose  names  are  not  popularly  known,  there  is  at 
present  no  sufficient  means  of  applying  it  to  published  works 
which  are  quantitatively  small.  The  bookseller  stands  in  the 
way.  He  teUs  the  publisher's  traveller  that  he  cannot  find 
customers  for  an  unknown  writer's  work  which  is  offered  either 
in  a  minute  volume  or  "  bumped  out  "  by  the  printer  to  make 
it  seem  larger  than  it  really  is  ;  and  the  bookseller  speaks  the 
truth.  Certain  enterprising  publishers  endeavoiu-ed  to  meet 
the  public  view  by  issuing  short  novels  at  prices  ranging  from 
Is.  6d.  to  3s.  6d. ;  but  most  of  these  series  have  been  closed. 
We  have  written  thus  fully  on  the  subject  in  order  that 
no  one  should  be  discouraged.  There  is  real  merit  in  some 
of  the  little  works  mentioned  in  the  list  above.  The  author 
of  The  Storm  Bride,  for  example,  has  an  excellent  style ;  and 
it  is  a  pleasure  to  teU  him  that  he  has. 


*  « 


Several  cnticums  are  held  over  for  lack  of  apace. 


Announcements. 

Mr.  Max  Pembeeton's  new  serial  story,  "The  Garden  of 
Swords,"  will  appear  in  CasseU'a  Magazine,  commencing  in  the 
Christmas  Number. 

Messrs.  Cassell  &  Company  will  pubUsh  at  the  end  of  the 
present  month  an  Autobiography  of  Dr.  Newman  Hall. 

On  December  15  Messrs.  Lawrence  &  Bullen,  Ltd.,  pub- 
lishers of  the  Encyclopedia  of  Sport,  will  issue  the  Sportsman's 
Year  Book,  edited  by  C.  S.  Colman,  sub-editor  of  the  Ency- 
dopcedia,  and  by  A.  H.  Windsor. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending-  Thursday,  December  i. 

THEOLOGICAL  AND  BIBLICAL. 

Hdmaok  (Dr.  A.),  History  of  Dogma (Williams  &  Norgate)  10/1 

Bright  (W.),  Some  Aspects  of  PrimitiTe  Charch  Life (Longmans)    6/0 

HISTORY  AND  BIOGRAPHY. 

Darby  (Rev.  J.  L.),  Chester  Cathedral  (Isbister)    1/0 

Butler  (A.  J.),  Bismarck :   The  Man,  the  Statesman  (2  vols.) 

(Smith,  Elder)  32/0 

Besant  (Sir  W.),  South  London  (Chatto) 

Miintz  (E.),  Leonardo  da  Vinci  (2  vols.) (Heinemann) 

Ru£E  (J.  B.),  The  Confession  of  Catherine  Sforza  (Dent)    4/6 

Vil)art(Col.  E.),  The  Sepoy  Mutiny ..(Smith,  Elder;    7/C 

Delia  Rocca  (Gen.  E.),  The  Autobiography  of  a  Veteran  (Unwin)  21/0 

Carlyle  (T.),  Historical  Sketches (Chapman  &  Hall)  10/8 

Biagi  (G.),  The  Last  Days  of  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley (UnwinI    6/0 

Bradley  (C),  The  Remiuiscences  of  Frank  Gillard (Arnold)  18/0 

Gearey  (C),  Royal  Friendships (Digby,  Long) 

Fitchett  (W.  H.),  Fights  for  the  Flag  (Smith,  Elder) 

Gregorovius  (f.).  The  Emperor  Hadrian (Macmillan)  12/J 

Donisthorpe  (W.),  Down  the  Stream  of  Civilisation (Newnes)    6/0 

Phipson  (Dr.  T.  L.),  Voice  and  Violin :  Remiaisceaces (Chatto)    6/0 

Vignoles  (O.  J.),  Memoir  of  Sir  Robert  P.  Stewart (Marshall)  net    7/6 

Palmer  (R.),  Memorials  Personal  and  Political  (2  vols.)  ...(Sfacmillan)  net  25/0 

POETRY,  CRITICISM,  BELLES-LETTRES. 

Evans  (S.),  In  Quest  of  the  Holy  Graal  (Dent)    3/8 

Hurrell(W.),  Poems— Pygmalion (Marshall) 

Francke  (K.),  Glimpses  of  Modern  German  Culture    (Dodd,  Mead) 

Fitzgerald  (W.),  Shadows  and  Other  Poems (Longmans)    3/8 

"An  Apologist,"  The  Bpio  of  Humanity (Kcgan  Paul)    7/6 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Burnett  (F.  H.),  The  Captain's  Youngest,  &c (Warne) 

Macquoid  (K.  S.),  A  Ward  of  the  King  (Long)  6/0 

Bolton  (Mrs.  R.  D.),  Grannie's  Wonder  City (Marshall) 

Trapmann  (L.),  The  Spoofah  and  The  Antidote (Sands  &  Co.)  6/0 

Stoddard  (W.O.),  Chumley's  Post (Warnet  2/« 

Stockton  (P.  R.),  Captain  Chap  (Warne)  2/8 

Fenwick  (Mrs.),  The  Bad  Family,  and  Other  Stories    (Richards)  3/8 

Buckman-Linard  (8.),  My  Horse;  My  Love (Unwin)  3/6 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Brdte  (J.  dela),MonOncle  etMon  CurS (Macmillan)    2/8 

SoUel  (L.),  French  Commercial  Correspondence  (Kegan  Paul)    3/6 

Wachenhu.sen  (H.),  Vorn  Ersten  BisJZurn  Letzen'Schuss  (Macmillan)    2/6 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOGRAPHY. 

Young  (A.),  Summer  Sailings  by  an  Old  Yachtsman (Douglas)  net  10/6 

Bradley  (A.  G.),  Highways  and  Byways  in  North  Wales (Macmillan)    6/0 

Warkworth  (Lord),  Notes  from  a  Diary  in  Asiatic  Turkey (Arnold)  21/0 

Forster  (R.  H.),  The  Amateur  Antiquary  (Gay  &  Bird)    6/0 

NichoU  (E.  M.),  Observations  of  a  Frenchwoman    (Macmillan)    6/0 

Oayley-Webster  (H.),  Through  New  Guinea (Unwin)  21/0 

SCIENCE,  NATURAL  HISTORY,  PHILOSOPHY,  ETC. 

MUUer  (Rt.  Hon.  F.  M.),  Ramakrishna    (Longmans)  5/0 

James  (W.),  Human  Immortality (Constable)  2/6 

Allen  (G.),  Flashlights  on  Nature (Newnes)  6/0 

SursumCorda:  A  Defence  of  Idealism (Macmillan)  3/(1 

NEW  EDITIONS. 

Edwards  (J.),  A  Treatise  Concerning  the  Religions  Affections (Melrose)    3/6 

Can'oU  (L.),  Abce's  Adventures  in  Wonderland  (Macmillan)    6d. 

Dickens  (C),  Mugby  Junction— No  Thoroughfare— Somebody's  Luggage 

— The  Wreck  of  the  Golden  Mary — The  Seven  Poor  Travellers 

(Chapman  &  Hall)  each    1/6 

Collins (C.  W.),  Saint  Simon;  HaseU  (E.  J.),  Calderon (Blackwood) 

Cooper  (J.  F.),  The  Deerslayer— The  Path-Ender— The  Prairie— The  Last 

of  the  Mohicans— The  Pioneers    (Warne) 

Gray  (T.),  Elegy  Written  in  a  Country  Chrachyard (Dent 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Boland  (M.  A.),  The  Century  Invalid  Cookery  Book  (Unwin) 

Wyld  (G.),  Mesmerism,  Hypnotism,  &c.   (Kegan  Paul)  net    1/0 

Winslow  (L.  F.),Mad  Humanity (Pearson) 

Harrison  (W.),  "Thomas  Moore"  Anecdotes  ...(Jarrold)    3/6 

Aubrey  (F.),  Strange  Stories  of  the  Hospitals    (Pearson)    2/6 


*  * 


The   new    novels   of   the 
catalogued  elsewhere. 


week,   numbering  sixteen,   are 
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MESSRS.    METHUEN'S    NEW    BOOKS. 


THE    GREAT    BOOK    OP    THE    DAY. 

"MUCH  OK  IT  IH  A  REVHr.ATION." 

THROUGH  ASIA.    By  Sven  Hedin,  Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society. 

Wilh  JiKI  Illu.ttrnti'nB  frniii  Sketi'liow  ami  I'hotOKmpliM  Ijy  the  Autlic.r.  nii<l  Mnpii.     t  voU..  td.vbI  hv...  :«;•.  net. 
Tho  bixik  1»  deiliciilcd,  by  p<.rini«iun,  lu  H.ll.ll.  lliu  PRINCE  of  WAI.KJ. 


"  It  would  bo  diflloiil'  to  mention  ary  book  of  travel  rovcriPK  >^o  PxlonHive  a 
field  ricber  in  HubBtaTitiui  inioimatimi.  interest,  and  enlertainiuent  from  bepin* 
niDjrloend.  Much  of  it  in  a  rovelHiinn  ;  th«-ro  are  few  rcadbrn  wlio  will  nol 
fliiil  in  it  Hoinetbinf^  ntw  and  i  u^freHtivn.  It  in  one  of  thoHO  rare  bookH  of  travel 
t)iat  one  iH  lotli  to  lay  down.  It  tu  imi)oBFibIo  to  Rive  an  ndeiiunte  idea  of  the 
richnefH  of  the  contentH  of  tbis  book,  nor  of  iiH  aboundinjf  tutractiona  an  a 
ptory  of  ti'avol,  tinfliirpn^eed  in  fieo^rajtbical  and  human  intet^Bt.  Altogether 
the  woik  iH  one  whirb  in  »olidily,  novelty,  and  interest  ntUHt  take  a  first  rank 
anu>nf7  publications  of  its  cla^s.  — 2'i?ntfj». 

"  The  couiitrieB  tiaversod  embrace  at  leart  three  widely  difTcrinftr  refnions,  a 
journey  tbrouirh  any  of  which,  told  as  tho  author  trolls  it,  would  place  htm  In 
the  first  raihk  of  trave'lots.    He  had  no  lack  of  thrilling  adventures," 

Alketiaum. 
"  In  these  magnificent  volumes  we  have  the  most  important  contribution  to 
Central  Ahian  geography  n)ade  f<  r  many  years.    Intensely  interesting  as  a  talo 
of  tr&vti.''— i*»jLicc^a/ur 
I^^L^'  The  book  is  written  in  a  masterly  wtiy."—Lilerature, 


'  It  will  unilniibiedly  take  rank  n>  one  of  Um  inoM  ranuutkbla  book*  o< 
travel  of  the  coiitury,"--/>ai^i^  ChrtmicU. 

"  Ther*  !■  not  a  chapter  which  is  without  ita  human  or  It*  KHantUb)  InUmt. 
The  roooid  of  Dr,  Hadin'a  Joarney  ia  aa  ihiilling  «•  it  la  imlnictlvt.  We  know 
of  no  mom  appalling  and  ntaliatic  account  of  the  •utrcringa  of  a  ahipwrtekad 
oamvan  in  the  na  of  Mml  than  hia  account  of  hia  deaparau  marob  from  Vba 
laatcamp  to  thajiool  iti  the  dry  bod  of  the  KbolanKlaria."— ^a/<  Mall  O—ttl: 

"No more  Impoitant  or  more  absorbioK  work  of  Aahitio  travel  baa  bam 
published  during  the  last  thirty  years  than  ihis,  abounding  in  inlrreat  for  tba 
ordinary  reader,  the  traveller,  tne  geographer,  the  aportflin.n,  and  tba  ethno- 
logist."- -Sporting  and  jJramatic  Xeut, 

"  These  volnmoH  are  of  ahaorblng  and  fascinating  inlcrest,  their  matter  la 
wonderful,  and  Dr.  lUilin's  style  ia  surcharged  with  that  atroog  and  allurlDg 
personality  that  makea  hoara  spent  In  reading  like  minutes  " 

Birmingham  Post. 

"Tetany  one  who  ia  dfsiroua  to  learn  about  the  wfii'lerfiil  continent  of 
Asia  as  no  one  oUe  can  teach  him  hoy  and  read  thia  work."—  Vnmity  fair. 

"  We  never  read  a  more  fascinating  or  more  thrilling  hoot."— lloukman. 


"  FASCINATINO  AS  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT."  "A  NOBLE  NARRATIVE."  "A  MASTERPIECE." 

CHITRAL :   the  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.     By  Sir  G.  S.  Robertson,  E.C.S.I. 

With  numerous  llUiNtralions  and  a  Map.     Demy  8to,  3l«.  ncU 


"Whiten  with  n  graphic  HtreDK*h  and  ft(c*oial  hamntir  Mldotn  fonnd  In  • 
narrative  of  tho  kind ;  it  should  become  a  classic  of  frontier  Utcrature  " 

8cot»man, 

*'  As  faarinating  ns  Sir  Walter  Scott's  best  flction."— Z>at{jr  Telegraph. 

*'Tbe  book  is  capital  roadinj;.  It  is  as  full  of  bairbreaitbe*rn[>fsand  dsnbinfr 
feats  of  coarafTO  and  axldress  as  any  romance,  and  picinreiuiuo  incidents  and 
vividly  (Iraiuntic  fpJHodcH  sre  to  t)e  found  in  every  chapter,  'rhonirh  the  ftorr 
is  full  of  t^gKtini;  nrd  bifK>d^bpd,  its  friimnoKH  is  relieved  by  the  pleasant  touch 
of  humour  which  runs  thronK^h  it8  paffes,  by  the  '  bomsn  iiitetetti '  which  Cbe 
author  cotitrivcH  to  xtcd  over  itie  piincipal  nrd  Hub^irdiTiate  |)er»r>n4(fe#,  nvtive 
and  Eurufean,  in  his  drsma,  snfl  by  the  li^htnei's  and  iocldity  of  biH  ntjle. 
The  book  is  ^cod  ht«rnture  as  well  as  good  history."—/  all  Mall  Oazett'. 

**  Any  one  proud  of  bis  oame  oa  Enfflisbman  may  read  in  tbeae  atirHnft 

chapterH  abundant  justification  for  bis  pride A  book  which  deaenres  a  place 

among  the  military  chronicles  which  will  \\ye.*'—Qlobe. 

'•  Every  page  is  quick  with  heroism."— Ok</oo*. 

**A  fascinating  description  of  a  drama  of  stirring  %c«ne».**— Daily  OropkiCt 

**  One  of  the  very  1>e»t  l>ooks  ever  written  about  our  frontier  operations.  It 
is  a  narrHtive  of  dramatic  e%'entn,  written  with  power,  knowledge,  and  homoor, 
in  a  style  ibtib  is  nothing  less  than  maaterfol.*'— JVavy  and  Armjf  Illustrated, 


"A  mastorp'occ  of  narrative.  The  Hlyle  cannot  he  over-praiFed.  Its 
simplicity,  directness,  vigour,  pictnresciueneps,  and  bamour,  together  wnb  the 
ever-prf  tent  while  light  of  the  true  soldier  Hpirit,  place  this  *  st ory  of  a  minor 
siege  '  among  tie  ver.v  best  books  of  its  class  that  have  been  written  in  mcdem 
times." — VftHy  Chronicle. 

••  There  it*  througtont  a  clash  of  hnnd-lo-hnnd  fighting a  terrible  realism 

which  rerdtrs  this  ftory  of  a  minor  siege  OLe  of  t^e  mott  stirring  military* 

narratives  written  in  our  time.    The  crownirg  expldit maket*  one  hold  ('ne's 

breath  us  one  turns  each  page.  The  aduiitHble  illustrations  aud  maps  must  be 
diemipsed  with  a  worrt  of  hearty  prai*<e." — Timet. 

"A  noble  rairative." — Literary  World. 

"A  Hulei.did  story,  splendidly  told."— CnVrV. 

•'  Qnu'tly  butentlirBllingly  the  story  telle  xtt^viX^.**— Sketch. 

**  A  very  fngcinating.  a  aineularly  riolighltui  I  orik."—Gla*ffOV}  Herald. 

"  The  withuciastic  Hilmirntion  ot  the  itader  ctrnnot  fail  to  be  trouted.  An 
admirable  record."— .VorH»»jf  Pott. 

*' Not  since  the  nppeatance  of  Lord  Robtitt^'s  *Forty-cne  Years*  have  we 
had  a  record  of  Indian  warfsre  which  canle  cdnparcd  in  its  vital  narrative 
intercut  with  the  glowing  and  moving  story  of  a  minor  siege,  thin  inaprcpsively 
hnm»-n  record  of  heroic  tndurance  and  vahniit  performance,  dcscriUd  wilb  a 
dramatic  teivour  which  grips  the  heart-eirings."— 2Jat7y  Matt. 

THE    AVENGING    OP    GORDON. 

THE   DOWNFALL  of  the   DERVISHES :    a  Sketch  of  the  Sudan  Campaign  of  1898. 

Ity  K.  N.  BKNNETT,  Fellow  of  Hertford  College,  Oxford.     With  4  Sketch  Maps  and  a  Photogravure  I\itnnt  of  the  Sirdar.    Orown  *»vo,  3a.  Cd.    The 
narrative  of  an  eye-witnees.  ^ 

NORTHWARD     OVER    the    GREAT    ICE.      By 

U.  K,  I'KAKV,  (iol.i  SU'.lalliBt  of  the  Royal  Gcograi.liical  Society.    With  overSOo  Il!u«- 
tnilHiUH.     1'  vols  ,  rojal  Hvo,  :t'jn.  net. 
"Thv  )HK<k  18  full  of  iutfrefctiiiK  matter— a  tale  of  brave  deeds  simply  tolil ;  abuDilaDtly 
illut.trfltt-<l  Willi  prii  ts  and  maim."-  SUmdard. 

'Willliikf  its  place  :unoUK  Uu.-  ;ftinianrut  literature  of  Arctic  exploratfon."— Timed. 
"It  yields  iitiihtTiniutfiKit  nor  in  ability  to  Nanseii'a  *  Fiirthebt  Noitb,'  while  its  results 
art'  no  IfM  valuable.""— 6'Ia«P'  w  Herald. 

"  Crowded  witb  adventure*  and  intensely  interertinsr  "—  World. 

"  An  exoitinK  and  thornugbly  well-atinngwl  book."— M,  Jaiwa'a  Gautte- 

TWENTY    YEARS    in    the    NEAR    EAST,      By 

A.  lULMK-ItKAMAN.     Hemy  8vo,  with  Portrait,  IDs.  i;.!. 
A  I'l-rsuDiil  NiirrativL-  of  KxperiureeM  ni  Syria,  Kgypt,  TurktiV,  and  the  Iliilkaa  Statea. 
"One  of  the  mi>8t  entertaiuniK  books  from  bt-ginoing  to  end  that  we  bave  had  in  our  hands 
fnra  louK  time.     It  is  unconventional  in  ^i  bi^b  ueuree  ;  it  is  writteu  with  saeanioua  butnour  ; 
It  is  full  of  adventures,  great  and  Binall,  aud  «needt)te8  without  nuintier."- /Joi^y  ChrtmieU. 

MEMOIRS  of  ADMIRAL  SIR  A.  COOPER   KEY. 

lU   A.imiral  1'.  H    (."LOMi;.     Willi  a  I'ortrail.     Deniy  Svo.  16«. 
"  An  ill  erthtnit;  an<l  »de>|UHtc  bi>  KiMpby  of  one  who  had  a  prominent  part  in  the  admiuis- 
tnitioM  of  the  Navy.    The  whole  book  i»  i  ue  of  the  greateet  interest."— 7  iniM. 

THE  DECLINE  and  FALL  of  the  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 


Bj  KIiWAItI)i;ll;110N.  A  Xrw 
l.y  .1.  II.  ItVKV,  I.I..1).,  Fellow  . 
In].,  ss.  f(i.  t-acli  ;  oioivii  8v.i.  ite.  eii 

ANNALS    of  ETON 


K.lition,  Eclitid. 
■f  Tnnitv  riJlugc, 
cli  ;  Vol.  VI. 


COLLEGE. 

Demy  8vo.  78.  «d. 


nth  Not. 
Dublin. 


.\(ipt'n<ii< 
n  7  vols. 


I'S.  ard  Map", 
iKiny  Hvo,  (lilt 


THREE    CHRISTMAS 
THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS 

riu   lMtr..l.i,;tl,.M.  Ii)    C.    11.    KIltTll, 


K.litu.l, 
K.  Ai.i 


r..l.i,;tl,.: 

i\  U  SVU,   I 


By 


By  W.  Sterry, 


M-A.    Witb  numerous  IlhiBtrali<-,--     „  ...    _. 

"A  most  attractive  and  admirably  ilhintrnted  account."— Oat/y  ChronicU. 
"Some  of  the  portraits  arc  of  extraordinary  int*Test."— Litera/uro. 

THE  KINGDOM  of  HEAVEN  HERE  and  HERE 

AFTKK.     Ily  Canon  WINTKKBuTH AM.  M.A.,  Il.Sr,,  LL.B.     Crown  Pvo.  3b.  (I.!. 

(rHrHlllMAN'S    LiHU.tBV. 

"A  rc-frfshiuglwok Kxecedingly  thoughtful  and  richly  suggestive."- Wioayow  HiralJ. 

A  GUIDE  to  PROFESSIONS  and  BUSINESS.    By 

GlaeffOXD  Herald. 

By    James    Williams, 


PRESENTS. 
By  John  Banyan. 

,  M.A.      With  S'  Ilhistt:»ti'.n«    l>jf 

ADVENTURES     in     WALLYPUG     LAND. 

C.  K.  KAICUoW.    Wilb  lUuKtnittonsby  Ahu  WriRhl.    Crown  Sro.  gilt  top, 

AN  OLD  ENGLISH  HOME.    By  S.  Baring-Gotdd. 

With  nnmerous  Plans  snd  Illustrations.    Crown  Kvo,  As. 

FICTION. 

"A    Sl'LENI'II)    ST<»!tV" 

THE   BATTLE    of  the  STRONG:  a  Romance  of 

Two  Kingdoms.     By  tilLBERT  PAKKEK     Tblnl  Edition.    Crown  8to.  Sil 
"  Mr.  OUhert  Parker  ku  a  master's  hantl  Id  weaving  the  thrvmds  of  romaotio  fletioa." 

Atily  CkromitU. 
"Such  asplondid  story,  so  tpleodidly  told,  willbenad  by  the  public  with  avidity,  and  will 
atldnew  honour  even  to  Mr.  Parker's  reputation  ."-A7.  James's  Gautlt. 

"  The  book  is  full  of  varied  emotion.    It  has  open-air  freshDeas,  It  has  stir  and  morement.'' 

Itailf  JVins*. 
"  Modem  fiction  has  few  finer  examples  of  the  perfect  woman.    It  is  splendidly  dramatic." 
"  Full  of  colour  and  spirit."— Jforninp  Pott.  [ScoU^oh. 

"  A  atroDg  aud  exciting  book.    It  has  vivid  life  and  ebaraeter,  a  romaatienllj  dramalie 
story,  and  a  Que  feminine  chanctcr  in  Gulda."— iMtly  Mail. 

DOMITIA.     By  S.  Baring-Gould,  Author  of  "The 

i:r.>..ni  Siuire,"ftc.    Crown  8to,  «».  [Seevnd  SdUtan^ 

"A  highly  aneorbing  Qoyel."-Fvbiic  hi'tnioft. 

"  Mr.  Barlng-Oould,  by  virtue  of  his  lurid  imagination,  has  given  a  forcible  pletore  of  toe 
honon  aud  heroism  of  ImperisJ  Rome  "- ^'pcrrntor 

THE  ANGEL  of  the  COVENANT.    By  J.  Maclaren 


COBBAN.    Crown  Svo,  As. 
"  The  book  has  scenes  of  dramatic  power  "-Jformiv  Potl. 


HENRY  JONES.    Crown  8vo,  U.  (J.1. 
"Thin  volume  cannot  fail  to  la-  welcomwl." 


VENTURES    in    VERSE. 

I'rll.'W  of  Lincoln  Colbiff.    Crown  Mvo,  ;{8.  6d. 

DANTE'S  GARDEN 

a  Fruiitispi-'Cf.    Fcap.  .syo,  L's.  K. 

READING  and  READERS 

lV;.p. -.vn.  -Ktkl. 
A  littlL-  book  of  princinlfs  and  hints  by  the  most  distinguished  of  living  reciters. 
Tboroughlv  sound  counsi-U.'—Si 
"An  t'Ztrvuely  ficusiblL-  little  Iwxil 


By  Rosemary  Cotes.    With 
By  Cliflford  Harrison. 


look."— " 


lianehaUr  Gvaniian. 


■'  Mr.  Cobban  has  achieved  awork  of  sncli  raie  dtstioctioa  that  there  is  nothinc  oompMalil* 
with  it  in  reont  Scottish  romance.  It  ts  a  great  histiwieal  pfctara,  in  whtdi  teet  UM  tUMV 
are  wcldeil  together  in  a  fine  nxUsatioa  of  the  spirit  of  tlw  tlme*.*^— Fall  Jfoll  C 

OWD   BOB,  the  0RE7  DOG  of  KENMUIR.     By 

ALFRF.n  III.I.IVANT.    Crown eT0,6i. 

"  As  a  mill  clog  BtoriM  slightly  bonus:  Mr.  OlllTaiU's story  amim  eonTictioL* 

" Tbe hamour  of  th<  book  <a  (mh  andhuojruit."— JTawtuMr  OiMTdtes.  JDtllgChltnUlt. 

"  Bt  all  means  let  our  readers  procur«  tbis  fine  romance ol  doci and  aua.  — OlMMfe. 

"  A^xiok  to  read  with  admiration,  and  to  i>rsi>e  wttb  enUmilann.*— Wp  si  MM. 

"  Pine  and  quaintly  original  fiction.    A  tale  of  d^-gs  and  m«a  whidh  ntaea  tM 
the  first.    Tbeie  sre  paaaagea  full  of  humour ;  others  ft  intense  pathos."- Llafrf'a. 

"  A  tale  or  brssthlesa  Interest.  palpiUting  with  life  and  full  of  Iniest  patlioa.    A 
addition  to  litelature.'— Aritisk  IfeeUr. 


A  VENDETTA  of  the  DESERT 

Crown  Sto.  3s.  fld. 


By  W.  C.  Scully. 


A  strong  aiM  touefains  story  of  Boer  life."— -li-adsmi'- 

One  of  the  beat  stories  Boath  Africa  ha*  yet  given  us."— Crittc 

A  Marf  cfaanuiteriMd  by  force,  poetry,  and  intimate  local  knowledfa,  - 


MUSiS^S.  METHUEN'a  NEW  BOOK  GAZETTE  and  CATALOGUE  tent  to  any  addr«*». 

METHUKN   &    CO.,    36,   Essex   Street,    Strand,    W.C. 
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BRITISH    BIRDS,    SKETCH    BOOK    of.      By  R. 

BOWDLKR  SHARPE,  LL.D.,  F.L.S.  272  pp.,  crown  4to,  with  Colouted 
Ilhistrations  liy  A.  F.  and  C.  Lj  don,  cloth  lioards,  14b.    [Ready  shortly. 

PARISH    PRIESTS    and    their    PEOPLE   in  the 

MIDDLE  ACKS  in  KNGI/AND.  By  the  Rev.  E.  L.  CUTT8.  D.D.  With 
i.umcious  lliutiiiuiti  s.    Icujy  Svo,  cloth  Iioarap.  7s.  «d. 

SIDE  LIGHTS  on  CHURCH  HISTORY.— HISTORY 

'  of  EARLY  CHRISTIAN  ART.    By  the  Rev.  E.  L.  CTJTTS,  D.D.    Demy 

8vo,  cloth  hoards,  fii^. 
**  This  compendium  is,  allowing  for  its  hrevity.  the  hegt  work  of  the  kind 
which  has  been  puhlished  in  Eiipl'sh.     Mr.  Cutts'shcok,  in  short,  is  at  once 
fresh,  readable,  and  deserving  to  be  icfiii."—Alhctietum. 

SIDE-LIGHTS    on    CHURCH    HISTORY.  —  THE 

LITURGY  and  RITUAL  of  ihe  ANTE-NICENE  CHURCH.  By  the 
Rev.  F.  E.  WARBEN,  is.D.,  F.S.4.    Demy  Svl',  cloih  boaids,  os. 

EARLY   CHURCH    CLASSICS.- ST.   POLYCARP, 

BI8H0P  of  SMYRNA.  By  the  Eev.  BLOMFIELD  JACKSON,  M.A. 
Small  post  8vo,  cloth  boards,  la. 

SELECTED  SERMONS.    From  Works  of  the  late 

Rev.  F.  B.  WOODWARD,  M.A.    giiiBll  post  8vo,  cloth  boards.  Is.  6d. 

SERMONS    of   the    late   DEAN    GOULBURN   on 

PT.  JOHN  BAPTIST.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  B.  COMPTON.  Email  post 
8vo,  cloth  boards.  Is.  6d. 

ART    PICTURES    from  the  OLD    TESTAMENT. 

Sunday  Rradings  for  the  Young.  A  Series  of  Ninety  lUustrationB  from 
Oiigintil  Dinwm^'S  by  the  late  Lord  l.tiphton,  the  late  Sir  E.  Burne- 
Jones.  Sir  E.  J.  Poynter,  G.  F.  Watts.  E.  Aimytage,  F.  Madox  Browne, 
8.  Solrinon,  Holni'an  Bnnt,  &c.  With  Letterpress  Descriptions  by 
ALEY  FOX.    -Ito,  cloth  boards,  68. 

HOLY  EUCHARIST,  The  EVIDENTIAL  VALUE  of 

the.  By  the  Eev.  G.  F.  MACLEAR,  D.D,  Fourth  Edition.  With  an 
Arpendix.    Cro'wn  6vo,  cloih  1)081(38,  4s. 

THE  BIBLE  in  the  LIGHT  of  TO-DAY.     By  the 

Rev.  CHARLES  CROSIEGH,  D.D.    Eemy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  6s. 

THEODORE  and  WILFRITH.    Lectures  delivered 

in  St.  Paul's  Cathedra!  in  December,  1896.    By  the  Eight  Rev.  G.  F. 

BROWNE,  D.D.,  D.C.L.,  Bishop  of  Bristol.    Small  post  Svo,  with  several 

Illustrations,  cloth  hoards,  3s.  6d. 
"The  Bishop's  polemic  is  stt;rdy  in  argument,  but  scrupulously  temperate 
in  tone,  and  it  need  hsroly  he  ^aId  tlat  be  illustrates  biB  thesis  with  great 
ecclesiastical  and  archEeological  learning." — Times. 


TIME  FLIES.     A  Reading  Diary.    By  Christina  G. 

EOSSETTI.  New  Edition.  Po^t  Svo,  buckram  boards,  top  edge 
gilt,  3b.  Od. 

V-ERSES.      By  Christina  G.   Rossetti.     Reprinted 

frtm  •Tnllcd  to  be  Saints,"  "  Tiwe  Flies."  ai  d  "  The  Face  of  the  Deep." 
Small  prst  8vo.  printed  in  red  and  blrtck,  on  hand-made  paper,  buckr.im, 
top  e'  gf  liilr,  'ar .  Cd.  ;  limp  loflii,  5-^. :  liujp  moiocco,  78.  6d. 

THE   FACE   of  the  DEEP.      A  Devotional  Com- 

mentny  rn  the  Aponalvpfe.  By  CHRISTINA  G.  ROSSETTI,  Author 
of  "  1  ime  Flies,"  Ac.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  b(  at  ds,  78.  6d. 

HISTORICAL  CHURCH  ATLAS.     Illustrating  the 

History  of  Eastfru  and  Weetein  Christmdom  until  tlie  Reformatinn,  snrt 
that  of  tlie  Anglican  Communion  until  the  Piesent  Day.  By  EDMUND 
McCLURE,  M.A.  Containii  g  18  Coloured  Maps  Ijeeides  some  50  Sketch 
Maps  in  the  Text.  4io,  cloth  boards,  leather  back,  IGs.  (A  useful  book 
for  a  Cltrpyroan.) 
"  TVe  one  hundred   Pid  th-rty  pages  of  lettiriiress,  into  which  the  fifty 

sketch  maps  are  incoi]  orated,  form  an  extrtmtly  cwreful  piece  of  compressed. 

work  designed  to  extla-n  the  large  mups      Ihfry  are,  in  fact,  an  epitomeof 

Church  history,  and  evtry  effort  ajipeaiK  to  have  bten  made  to  make  the  account 

precise  and  accurate."— Gwarrf^an. 

"A  great  deal  of  labour  and  sound  scholarship  hcs  gone  to  the  making  of 

this  eit\aa."—Academp. 

THE  ANCIENT  HEBREW  TRADITION  as  ILLUS 

TRATED  by  the  MONUMRNTS.    A  Piutf st  seainst  the  Modern  Scbfol 

of  Old  Testament  Criticism.     By  iJr.  FRITZ  tlOMMEL,  Professor  of 

Semitic  Languages  in  the  University  of  Munich.     Translated  from  the 

Rerman  by  EDMUND    McCLDRE,  M.A.,  and  LEONARD   CROSSLE. 

With  Map.      Large  post  Svo,  buckram  boards,  5s. 

"  Under  the  weight  of  Dr.  Hommel's  cumulative  e%  idence  the  latest  fortresg 

of  the  '  Higher  Criticism '  will  have  to  be  promptly  evacuated  or  surrendered  at 

discretion.     The  hook  has  been  admirably  translated  by  Mr.  McClure  and  his 

coadjutor."— Z'at?!/  Chronicle. 

"As  a  piotest  against  the  modem  school  of  Old  Testament  criticism  we 
cordially  commend  the  work  as  one  of  the  most  valuable  yet  published." 

I^atl  Mall  Gazette. 

PATRIARCHAL  PALESTINE.    By  the  Rev.  Prof. 

A.  H.  SAYCE,  Quetn's  College,  Oxford.    Crown  Svo,  with  Map,  buckram 

boards,  48. 
The  book  is  the  first  to  apply  tl  e  Tel-el-Amama  Tablets,  toth  published  and 
unpublisted,  towards  elucidating  the  condition  of  Sjria  at  this  period.    It  also 
contains  a  recent  and  important  revision  of  the  Kgyptian  Geographical  Lists 
Ijearing  on  Palestine. 

THE  "HIGHER  CRITICISM"  and  the  VERDICT 

of  the  MONUMENTS.    By  the  Rev.  Prof.  A.  H.  SAYCE,  Queen's  College, 
Oxford.    Fifth  Edition.    Demy  Svo,  buckram,  lievelled  beards,  78.  6d. 
**  A  reall.v  valuable  >  nd  impoj  tpnt  work  ;  perl  aps  the  best  which  Professor 
Sayce  has  yet  written." — Academy. 

THE  MESSAGE  of  PEACE,  and  other  CHRISTMAS 

SERMONS.  By  the  late  R.  "W.  CHURCH,  Dean  of  St.  Paul's.  Crown 
hvo,  on  hand-made  paper,  lop  edge  giit,  buckram  boards,  28.  Cd. ; 
imitation  crushed  morocco,  7s.  Od. 


THE      HOLY      GOSPELS. 

WITH    ILLUSTEATIONS    FEGM    THE    OLD    MASTEES    OF    THE    EGUETEENTH,    FIFTEENTH, 

AND    SIXTEENTH    CENTUEIES. 

The  Society  will  begin  to  publish  on  January  2,  1899,  an  Edition  of  the  Holy  Gospels,  fully  illustrated  with  world-renowned  Pioturee. 

The  lUustraticDs  will  be  made  np  of  a  selection  of  Masterpieces  of  the  religious  painters  of  the  Fourteenth,  Fifteenth,  and  Sixteenth  Centuries, 
thns  fninifhing  a  CoUectien  of  the  finest  Examples  of  Sacrtd  Art  produced  by  human  genius  since  the  beginning  of  the  Christian  Era. 

More  than  three  hundred  Woiks,  dealing  exclusively  with  the  events  of  our  Lord's  life,  have  been  chosen  from  among  the  greatest  examples  of  the 
Italian,  German,  Flemish,  ard  French  Schools  for  the  subject  of  theie  Illustrations.  These  Pictures,  distributed  as  they  are  amongst  the  Cburchea 
and  Galleries  of  the  civilised  world,  are  here  for  the  first  time  collected  together  and  presented  in  proximity  to  the  Sacred  Narrative  which  they  were 
intended  to  illustrate. 

Notes  dealing  with  the  Pictures  from  the  artistic  standpoint  will  be  contributed  by  M.  EUGENE  MUNTZ,  Member  of  the  French  Institute, 
whose  competence  for  the  task  need  hardly  be  insisted  on.  The  publication  will  also  include  a  Chronological  and  Biographical  Table  of  the  Painters 
whose  Works  are  reproduced,  and  a  Classified  List  of  the  Engravings.  The  Work  will  thus  be  at  once  an  invaluable  storehouse  of  religions  pictorial 
ideals  and  a  record  of  the  chief  masterpieces  of  Sacred  Art. 

The  eminent  firm  of  Messrs  Goupil  it  Co.  (Jean  Boussod,  Manzi,  Joyant  &  Co.)  are  responsible  for  the  execution  of  the  Work,  and  it  is,  therefore, 
needless  to  say  that  every  care  will  be  taken  in  its  production. 

The  Work  will  be  issued  in  TWENTY-FOUR  PARTS.  The  Parts  will  appear  at  intervals  of  a  Fortnight,  each  of  them  consisting  of  Sixteen 
Pages,  with  at  least  Ten  Illustrations  in  the  Text  and  Two  separate  Plates  printed  in  Two  Tints.  The  price  will  be  Is.  8d.  per  Part.  Part  I.  will 
appear  on  January  2.  3899,  and  the  whole  issue  of  the  Twentv-four  Parts  will  be  completed  in  December,  1899. 

THE  PARTS  WILL  NOT  BE  SOLD  SEPARATELY,  but  only  to  Subscribers  to  the  whole.  A  Foim  of  Subscription  may  be  had  on 
application. 

ARUNDEL    SOCIETY'S    PUBLICATIONS. 

The  SOCIETY  for  PROMOTING  CHRISTIAN  KNOWLEDGE  have  on  sale  the  Publications  of  the  Arundel  Society.  The  Stock  includes  . 
a  large  Selection  of  Superb  Reproductions  in  Colours  and  Monochrome  of  Masterpieces  by  GIOTTO,  MASACCIO,  FRA.  ANGELICO, 
BOTTICELLI,  GHIRLANDAIO,  PERUGINO,  MICHAEL  ANGBLO,  RAFFABLLE,  VAN  EYCK,  MBMLINC,  DURER,  and  numerous 
other  great  Artists.  Hitherto  these  Publications  have,  on  account  of  their  price,  been  beyond  the  reach  of  persons  of  moderate  means,  many  are 
now  offered  at  much  reduced  prices.  The  Stock  is  quickly  approaching  exhaustion,  and  these  Pictures,  when  out  of  print,  are  sure  to  increase  in 
value.    With  but  few  exceptions,  these  Pictures  dtal  with  religious  subjects.    A  priced  Catalogue  may  be  had  on  application. 


JjONDON:    NOETHUMBEELAND    AVENUE,    W.C;    43,    QUEEN    VICTOEIA    STEEET,    E.G. 

BEIGHTON:    129,    NGETH    STEEET. 
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WARD,  LOCK  &  CO.'S  XMAS  LIST. 


Mefsrs.  WARD.  LOCK  &  CO.  beg  fo  announce 
A  New  and  Handsome  Library  Edition  of 

G.  J.  WHYTE-MELVILLE'S  NOVELS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  Ss.  Cd.  each  Yolunio. 

The  late  G.  J.  Whyte-Melville.  uniting,  as  he  did,  the  qaalitiea 
of  poet,  noveliHt,  sportsman,  and  leader  of  Hooiety,  has  long  been 
acknowledged  to  stand  above  rivalr;  when  dealing  with  sport  and 
the  romance  of  old.  Although  the  sale  of  his  works  has  always 
been  large,  the  publi^berH  feel  that  the  time  has  now  arrived  to 
ifsne  an  edition  more  worthy  of  his  fame,  and  have  therefore 
pleasure  in  announcing  a  monthly  issue  of  his  novels.  Each 
volume  will  be  illustrated  by  front-rank  artists. 

"  WHYTEMBI'VII'I-E'.S  charming  novels.—'  It  does  one  a  world  of  (food 
to  read  anjlhinK  written  by  Whyto-Mclvillo,  and  (or  youth  and  the  rutins 
Ronerfttion" what  can  there  Iw  better?  The  new  edition  is  a  handsome  volume 
in  (food  bold  type,  and  beautifully  illustratod.'  ^'— Sporting  Life. 

This  Series  will  be  well  printed  from  type  specially 
cast,  on  Dickinson's  best  antique  paper,  and  neatly 
and  handsomely  bound  In  cloth  gilt,  with  design  by 
A.  A.  Turbayne. 

JUST  READY. 

KATERFELTO. 

Illustrated  by  Lnoy  F.  Kemp-Weloh. 

"  The  story  of  '  Katerfelto '  is  already  well  known  to  many  of  my  readers, 
hat  even  thosu  will  bo  (flad  to  have  it  in  so  beaiititnl  an  edition.  Messrs. 
Ward,  Lock  &  Co.'s  edition  is  a  marv-ellous  tbree-and-sixpence  worlh;  well 
printed,  well  bound,  and  well  illustrated.  '  Katerfelto '  ia  indeed  a  delightful 
romance."— Mr.  Ct.iment  K.  Shostke  in  the  Sketch, 

CERISE. 

Illustrated  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 
TO  BE  FOLLOWED  AT  INTERVALS  BY- 
SONGS    and   VERSES,   and 

THE    TRUE    CROSS. 

Illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller. 

MARKET   HARBOROUaH,  and 

INSIDE   the    BAR. 

Illustrated  by  John  Charlton. 

8ARCHED0N. 

Illustrated  by  P.  E.  Waller. 

BLACK  BUT  COMELY. 

Illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller. 
OTHERS    IN   PREPARATION. 


GUY  BOOTHBY'S  POPULAR   NOVELS. 


JUST   PUBLISHED. 


ON    SALK    EVKRYWHEBE. 


GUY  BOOTHBY'S  NEW  NOVEL  : 

ACROSS    THE   WORLD    FOR  A  WIFE. 

lUufstrated  by  Aubkusk  Wai.ton.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  fia.  each. 

"  Mr.  Booth by*8  story  carries  one  alorg  like  a  torrent.  Tt  baa  enough  *go' 
and  romance  for  half-a-dozen  novels."— C/iWsi'ia«  World, 

"This  Btining  tale  ranks  next  to  *Dr.  Nikola'  in  the  list  of  Mr,  Booth  b.-s's 
noveU.  U  is  an  excellent  piece  of  workmanship,  and  we  can  heartily  recom- 
mend \i.*'— British  Weekly.  _____^_ 

BY  THE  SAME   AUTHOR. 

Uniform  with  the  al)Ove,  crown  Svo,  cloth  pilt,  58.  each. 
Profusely  Illustrated  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

LUST  of  HATE. 
BUSHIGRAMS. 
FASCINATION  of  the  KING. 
DR.  NIKOLA. 
A  BID  for  FORTUNE. 
BEAUTIFUL    WHITE    DEVIL. 
MARRIAGE  of  ESTHER. 
IN  STRANGE  COMPANY. 


ThB  Timm  •«y«;  "'H»yrtii'«  Dldlnnary  of  DalH'  U  lh«  mou  univcnal 
Hook  of  [teferonco  in  a  nKxlerete  roiu|Nuu  that  ne  koow  uf  to  th«  Kngll»b 
litnguaKO-" 

JUST   TUIILISHED. 
An  Entirely   New  Edition  of 

HAYDN'S  DICTIONARY  OF  DATES, 

AND    UNIVERSAL    INFORMATION. 

A    COMPLETE     RECORD    OP    ALL     NATIONS    AND    TIMI*. 

With  especial  Beference  tn  the  llititory  and  Achievtminta  of  ibe 
liritiah  Empire. 

CoDtaiDing  Ibe  History  of  the  World  to  tbe  AutniiiD  of  1898, 

By  BENJAMIN  VINCENT, 

Hod.  Librarian  of  the  Itnyiil  Iiinlitutton  tf  fircal  Britato. 

Medium  8vo,  cloth,  2)9. ;  balf-calf,  2fii. ;  fall  or  tree  calf,  All.  Cd. 

TWBNTY-8KC0ND  EDITION. 

RcvifOfI,  Corrected,  and  Rn1ftrKC<l  with  New  and  Important  Hatter,  und 

thoroughly  brought  down  to  the  Autumn  of  Uim. 

Containing    1,290    pagfoSt   and    considerably    over 

12,500  Articles,  145,000  Dates  and  Facts. 

"  The  mention  of  dales  hrinsf*  uh  buck  to  '  IJiiydn  '  tho  vvc  utiorful.  '  Ila^'dn  * 
is  far  more  than  a  more  cnt^alotfue  nf  dales.  It  is  a  romjiendjoiui  hint^rv  of 
ovfry  country  and  of  ftlmo^t  pveryihintc  under  tho  Kiin  — and  on  mtny  nub- 
jecis   it    is    a    veritable    ntatistical    eneyck pmdia.      An*     vmt    intfrpsled    In 

or  any   mortal  ihinK  yon   like   In  name)'      Yon  will    And    out  al(     about 

them  in  *  Haydn,'  condenKcd  and  rhronoloRioal,  RfrnrHt«i  and  recent.  In  Miott. 
'  Haydn  *  Hhiinfl  no  test  in  itH  proper  Hue,  atd  will  dif^apiwint  no  reaxmable 
expoctntloD. "—Dai/w  Chronicle, 

Prmpectits  and  Specimen  Page  sent  poet  free  on  appHcalion, 


JUST  READY. 
A  NEW   VOLUME    of   ESSAYS,   PRESENTING  in   POPULAR 
FORM  the  TEiCHlXGS  of  THOSE   MASTER  SPIRITS  of 
the  AGE  WHOSE   IDEAS   HAVE  HELPED  80  LARGELY 
to  INFLUENCE  the  MINDS  of  ME.\  in  THIS  CENTURY. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  68. 

PROPHETS    of    the    CENTURY. 

Edited  by  Arthur  RiCKErr,  M.A., 

And  containing  Eesajs  by 
WILLIAM  CLARKE,  M.A.         I      W.  BLAKE  ODOERS,  LL.D. 
J.  COMPTON  BICKETT,  M.P.  I      A.  E.  FLETCHER. 
And  many  other  distingnigbed  Writers. 

A  WORK  OF  NATIONAL  IMPORTANCE. 

NEW  BOOK  by  the  Aathor  of  "  Marobing  Backward,"  "  Made  in 

Germany,"  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  Od.     Profusely  Tllnstrated. 

THE     IMPERIAL     HERITAGE. 

By  Ernest  E.  Willia.ms. 

"  .lust  the  8ort  of  work  not  only  to  Blimiilate  tho  (iiipprialiRt  »|iirit  which  U 
now  8o  nimpant  all  over  thr  kimrdnm.  but  to  Rive  Knglwhiuoti  a  f«r  more  In- 
telligent  idea  of  their  ImperiAl  hirthrii^ht  than  the  iniijority  of  them  show  any 
sigiw  of  posBessiDK."— PiiA^^Afrs'  Circular. 

"  Mr.  Williama  g  book  i«  well  written  «nd  very  readable—  the  more  th«t  he 
makea  us  see  wonderful  urowth—the  '  making  of  natiitns '  b«  it  were,  before  our 
very  eyes.  That  is  an  aid  to  edncation.  to  a  sense  of  tlie  duties  of  citizenship, 
and  thercforn,  and  mora  especially  to  tbe  yuuuK,  we  would  commend  this 
hook-."— Londim  Review. , 

JUST  READY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2*.  Gd. 

UluEtrated  by  A.  N.  Wall,  and  others. 

With  Introdnotion  by  "RED  SPINNER"  (W.  Sesiob). 

FISHING     and     FISHERS. 

By  ,T.  Paul  Taylor, 

FIRST  UOS.    SBC.    FLVFlSirSRS'    CLUB. 

"  A  pleasant  l)ook  of  srossip  about  the  contemplative  man's  recreation.  How 
to  set  almut  the  art  cif  anKlinR,  and  how  to  pursue  it  un''cr»ll  sorts  of  conditions 
are  mysteries  discussed  in  these  patrcs  with  knowledge  and  bumoar.  There 
are  some  admirable  hints  in  the  volume."— Speiter. 

"  A  iJoo,  gonial  little  volume,  dealing  with  odds  and  ends  of  angling  k>re, 
and  with  thow  little  ins-andout  of  ttshing  upon  which  anglers  always  agree  lo 
differ."— RoJ  and  Gun. 


WARD,   LOCK  4  CO.,  Limited,  Salisbury  Stjuare,  London,  E.G. 


394 


The     Academy. 


10  December,  1898. 


MR.    JAMES    BOWDEN'S    NEW    PUBLICATIONS. 


"AN  EXCELLENT,  SPIRITED  NOVEL." 

MISTRESS  NANCY  MOLESWORTH.    By 

JOSEPH  HOCKING,     Second  Efliiion.  crown  8vo,  Ss. 

"  An  excellent  tale,  full  of  adventure  and  eicitement.    We  like  it  best  of  all  Mr.  Hocking'g 
ipirited  novels."— Si.  Jamea'a  Qmells. 

•*  An  unmistakeaMe  Buccesg     Exciting,  well  told,  wholesome."— Britith  Weekly. 

"  A  good  story  well  told."— 7%^.  Criiic. 

"  The  best-written  and  most  vigorous  of  all  this  popular  author's  books." 

JllustraUtd  London  News. 
"  An  excellent  romance,  full  of  stirring  incident."*— Owiloot. 

"  Exoela  in  literary  workmanship,  in  imaginative  vigour,  and  in  daring  invention." 
Scotsman. 

JUDITH  BOLDERO:   A  Tragic  Romance. 

By  W.  J.  DAAVSON,  Author  of  "  Thro'  Lattice  Windows."    Crown  8vo,  68. 
"A  powerful  story,  finely  conceived."— Sper/o tor. 

"  Teems  with  character-sketches  of  high  finish  and  convincing  realism."— Bail j/  Telegraph. 
"  A  splendidly  toM,  remarkable  tale.    A  magnificent  story."- To-iJay. 
"A  strong  book."— Tan  Maclaren. 

PAUL   CARAH,   CORNISHMAN.    By 

CHARLES  LEE,  Author  of  *'ThG  Widow  Woman."     Crown  870.  68., 

IlluHtrated. 
"  Extraordinarily  human. "-Attenrt-itm. 

•'Thoroughly  realised  and  admirably  presented.    Paul  is  there,  alive. "—Salurdaj/  Review. 
"  A  work  of  eenulue  artistic  merit."— it.  James'ii  *9atette. 
"Carali  is  a  liTine  and  most  amusing  human  being. "—/ihtfh'oted  London  XewB. 

THE  HARVEST  of  SIN.    By  Marie  Connor 

LEIGHTON,  Joint  Author  of  "  Convict  99."    Crown  8vo,  %. 
"  A  clever,  interesting  story.    The  sket<'he8  of  theatrical  life  are  realistic  and  natural, 
while  the  minor  characters  are  well  drawn."— /JhiIj/  Graphic. 

BY  ROARING  LOOM.      By  J    Marshall 

MATHER,  Author  of  "  Lancashire  Idylls."    Crown  8vn.  6fl.    Illustrated. 
"  The  scenes  are  drawn  with  great  power  and  sympathy,"—  Wnstviinater  Bvdget 
"  May  be  warmly  commended  as  a  contribution  in  a  flald  of  literature  which  has  not  by 
any  means  Ijeen  overworketi.**— .St-ot^im/H. 

THE  INTERVENTION  of  the  DUKE.    By 

L.  ALLEN  BARKER.     Small  Crown  8po,  2b. 
*'  tTncomm'>nIy  well  written."— 5(.  James's  Gazette, 
'*  Told  with  a  quiet  ease  and  tertainty  thdt  make  them  enjoyable  reading."— TA«  World. 


"A  THRILLING  STORY." 

LADY  MARY  of  the  DARK  HOUSE.    By 

Mrs.  C.  N.  WILLIAMSON,  Author  of  "  The  Barnstormers."    Crown  8vo, 

6h. 

"A  rattling  good  8torv-"^Tfc«  H'oWd. 

*'  Prom  Bvery  point  of  view  the  tiction  of  gensation  has  enlisted  a  valuable  recruit  in  Mrs. 
"Williamson."— If orntnp  Post. 

A  ROSE  COLOURED  THREAD.   By  Jessie 

MAKSERGR.  Crown  8vr).  3.i.  6.1. 
"A  iKiigiant  study  of  oharnot^r.  displaving  remarkable  abiUt.v.  While  it  Itarely  edcapea 
the  charge  of  cruelty,  "so  unmi>rit*d  and  remorseless  is  the  fate  of  the  girl,  it  exacts  praice  for 
strength  and  delicacy  in  the  devcloi>meut  of  tliat  fate  without  a  touch  of  meloilrama  —  There 
is  not  a  eeiitence  too  much  ;  nothing  forced,  yet  a  ojnstaut  sense  of  compassion  kept  alive.  A 
work  of  art,  in  shoit."— T/w  H'orW. 

AT    FRIENDLY   POINT.     By   G.    Firth 

SCOTT.    Crown  8vo,  Ss.  6d. 

"  Vivid  pictures  of  simple,  rough  Australian  life,"— To- Day. 

"Friendly  Point  is  not  an  engaging  part  of  the  world,  and  the  inhabitants  cannot  be 
called  austere.  But  they  are  all  entertaining  folk,  with  a  grimly  humorous  outlook  on  life, 
and  Mr.  Firth  Scott  has  got  them  exactly,"— Saturday  Revitv.: 

THE  ROGUES'  PARADISE.     By  Edwin 

PUGH  and  CHARLES  GLEIG.     Crown  Svo.  3r.  6d. 
"  Full  of  bright  talk  and  of  ifoinl  sitn.-itions."— /'<(W  Mall  liamttf.. 

■' Briabt,  amusing,  laughable.  "The  Rogue»'  I'aradise'is  a  bitok  over  which  the  spirit  of 
merry  Batirc  shakes  airy  wings.     Deserves  a  wide  success."— .01acil'  und  Whiit- 

NOTHING  BUT  NONSENSE.    A  Book  of 

KonsmiBO  Verges.     By  MARY  KHKNAHAN.     With  Original  Grotesfiues 
in  Colour*  by  Tony  Ludovici.    (Hjlon;:  4t*,  3s.  6d. 
"  The  verFea  are  extremely  iivaly  aud  funny,  and  the  col^jured  cuts  are  queer,  fresh,  quaint, 
and  original." — Atheweum. 

"  Life  would  not  be  worih  living  without  its  moments  of  nonsense,  and  Mary  Keruahan's 
\Kin\  is  '  Nothing  but  ^"on8en8e.'  and  very  good  it  is.  The  pictures  are  simply  beautifully 
ridiculous.'"— PuHcft. 

THE  TRAVELLERS,   and   other   Stories. 

Written  and  Pictured  by  Mrs.  ARTHUR  GASKIN.    Printed  in  Colours 

by  Edmund  Evans,    ('rown  4to,  38.  fid. 
"  A  baby  book  of  rare  charm.*"—  Westminster  Gazette. 
"  Decidedly  pretty,  natural,  and  spirited.''- 4 W/'utwrn. 


SKETCHES  on  SERVICE  during  the  INDIAN  FRONTIER  CAMPAIGNS  of  1897.    By 

Mijor  E.  A.  P.  HOBDAY,  R.A.,  D.A.A.G.  Ist  Brieade  Mulakand  Field  Force.    With  57  FuU-Pape  Kogravinzs  from  the  Original  Sketches  made  en  ruale^ 

and  14  Photoirraphs  of  Oflaoere,  &c.    Royal  Svo,  lOs.  6d.    Covers  the  whole  of  the  Mad  Mullah's  country. 
"A  most  charming  volume.    The  scenes  ire  vigorous  and  life-like,  and  the  physical  peouliaritieaof  the  country  are  indicated  with  great  truth  and  insiKht."- rfce  Globe. 
"Deserves  great  praiae.    Some  of  the  landscapes  are  excellent  specimens  of  what  such  sketches  should  be.    Oood.  however,  as  these  are,  the  figure  pieoea.  full  of  life  and  action,  are  better. 

Atheweum. 

London:    JAMES  BOWDEN,  10,  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  W.C. 


J.    NISBET    &   CO.*S    LIST. 


THE  GREAT  LORD  BURGHLEY :  a  Study 

in  EUzabethm  Statecraft.     By  MARTUN  A.  S.  HUME,  Author  of  "  The 
Ooartships  of  Queen  Elizabeth,"  &c.    With  Photoeravure  Portrait,  demy 
8vo,  12s.  6d. 
"Major  Hume's  excellent  volume  is  bv  far  the  clearest  ami  most  interesting 
biography  of  the  founder  of  the  House  of  Cecil."— Dit(tf  Ttlenraph. 
.'<  m..''"',^?"*?'^  interestini;  study  of  a  great  Taim."— Yorkshire  Post. 
U"  a        K'i^a'>oth'8  most  illustrious  statesman  is  the  best  piece  of  work 
that  Mr.  Hume  ha-s  yet  produced.    It  marks  a  great  advance  in  his  career." 
_,____._ Daily  Xews. 

JOHN   RUSKIN,   SOCIAL    REFORMER: 

a  Biography  and  ii  Criticism.     By  J.  A.  HOBSON.     With  Photjgravure 
Portrait,  demy  8vn,  10«.  ed. 

"  Tois  is  an  instructive  book,  thoughtful,  acute Attractive  by  reason  of 

its  sincerity."— Kmes. 

"  '  I  have  written  so  much,'  says  Mr.  Ruskin  somewhere,  'that  I  can't  quite 
make  oat  what  it  all  comes  to."  In  the  volume  before  us  Mr.  Hobaon  sum- 
marises with  great  care  and  intelligence  all  Mr.  Rus'rin's  writings  on  social 
subjects,  and  shows '  woat  it  all  comes  to'  in  that  field."— DaiJv  News. 

We  have  read  this  bonk  not  merely  with  interest,  but  with  delight.  For 
fine,  critical  ability,  soundness  of  judgment,  and  attractiveness  of  style  it  may 
be  strongly  recommended  to  all  who  admire,  or  wish  to  appreciate,  one  of  the 
greatest  and  boldest  thinkers  of  oui  Mme."— Literary  Guide. 

J.  NISBET   &  CO.,  Limited. 


FACE  TO  PACE  WITH  NAPOLEON:    au 

English  Boy's  Adventures  in  the  Great  French  War,     By  O,  V.  CAINE. 

Withe  Full-Page  Illustrations  and  2  Plans,  gilt  ediyes.e.xtra  crown  Svo,  6s. 

*'  Mr.  O.  V.  Caine's  .spirited  stor.v  is  certaimy  one  of  the  l>eat  that  we  have 

yet  come  across  in  the  way  of  boy's  literature  ;   cleverly  and  cunningly  told,  it 

frrips  the  reader's  attention  from  the  comraencement,  and  never  loosens  its 

hold."— FTorZfi. 

"  A  really  splendid  book one  of  the  finest  'historical  stories*  we  have  evw 

1      perused."— ^('o^  «  3fagazinp.  [Methodist  Times. 

"A  more  spirited  and  well-written  historical  t'lle  could  not  be  wished." 

UNDER  THE  LABURNUMS.    By   Emma 

MARSHALL,  Author  of  "  Silver  Chimes,"  A:c.     With  6   FulM'agc  Illua. 

trations,  gilt  edges,  extra  crown,  Svo,  58. 
"For  delicacy  of  touch  and  naturalness  'Under  the  Laburnums*  ought  to 
rank  h\g,\i.."— Spectator, 

*'  A  charming  story.'*- Dai7y  Chronicle. 

"  A  fascin-iiing  story  for  girls."— G?a«/70W  Herald. 

I   OFF  TO  KLONDYKE.    By  Gordon  Stables, 

I  M.D,,  R.N.   Folly  Illustrated,  extra  crown  8vo,  58. 

I         "  A  story  which  will  delight  the  hearts  of  \)oy^.'"— Scotsman. 
*'  An  ext"aordinarily  good  story,  aud  full  of  excitement." 

Liverpool  Weekly  Mercury. 

21.   B'^rnera   Street.  London,   W. 


SWAN     SONNENSCHEIN     &    CO. 


_^...   _« ^'R  J.4MES  RAMSATS  NEW  WORK. 

THE  FOUNDATIONS  of  ENGLAND  :  Twelve  Cen- 

tutwg  of  British  HisUjry  (B.c.  5.%_a.d.  1I5)I.  By  Sir  JAMES  H.  RAJISAY.  of  Bamff. 
ip(»It  or i;,ViIr '■"!?••. '"'"""'"Ml'i'»"'atious.  larse 8yo, 24s. 
.  *.  ^i  u  \  '•.■".  *  nia8tfri>iece  of  learne'J  research  anil  a  monument  of  untinnR 
labour.  The  book  stands  by  itaelf,  auj  supolies.  in  one  clear,  connected,  verifled,  and  authori- 
tative record,  the  knonledge  for  which  the  student  without  it  must  ransack  a  whole  library 
01  histories,  studies,  researolies.  and  works  of  siiecialists.  Tile  Ixmk  compels  admiraUou  as 
history  pure  and  simple.    A  work  of  incomjiarnble  value."— SOTUmrm. 

____  .  A  REALLY  POPILAII  SCHOLARLY  LIFE. 

LIFE    of    MARIE    ANTOINETTE.        By    Clara 

TSCIIIIDI.  Coloured  Portrait.  7s.  6d. 
■  H  ritteu  in  such  a  blight  and  natural  manner  that  it  must  lie  carefully  kept  from  high- 
Bcnool  Kins  until  tlie  Christmas  holidays.  Essentially  a  1*ook  to  cive  to  a  cultured  woman  a« 
a  birthday  present,  —-ptaker.  "  There  are  dramatic  force  and  insight  in  every  piragraph, 
and  an  uuerring  perception  of  the  interesting.  Absolutely  impartial.  For  dramatic 
intensity.  o.imbine<l  with  judicial  fairness  and  keeu-sight«l  Bvmpathy.  it  would  be  hard  to 
beat  this  biography,"- P(iH  .VuH  &'(i2et(<.  .     f      -j. 

SECOND  l,MPliES<IiJN  OF  ALFRED  RUSSELL  WALLACE'8  NEW  BOOK. 

THE    WONDERFUL    CENTURY:    its    Successes 

^     and  its  Failures.     Pp.  416.  7b.  6d. 

••  w*?'^  *^***VV^'''*  »oco«nt  of  the  itreat  lending  (liscnveries  of  the  cenimj. "—Times. 
we  imv^  sekiom  read  a  more  compeudious  au>l  luminous  account  of  the  great  scieatilic 
OlBOOTjenea  which  entitle  thin  century  to  lie  called  '  wonderful.' "-  WestminsUr  Gazette. 
Xne  book,  not  of  the  hour,  but  of  the  whole  year."— London  Review. 


By 


MR,  EDWARD  CARPENTER'S  NEW  BOOK, 

ANGELS'  WINGS.    A  Series  of  Essays  on  Art  and 

its  Relalion  to  Life.  With  9  Full-PiUfe  Plates.  S'luare  crown  Svo.  elegantly  bound,  fli. 
Contents:— Alt  and  Democracy  (Wajiuer.  Millet.  Whitman) — Angels' Wings— Nature  and 
Rpftlium— The  Human  Bo*iy  in  Relation  to  Art— Tradition— Convention  and  the  GixU— The 
Individual  Impression- B*>ethoTen  and  his  Karlier  Sonatas— His  Later  Honatas  and  Sym- 
iihouies- The  Art  of  Life— Manners  as  a  "ine  Art— The  Simplification  of  Life— The  Return  to 
Nature. 

NEW  VOLUME  OF  THE  SOCIAL  ENCJLAND  SERIES. 

THE  EVOLUTION  of  the  ENGLISH  HOUSE. 

S.  O.  ADDY,  M.A.    With  «  Illustrations.    4s.  6d. 
*  NEW  VOLr.ME  OF  THE  SOCIAL  SCIENCE  SERIES. 

OVER  PRODUCTION   and   CRISES.      By  J.  Rod- 

r.ERTl  S,     Translated  l.y  Prof,  FliANKLIN.     With  Critical  Intnjduction  by  Prot. 
.1,  11,  CLARK     is,  6d, 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  A  NEW  WRITER, 

SENEX :  a  Novel.    By  Alice  A.  Clowes.    3s.  6d. 

NOVEL  BY  MRS.  MAYNE  REID, 

GEORGE  MARKHAM:  a  Romance  of  the  West.    6sj 
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A   SELECTION    FROM 

MESSRS.    HUTCHINSON   &   CO.'S   NEW   BOOKS 

FOR    CHRISTMAS    PRESENTS. 


A  LIFE    OF    THE    LATE    EMPRESS    OF    AUSTRIA.    NEXT 
WEEK.     WITH  so  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

ELIZABETH,  EMPRESS  OF  AUSTRIA. 

A  Memoir.    By  A.  1)B  BURGU.    lu  large  crown  8vo,  hand- 
some bnckram  gilt,  da. 


SIX 


BY  "THORMANBY." 

KINGS  OF  THE   HUNTING   FIELD. 

MemoirB  and  Anecdotes  of  distinguished  Masters  of  Honnda  ; 
and  other  Celebrities  of  the  Chase.  In  demy  8vo,  168.  With  1 
.S2  Portraits. I 

"THIS  VASTLY  INTERESTING  BOOK."— WORLD.  \ 

THE  GAMBLING  WORLD. 

By  "  ROUiiE  ET  NOIR."    Anecdotal  Memories  and  Stories 

of  Personal  Experience  in  the  Temples  of  Ha/.ard  and  Speoa> 

lation.      With   some    Mysteries    and    Iniquities    of    Stock 

Exchange  AITairs,  and  an  Appendix  by  "  Blue  Gown  "  on 

Turf    Gambling   and  Bookmaker's  Practice.     In  demy  8to, 

cloth  gilt,  lOs.     With  Illustrations.  [Seoond  Edition. 

"  It  is  no  BxaKKemtlon  to  say  that  the  book  U  vastly  more  entertaining 

rPudinK  than  the  most  popular  oarrcnt  novels.    It  fa.soinatQ.s  the  reader  chapter 

by  chapter  as  he  follows  the  narrative  of  chanoes  and  infallible  systems." 

Daily  Mail. 

A  CHEAP  EDITION  OF  A  NOTABLE  BIOGRAPHY. 
Edited  by  the  COUNTESS  OF  WARWICK. 

JOSEPH  ARCH. 

The  Story  of  his  Life.     In  cloth  gilt,  Gs. 


BY  SARAH   TYTLER. 

ROYAL    LADIES    OF   THE 

HOUSE    OF    HANOVER. 

With  Portraits  on  Plate  Paper.    In  handsome  cloth  gilt,  12i, 

[Second  £ditu>H. 

The  Standard,  in  a  loading  article,  My» :  "  Mis*  Tytler's  readable  and 
vi(;orous  book  sbons  ns  there  is  abandance  of  romance  in  tbe  annals  of  that 
illustrious  family." 

BY  "A  SON  OF  THE  MARSHES." 

DRIFT  FROM   LONGSHORE. 

Edited    by    J.  A.  OWEN.      With   a    Frontispiece    by    A. 
Thorburn.    la  orown  Hvo,  cloth  gilt,  61, 


NEW  VOLUME  OF  THE  CONCISE  KNOWLEDGE  LIBRARY. 

In  large  crown  8 vo.  HALF-BOUND  LEATHER  AND  GILT, 
800  PAGES,  with  Maps,  58. 

A    HISTORY    OF   THE    WORLD. 

From  the  Earliest  Historical  Time  to  the  Year  1898.    Bj 
EDGAR  SANDERSON,  MA. 

"  A  wonderf nlly  comprehensive  work,  ably  written,  and  industriooaly  and 
accurately  compiled."— A^  James's  Qa:ette. 

"  Of  absorbing  interest."— BaiVy  Chronicle, 


FOUR     SUCCESSFUL     NOVELS. 

In  cloth  gilt,  6s.  each. 


"AN  ENTHRALLING  BOOK  TO  READ." 

THE    FATAL    GIFT. 

By  FRANKFORT  MOORE.    With  Illnstrations  by  Sauber. 

\^Seoond  Large  Edition. 

"  In  '  The  Fatal  Gift '  Mr.  Frankfort  Moore  has  given  ns  the  boat  novel  he 
has  written  yet.    An  enthralUng  book  to  read."— S<.  Jamet't  Oazette. 

**  Mr,  Mttore  baa  not  written  a  brighter  bit  of  fiction.  Wit  abounds  in  his 
pages." — Athenaum. 

"  It  is  difllcult  to  speak  too  highly  of  Mr.  Frankfort  Moore's  new  romance. 
Tbe  Ixwk  is  facinating  throughout."— ttt)er;)Oo;  Post. 

"Mr.  Moore  is  the  wittJeat  of  living  novelists,  and  this  is  hia  wittiest  lx)ok. 
*  The  Fatal  Gift '  combines  the  excellences  of  *The  Jessamy  Bride '  and  '  The 
Millionaires,'  and  it  is  a  better  novel  than  either."— I>ai(»  Mail. 


SECOND  LARGE  EDITION  OF  RITA'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

PETTICOAT    LOOSE. 

By  the  Author  of  "  Peg  the  Rake."    Ninth  Edition. 

"  One  of  the  most  charming  novels  we  have  read  for  some  time." 

Oenilewoman. 


"Few  better  romances  have   been   lately  pnblished  than  'The  BllTer 
Cross.* " — Athentsum. 

BY  DR.  S.  R.  KEIGHTLEY. 

THE   SILVER   CROSS. 

With  Illnstrations  by  Paul  Dare. 

[Second  Edition  in  the  Prett. 

"If  you  once  open  the  book,  you  will  not  willingly  lay  it  down  till  the 
aloae."— Truth. 

•'  Thoroushly  enjoyable."— fPiirW. 

"  One  of  the  most  fascinating  of  recent  romances."— /Sco<»>»ari. 

"  A  thoroughly  exciting  and  entertaining  romance,  written  with  diitinctlon 
and  even  Q\og&'ace."—Speetator. 

"  We  can  promise  the  reader  that  he  will  not  wish  to  pat  the  book  down  tiU 
he  has  finisbed  it."— Ouori/i'on. 


SECOND  LABOB  BDITION   OF 

ROSA  N.  CAREY'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

MOLLIE'S    PRINCE. 

"  We  can  warmly  recommend  thi.s  charming  story."— C3ki«r<*  Tin 


HUTCHINSON'S    NEW    GIFT-BOOKS     FOR    BOYS    AND    GIRLS. 


68. 
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t 
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THREE  NEW  VOLUMES  OP  THE  POPULAR 

FIFTY-TWO    LIBRARY. 

Edited  by  ALFRED  H.  MILES. 
each,  in  large  crown  8vo,  handsome  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  edges, 
with  Fall-Page  Illustrations. 

HOLIDAY  STORIES   FOR   BOYS. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY,  GEO.  MANVILLE  FENN,  COULSON 
KERNaHAN,  &o. 

HOLIDAY  STORIES   FOR  GIRLS. 

By  L.  T.  MEADE,  SARAH  DOUDNEY,  &c. 

SUNDAY  STORIES. 

By    MARIE    CORELLI,    MARY    E.    WILKINS,    SARAH 
DOUDNEY,  ko. 

*,*   Orer  150,000  Volumes  of  this  Library  have  beeniold. 


NEW  STORY  FOR  GIRLS  BY  GRACE  STEBBINO. 

MAY    MALMESBURY'S    DOUBT. 

In  large  crown  8vo,  handsome  cloth  gilt,  with  Foil-Page 
Illnstrations,  5s. 
"  Miss  Stohbing's  very  interesting  story  never  ceases  to  command  attea. 
tion," — Scotsman.  

TWO  NEW  VOLUMES. 

Edited  by  ALFRED  H.  MILES. 
In  crown  8vo,  handsome  gilt  cloth,  with  Illustrations,  Ss.  6d, 

WITH    FIFE    AND    DRUM. 

Trne  Stories  of  Military  Life  and  Adventure  in  Camp  utU 
Field. 

LOG  LEAVES  AND  SAILING  ORDERS. 

Trne  Stories  of  Naval  Life  Ashore  and  Afloat. 


London :   HUTCHINSON  &  CO.,   Paternoster  Row. 
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HENRY   SOTHERAN  &   CO.'S   PUBLICATIONS. 

DESCRIPTIVE  CATALOGUE  (INCLUDING  THE  WHOLE  SERIES  OF  MR   GOULD'S  GREAT 
ORNITHOLOGICAL  AND  OTHER  WORKS)  POST  FREE  ON  APPLICATION. 

THIS  MAGNIFrCKNT  WORK  NOW  COM  PLETE.     Unifnrru  with  Mr.  Gould's  Works  in  Folio,  tuai  limited  to  350  C.'|iie». 

MONOGRAPH  of  the  PARADISEID^,  or  Birds  of  Paradise,  and  Ptilonorhyncliidro,  or  Bower  Birds.     By 

E.  BOW  1)1. ER  SHARl'E,  I.f,. O..  P. L,.s.,  K.Z.S.,  Ac.  (/.oolosieal  Departmenl,  Briti.sh  Massnm).  Illnstrnted  with  80  magnificent  Illustratione,  colonred  bv 
hand.  Coniplot*  in  Kigli'.  Paris,  imperial  folio,  price  Three  Guineas  eiich  net  (not  sold  separately).  Finely  bound  in  Two  Volumes,  half-morocco  extra  mil 
edges,  £30  net. 

AT,SO  BY  DR.  SHARPE.    THE  GREAT  WORK  ON  THE  SWALLOWS. 

MONOGRAPH  of  the  HIRUNDINIDiE,  or  Family  of  SwaUows.     By  Dr.  BowDLER  Siiarpe  and  Claudh 

W.  WYATT,  Meml.cr  nf  the  liritish  Oi iitthnlopists'  Uiii(tn.  tlinstrsteci  wiih  53  beautiful  Hand-colonreil  PlatPK  of  the  several  Species,  and  11  Coloureii 
MiiD^;,  t-liowit.p  (Jeoffrftpliiwii  Distribution.  Price  in  parts.  £10  'Os.  net  .only  soKl  complele) ;  eubstantially  bound  in  Two  Volumes,  4to,  calf  gilt, 
£12  lOs.net;  or  Htroii<;  bal  -niorocco,  nncut,  top  edges  gilt,  £12  128.net. 

MR.  SEKBOHM'S  LAST  WORK.  EDITED  AND  COMPLETED  BY  DR.  SHARPE.    The  Edition  limired  to  250  copies.    To  be  issued  in  12  Parts,  each 
con'ttioiiiff  12  C'olourtMl  Piates  and  Te.xt,  at  £1  168.  each  net  (ootPold  separately).    Four  Parta  already  imbljshed. 

MONOGRAPH    of    the    TURDID.ffi,  or   Family  of  Thrushes.      By  the  late  Henry  Seebohm,  Author  d 

•'  Siberia  in  Europe,"  "  A  History  of  Biitisu  Birds,"  &c.,  .tc.    Eilited  and  Completed  (after  the  Author's  death)  by  Dr.  BOWDLEE  8HAHPE. 

MR.    MILLAIS'S    WORKS. 
BRITISH  DEER  and  their  HORNS.      By  John  Gcille  Millais,  F.Z.8.      With  185  Text  and  FuU-Pags 

IllustmtioDs,  mostly  by  ihe  An'hnr:  also  10  Electrofrravures  and  a  Coloured  Frontisoiece  bythe  AUTHOR  and  ."'IDNEV  STEEL;  and  a  Series  of  Unpublished 
Drawings  by  Sir  EDWI.N  LA.N'  DSKER,  \vhich  weio  formerly  on  the  walls  of  Ardrerikie.     1  vol ,  imperial  4to,  buckram,  tip  edges  gilt,  £4  4«.  net. 

GAME   BIRDS  and   SHOOTING   SKETCHES.      Illustrating  the  Habits,  Modes  of  Capture,  Stages  of 

Pbnnflge  Hnd  the  Hyb'id'*  »'nd  Vaiietios  which  occur  among  them.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  in  1  vol.,  8vo.  With  57  Illustralion'i  by  the  Author,  and 
a  Fioutippiec  >  by  Sir  JOHN  MILLAIS.    Bound  in  bQckrum,  price  18s«  net. 

SIR    JOHN    MILLAIS'S    LAST    DRAWING. 
MILLAIS  (SIR  J.   E.,   P.R.A.)— The   LAST    TREK.      Very  finely  reproduced  in  Photogravure  from  the 

Artist's  original  drawing  (his  last  finished  production).    The  whole  Impression  limited  to  550  copies.  Proofs  before  letters  on  India  paper.    Price  £2  28.  ne-, 

DR.    COPINGER'S    WORKS. 
THE  BIBLE  and  its  TRANSMISSION  :   an  Historical  and  Bibliographical  Vitew  of  tlie  Hebrew  and  Greek 

Te.tts,  »nd  of  the  Greek,  Let-n,  and  other  versions  of  the  Bible  (both  MS.  ami  Printed)  prior  to  the  Reformation.  By  WALTER  ARTHUR  COPINGER 
LL.D.,  F.S.A.,  Barrisier-at-Lnw.  Professor  of  Law  in  the  Victoria  University  ;  sometime  Pre^ident  of  the  Bibliographical  Society  ;  Author  of  "  Incunabula 
Biblica,"  "  Suui'lemenr.  to  H  in's  Repertoritnn  Bibliographicum,"  &c,  Larae  and  thic'c  folio,  beautifully  printed  on  toued  jiaper  at  the  O-i'-'ord  Univorsilv 
Prt>88  from  Bishop  Fell's  celebrated  fount,  and  illustrated  with  28  fine  Collotype  Facsimiles  from  the  most  important  MS.  Codioes  anrt  Primary  Printed 
Bditi"n<.  The  while  E  litioci  uinited  tjiiiO  copies,  of  whioS  only  oUopies  remain  for  sale.  Price,  handsomely  bound  in  half -white  vellum  e.Ura,  iiiiout 
top  edges  gilt,  £5  Bs.  net.  ' 

SUPPLEMENT  to  HAIN'S  REPERTORIUM  BIBLIOGRAPHICUM.     In  Two  Parts.    The  first 

rnn'aining  nearlj-  7.000  corrections  of  ami  adililioiiii  to  t'le  Co  lations  ol  Work*,  nientioiied  by  Hain,  'I'ho  second,  a  List,  with  Collations  and  Bibliograjihical 
Particulars  of  nearly  0,000  vohinips  printed  in  the  Fifteenih  Ceiitnrv,  not  referred  to  by  Hain.  To  be  completed  in  Three  Volumes,  demy  Svo,  stiongly 
bound  in  red  buckram,  uncut,  limited  to  500  copies,  price  £4  148.  6d.  net.  Part  I.  and  Part  II.,  Vol.  I.,  ar«  now  ready,  and'tbe  remaining  volume  is  well 
advanced  towards  completion. 


INCUNABULA  BIBLICA  :    a  Set  of  the  54  Large  Plates  in  Photo-lithography,  illustrating  this  important  work 

by  Dr.  COl'INGER.    In  portfolio,  price  £2  2«.  net. 

THE  SECOND  VOLU.ME  JUST  PUBLISHED. 

A  CALENDAR  of  the  INNER  TEMPLE  RECORDS.      Edited  by  F.  A.  Inderwiok,  Q.C,  one  of  the 

Masters  of  the  Bench.  Vols.  I.7II.  now  ready  (Henry  VII.  to  the  Commonwealth).  With  Illustrations  drawn  by  T.  G.  Jackson,  A.R.A.  Imperial  8»o, 
roxburghe  binding,  price  £1  net  per  volume. 

Ready  immediately.  Special  Edition  on  Large  Paper,  only  500  copies  printed,  of  which  only  160  remain  for  sale.     Royal  8vj  (pp.  460  ,  Imckram,  12s.  6d>  net. 

CATALOGUE  of  the  PRINTED  LITERATURE  in  the  WELSH  DEPARTMENT  of  the 

CARDIFF  FREE  LIBRARIES.  Including  the  books  in  Welsh  and  the  books  relating  to  Wales.  A  valuatile  work  of  reference  not  only  to  Welsh  Students 
and  Bibliographers,  but  to  all  seeking  information  on  the  History,  Biography,  Language,  Literature,  Music,  Archaeology,  Topography,  and  the  Religiou» 
and  Social  Life  of  Wales. 

BY    R.    R.    MclAN. 
COSTUMES  of  the  CLANS  of  the  SCOTTISH  HIGHLANDS,     Seventy-two  FuU-}ength  Coloured 

Figures,  displaying  tlieir  Dress,  Tartans,  Arms,  Armorial  Insignia,  and  Social  Occupations,  from  Original  Sketches,  with  Descriptions  and  Copioi; 
Historical  Memoranda  of  Character,  Mode  of  Life,  tec,  by  J.  LOGAN.  2  vob.,  imperial  Ito,  half-morocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  £7  178.  6d.  Whole  morocci 
extra,  gilt  edges,  £10  108.  net.  \ 

BY    A.     PATOHETT    MARTIN,  Author  of  'Life  of  Lord  Sherbrooke." 

VECTIS  BROCHURES,  No.  I.— Tennyson  and  the  Isle  of  Wight.    Handsomely  printed,  and  iUm 

tratod  with  3  Portraits,  i  specially-taken  Views  of  Farringford,  and  2  of  the  Cross  on  Freshwater  Down  (the  only  ones  yet  published).  Royal  Svo  (pp.  J< 
in  artistic  wriipjier,  price  3d> 

VECTIS  BROCHURES,  No.  II.— The  Queen  in  the  Isle  of  Wight.     With  Prefatory  Poem  by  Dj 

DABBS,  and  profuse  Illustrations  from  specially-taken  Photographs  of  Portraits  and  Views.    Price  18.  not. 

THE  BEGINNINGS  of  an  AUSTRALIAN  LITERATURE.      Octavo  (pp.  46),  printed  on  fine  paje 

at  the  Edinburgh  University  Press,  with  Portrait,  in  Ornamental  Wrapper,  uncut.    Price  18.  net.  f-^ 

THE    ONLY   COMPLETE   HISTORY   OF  THE   PAINTING   OF  THE   CENTURY,   EXCEEDINGLY  CHEAP. 

HISTORY  of  MODERN  PAINTING.     By  Eichard  Muther,  Professor  of  Art  History  in  the  University  of  Breslau 

late  Keeper  of  the  Royal  Collection  of  Prints  and  Engravings  at  Munich.  3  vols.,  imp.  Svo,  comprismg  2,304  pages,  with  over  1,300  Illustrations,  cloth«i( 
top  edges  gilt,  published  £2  Isja.    Piice  £1  Is.  net. 

The  Final  Remainder  at  a  very  Low  Price.    With  the  Complete  Series  of  Steel  Engravings.  _,  ,„_       , 

10  vols.,  post  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  uncut,  top  edges  gilt.  £1  Is.  net;  or  in  half-green  morocco  extra,  uncut,  top  eages  gut,  x,i  los.  net. 

TALES  and  NOVELS  of  MARIA  EDGEWORTH,  LONGFORD  EDITION.     With  numerous  lUustrations  on  Steei 

after  WILLIAM  HARVEY.    iLess  than  150  Copies  now  remain  for  Sale.) 
The  few  remaining  copies,  of  the  greatest  interest  to  the  Bcclesiologist,  Antiquary,  County  Historian,  and  Genealogist,  now  offered  at  a  very  low  price. 

INVENTORY  of  the  CHURCH  PLATE  of  LElCESrERSHIRE,  with  some  Account  of  the  Donors.      By  the  ^ 

ANDREW  TROLLOPE,  B.A.,  Rector  of  Edith  Weston.  Illustrated  with  'iS  Phi'es  containing  numerous  finely  drawn  Ugures,  and  6,  other  Woodcuts  mtl 
Text.    S.vols.ilroyal  4to,  clothlgilt,. uncut  (only  312  copies  printed).    £1  lis.  6d.  net. 

HENEY  SOTHERAN  &  CO.,  Publishers,  140,  Strand,  W.C. ;    and  37,  Piccadilly,  W, 
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IIODDER  &  STOUGIITON'S  AUTUMN  LIST 


By  IAN  MAI'LARRN. 

AFTERWARDS,  and  oth>r  sromu. 

iJyIAN  MACLAIU'::J,  Author  of  "  Uebldo  the  BoDDio  Brier  Biiftta/'  Ac 
Crown  8vo,  ftrt  linen,  ««. 

RABBI  SAUNDERSON. 


Uv  IAN   MACr.AliKN'. 
cloth,  2k.  I'll. 


Willi  li;  llluKirHtiont  by  A.  8.  Biiyd.    Fc»p.  8vo, 


FOR  LITKRARY  SOCIKTI  KS. 


A  HANDBOOK  for  LITERARY  and 

DEBATING  SOCIETIES. 

Crown  8vo,  cli  tb,  Ss.  6U. 

"  Every  liicrary  fociely  in  the  counlry  abonld  pis.  --  u  copy,  for  it  is  Imnlly 
less  necessury  to  the  momheri*  thmi  the  nunutc-lK-ok."-  Oundee  Advertiser, 

R.  L.  STEVENSON. 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON'S 

EDINBURGH  DAYS. 


By  E.  BLANTYRK  SIMPSON,  Author  of 
Crown  8vo,  ulolh,  fs. 
*  A  book  that  cannot  fail  to  intcreHt." 


"Sir  Jamea  Y.  BimpBon." 


By  MICHAEL  MACDONAGH. 

IRISH  LIFE  and  CHARACTER. 

By  .VR'UAKL  MACDONAGH.     Cr-owii  8vo,  gilt  top,  8<i. 

By  J.  II.  McCarthy. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  of  the 

UNITED  STATES. 

By  JUSTIN  HUNTLY  MCCARTHY.    Crown  6vo,  cloth,  6s. 
By  the  DUCHESS  OP  LEEDS. 

CAPRICCIOS. 

liy  the  DUCilKSS  OF  LEEDS.    Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  «8. 
•*  Wo  mnwl  confpatnlaf^  the  Dnchees  of  Leeds  on  her  clover  volume  of  short 

BtorioB,  which  (lippl»y  literary  ability  of  no  mean  order We  have  nothinjf 

but  praise  for  this  volume,  which  is  one  of  real  literary  intei-est." 

8t,  James's  Cktzette, 
By  L.  GLADSTONB. 

NEIL  MACLEOD : 


A  Talc  of  I.i 
clotli,  Os. 


iicraiy  Lite  in  London.     By  L.  ULADSTONE.    Crown  8vo, 
By  HALLIDAY  ROGERS. 

MEGGOTSBRAE  :    PORTRAirS  and  memories. 

By  HALLIDAY  IlOUKBt:.    Crown  8vo,  os. 
"  Rcwtrained  pathos,  bciilthy  sentiment,  and  a  fair  amount  of  humour,  akng 
iMth  an  admirable  literary  style,  characterise  all  the  sketches." 

Dundee  Adrertiser. 
By  RALPH  CONNOR. 

BLACK  ROCK  :   a  tale  of  the  selkirks. 

By  RALPH  CONNOR.     With  Introduction  by  Prof.  GEORGE  ADAM 

S.llITH.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  68. 
lir.  G.  Adam  Smith  t-aj  s  in  his  Preface :  "  Ralph  Connor  has  seen  « ith  his 
own  eyes  the  life  which  he  describes  in  this  book.  He  writes  with  the  freshness 
luid  accuracy  of  an  eye-witness,  with  the  style  of  a  real  artist,  and  with  the 
tt  uderness  and  hopefulness  of  a  man  not  only  of  faith,  but  of  experience,  who 
lias  seen  m  fuIBlment  the  ideals  for  which  he  lives." 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "PROBABLE  SONS." 

HIS  BIG  OPPORTUNITY. 

By  AMY  LK  FKUVUE,  Author  of  "  I'l-olmble  Sons,"  "Odd,"'  "Eric's 
Good  News,"  Ac.  With  4  lUustrntions  by  Sidney  Cowell.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  f^ilt  ed^s,  28. 

l:v  IIKSBA  STRETTOX. 

HESTER  MORLEY'S  PROMISE. 

By  HESBA.  WI'HKTTON,  Author  of  "Jessica's  Firab  Prayer,"    "The 

Doctor's  Dilemma,"  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
■'  The  In-ight  ptirticular  star  of  the  book  is  Uetter  Morley,  and  she  shines 
Klily  right  to  the  end.  Hesba  Strett«n  has  produced  no  more  Iwautifnl 
-onaKe  than  Hcf»ta  Morley.  One  i.s  belter  for  her  acquaintance.  The 
iuusly  complex  disposition  of  Robert  Wuldron  is  limned  with  the  greatest 
[."—Dundee  Advertiser. 


RKADY  ON  MONDAY. 


THE 


LIFE  of  HENRY 

DRUMMOND,  F.R.SB. 

I,  D.Ii.,  LL.I)..  Pn.ffiw.r  of  lUbrnw  and 

Free  Church  ColIeK*.  OIWKOw.    With  PorurMU. 

Cloth,  7».0d. 


Bv  GEORGE  ADAM  BUITI 
Old  Testament  BxcKftis, 


DR.  H.  W.  DALE. 

THE  LIFE  of  R.  W.  DALE,  LL.D.. 

of  BIRMINGHAM. 

By  his  Son,  A.  W.  W.  DALE,  M.A.    With  Portiait.    xvo,  cloth,  1  Ix. 

"  It  is  a  deeply  iDt«resiinK  record  of  one  of  the  mutt  strenuous  and  uMtnl 
lives  of  niiidern  days."— Z>ai/y  Hurt. 

"This  ■dmlrahle  and  most  Hllal  bioKTapby....Mr.  A.  W.  W.  Dale  haa  par- 
formed  a  very  diUiculi  Msk  with  (Treat  rredil.  Ha  has  told  bis  father's  storjr 
«iiti  excellci.t  deinchmeut.  Keir.effaeecienl,  and  himplioity.  There  ia  Done  of 
the  oxctss  in  praise  which  »o  often  mars  the  biOKTSiiby  written  within  the 
family."— Z>o»7v  Chronic  It. 

PRINCIPAL  REYNOLDS,  of  Chcrtnnt. 

HENRY  ROBERT  REYNOLDS,  DD. : 

HIS  LIFE  AND  LETTERS.    Edited  by  bis  Sisters.   With  Two  PortraiW. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os. 

"Throughout  life  Dr.  Boymlds  seems  to  have  tad  'lroo{S  of  friends,'  of 
kiniired  sccompliKhmeiits  and  tastes,  and  the  correspondence  between  them  i« 
often  deeply  intt  rusting'.  Itwiuld  bo  easy  to  suiruvat  that  loo  many  letters 
have  I  een  printed.  Yet  this  will  »iarccly  lie  the  fnshng  of  those  fsmiliarnith 
Dr.  Rc.5  Holds'  work  and  the  hivh  rsicvm  In  which  he  was  worthily  held.  Of 
him  it  msy  Iruly  be  said  '  he  swcelcned  the  breath  of  society."  "—SeolnmoH. 

By  PROE.  W.  M.  RAMSAY. 

WAS  CHRIST  BORN  at  BETHLEHEM? 

A  Study  in  the  Credihilily  of  St    Luke.      By  Prof.  W.  M.    RAMSAY, 
D.C.L.,  LL.D.    Crown  »vo,  cloth,  5s. 

DR.  J.  B.  MILLER'S  NEW  WORK. 


THE  JOY  of  SERVICE. 

A  New  Volunne  of  the  "  Sik'iii,  Tmios  "  Series. 
Fcap.  tvo,  white  and  gold,  ^s.  6d. 


By  J.  B.  MILLER,  D.D. 


DR.  MILLKR'S  NEW  CHRISTMAS  BOOKLET. 

THE  SECRET  of  GLADNESS. 

Dr.  .MlLLElf.s  CHRISTMAS  IIOOKLET.  With  .11  ItliistraliTe  and 
Decorative  Drawings  by  G.  II.  Edwards.    In  Ornamental  Wrapiior,  Is. 

By  PROF.  J.  H.  BERNARD. 

VIA    DOMINI  \     SERMONS  FOR  CHRISTIAN  •KA80N8. 

By  J.  H.  UKUNAUI),  D.D.,  Ktllow  of  Trinity  CoUcKe,  Dublin;  and 
Archbishop  King's  Lecturer  in  Divinity,  Trnsurer  of  St.  Patrick's 
Cathedral,  Dublin,    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s, 

By  KEY.  N.  L.  WALKER. 

JESUS   CHRIST  and  HIS 

SURROUNDINGS. 

By  the  Rev.  NORMAN  L.  WALKER,  D.I).    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Js.  ad. 


A  NEW  VOLUME. 
■U1TLE    BOOKS    ON    RELIUION ' 


SERIES. 


RESTORED  INNOCENCE. 

A  New  Volume  of  the  "  Litilc  Books  on  Religion"  Series.     By  the  Rer 
R.  J.  CAMPBELL,  B.A.    Ckth  ilogant,  Is.  W. 

By  DR.  SCHOFIELD. 

THE  UNCONSCIOUS  MIND. 

Bv  ALFRED  T.  SCHOFIELD,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.    Crown  8to,  okHb,  wilh 

Diagrams,  "s.  Od. 

By  W.  J.  DAWSON. 

TABLE  TALK  WITH  YOUNG  MEN. 

By  W.  J.  DAWSON.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  !s.  6d. 
"  A  veiy  good  hook  to  put  into  the  hands  of  young  men."' — Timet, 
"  A  highly  helpful  and  stimulating  hoo^,"—QUugow  Herald, 


ILLUSTRATED  EDITIONS  OF  WORKS  BY  J.  M.  BARRIE  AND  IAN  M  ACL  A  REN. 


By  IAN  MAOLAREN. 

Crown  9vo,  art  linen,  68.  each. 

BESIDE  THE  BONNIE   BRIER  BUSH. 

with  8  Illustrations  from  Etchings  b.v  William  Hole,  R.S.A. 

THE  DAYS  OF  AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

With  10  Illustrslions  by  A.  S.  Boyd. 


■y  J.  M.  BARRIE. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s.  each. 

A     WINDOW     IN     THRUMS. 

with  1^  Illustrations  from  Etchings  by  William  Hole,  R.8.A. 

AULD     LIGHT     IDYLLS. 

with  12  Illustrations  from  Etchings  by  Williwn  Hole,  B.8.A. 


London  :   HODDER  &   STOUGHTON,   27,  Paternoster  Row,  E.C. 
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MESSRS.    BELL'S    GIFT    BOOKS. 


ILLUSTRATED  CHRISTMAS  LIST,  post  free  on  application. 


I 


600  copies  only.    Small  Colombier  8vo,  42s.  net, 

MASTERS  of  MEZZOTINT :  the  Men  and  their  Work. 

By  ALFRKD  WHITMAN,  of  the  Deiiartment  of  Prints  and  Drawings, 
Uritish  Museum.  With  60  selected  Specimens  reproduced  in  Collotype 
from  important  and  perfect  impressions. 

Small  Colombier  8vo,  268.  net. 

FREDERIC,  Lord  LEIGHTON,  P.R.A. :  an  Illustrated 

Chronicle.  By  EBXEST  BHYS.  With  12  Photogravures  and  83  lUus. 
trations.    New  and  Chcnper  Edition  Eevised. 

Imperial  8vo,  2l8.  net. 

ACTORS  of  the  CENTURY  :  a  Play-lover's  Gleanings 

from  Theatrical  Annals.  By  FREDERIC  WHYTE,  Translator  of  "  The 
English  Stage,"  by  Augustin  Filon.  With  160  Portraits  in  Collotyi)e  and 
Half  tone,  representing  in  characteristic  parts  all  the  most  popular  Actors 
and  Actresses  during  the  last  100  years. 

THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  EDITION. 

Post  8vo,  6s. 

CARLYLE'S  "SARTOR  RESARTUS":  with  upwards 

of  80  Original  Designs  by  E.  J.  Sullivan.    Printed  at  the  Chiswick  Press. 
°e^  Also  a  limited  Edition  on  Japanese  Vellum,  21s.  net. 
In  this  edition  the  artist  has  carried  out  a  long-cherished  plan,  as  yet  nn- 
attempted,  to  provide  a  pictorial  comment  on  this  unique  work. 

Crown  8vo,  68.  net. 

ELLEN   TERRY  and  her  IMPERSONATIONS.     An 

Appreciation.  By  CHARLES  HIATT.  With  32  Illustrations  reproduced 
from  Photographs,  and  Binding  designed  by  Gordon  Craig. 

280  copies  printed,  of  which  260  are  for  sale.    Demy  4to,  2l8.  net. 

SUBURBAN  RELIQUES  of  OLD  LONDON :  North  of 

the  Thames.  Drawn  in  Littograpby  by  T.  R.  WAY.  With  Introduction 
and  Descriptive  Letterpress  by  H.  B.  WHEATLEY,  F.S.A. 

THE    ENDYMION    SERIES. 

MILTON'S    MINOR    POEMS   (including    "Comus" 

and  "  Samson  Agonistes  "J.  Illustrated  by  ALFRED  GARTH  JONES. 
Post  8vo,  6s. 

ENGLISH  LYRICS,  from  Spenser  to  Milton.  Illus- 
trated by  H.  ANNIHG  BELL.  With  an  Introduction  by  JOHN  DENNIS. 
Post  8vo,  6s. 

POEMS  by  ROBERT  BROWNING.     Illustrated  and 

Decorated  bv  BYAN  SHAW.  With  an  Introduction  bj-  ROBERT 
GARNETT,  LL.D.,  C.B.    Post  8vo,  78.  ed. 

POEMS   by  JOHN    KEATS.     lUustrated  and  De- 

corated  by  ROBERT  ANNING  BELL.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Professor  WALTER  RALEIGH,  M.A. .  Second  Edition,  with  several  new 
Illustrations,  post  8vo,  7s.  6d. 


SHAKESPEARE'S 


Large  post  Bvo,  6s. 

HEROINES.     Characteristics  of 


Women.  By  Mrs.  JAMESON.  IlluBlratert  with  26  Collotype  Reproduc- 
tions of  Portraits  of  Celebrated  Actresses  in  the  various  Characters,  and 
Photogravure  Frontispiece,  Miss  Ellen  Terry  as  Lady  Macbeth,  by  John 
Saigent,  B.A. 

NEW  VOLUME  OF  THE  EX-LIBRIS  SERIES. 

The  BAYEUX  TAPESTRY.    Reproduced  in  79  Half- 

'one  Plates  from  Photographs  of  the  Work  orijiinally  taken  for  the 
Department  of  Science  and  Art.  With  an  Historical  Description  and 
Commentary  by  FRANK  REDE  FOWKE,  of  that  Department,  im- 
pel ial  16mo,  lOs.  6d.  net. 

DEDICATED  BY  PERMISSION  TO  HER  MAJESTY  THE  QUEEN. 

REX  REGUM.    A  Painter's  Study  of  the  Likeness 

of  Chnst  from  the  Time  of  the  Apostles  to  the  Present  Day.  By  Sir 
WYK.E  BAYLISS,  F.S.A.    With  60  Illostrationa.    Post  8vo,  Bs.  net. 

Small  crown  4to,  10s.  6d.  net.    600  Copies  only. 

RELIGIO    MEDICI.     By  Sir  Thomas  Browne.     A 

New  Edition,  printed  in  Large  Type  on  Hand-made  Paper  at  the  Chiswick 
pjess,  end  bound  in  half-vellum.     With  Portrait  and  a  Reproduction  of 

tue  Origiiial  Frontispiece. 

On  Hand-made  Paper,  pott  8vo,  ie.  net. 

EOTHEN.    By  Alexander  W.  Kinglake.    Reprinted 

1  rom  the  First  Edition,  with  an  Introduction  by  the  Rev.  W.  TUCK  WELL, 
the  Original  Illostrations,  and  a  Itep. 

Royal  16mo,  2b.  6d,  net. 

The  SONNETS  of  JOHN  KEATS.     Printed  at  the 

Chiswick  Press,  with  Decorated  Borders  and  Initials  by  uhristopher  Dean. 
Royal  16mo,  3s.  6d.  net. 

The  STANZAS  of  OMAR  KHAYYAM.    Translated 

by  JOHN  LESLIE  GARNER.  Second  Edition,  with  Introduction  and 
Motes.    Printed  at  the  Chitswicls  Press. 


In  3  Parts,  £2  each. 

VANDYCK'S  PICTURES  at  WINDSOR  CASTLE.    By 

ERNEST  LAW.  In  3  Parts,  each  with  10  Plates  in  Photogravure.  60 
Copies  on  the  finest  Japanese  Paper,  £4  each  Part  (all  subscribed) ;  30O 
Copies  on  Dutch  Hand-made  Pajier,  £2  each  Part. 

Foap.  4^0,  308.  net. 

The  ROYAL  GALLERY  at  HAMPTON  COURT.    Illus- 

trated.  Being  an  Historical  Catalogue  of  the  Pictures  in  the  Queen's 
Collection  at  that  Palace,  with  Descriptive  Biographical  and  Critical 
Notes,  Revised,  Enlarged,  and  Illustrated  with  100  Plates.  By  ERNEST 
LAW,  B.A.,  Author  of  "  A  History  of  Hampton  Ccttrt  Palace." 

Two  Vols.,  im]ierial  Hvo,  50s.  net. 

A  HISTORY  of  RENAISSANCE  ARCHITECTURE  in 

ENGLAND,  i.n.  1500-1800.  By  REGINALD  BLOMFIELD,  M.A.,  Author 
of  "The  Formal  Garden  in  Ecgland."  With  150  Illustrations  from 
Drawings  by  the  Authors,  and  00  Plates  from  Photographs  and  Old 
Prints  and  Drawings. 

Imperial  8vo,  266.  net. 

WILLIAM  MORRIS :  his  Art,  bis  Writings,  and  his 

Public  Life.  By  AYMER  VALLANcE,  M.A.,  F.S.A.  With  60  Illustra- 
tions, including  a  Coloured  Plate  and  Portrait. 

Small  Colombier  8to,  26s.  net. 

THOMAS  GAINSBOROUGH :  his  Life  and  Works.   By 

Mrs.  ARTHUR  BKLL  (N.  D'Anvers).  With  68  IlluBtrationa  in  Photo- 
gravure and  Half-tone.    Binding  by  Gleeson  White. 

Small  Colombier  8vo,  2l8.  net. 

ALBERT  MOORE  :  his  Life  and  Works.    By  A.  Lys 

BALDRY.  With  8  Photogravures  and  70  other  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  with  binding  designed  by  Gleeson  White. 

Small  Colombier  8vo,  21b.  net. 

RAPHAEL'S  MADONNAS,  and  other  Great  Pictures. 

By  KARL  KAEOLY.    With  9  Photogravures  and  H  other  Illustrations. 
Small  Colombier  Bvo,  21s.  net. 

MASTERPIECES  of  the  GREAT  ARTISTS,  a.d.  1400- 

1700.  l)y  Mre.  ARTHUR  BELL  (N.  D'Anvers).  With  43  Illustrations, 
incladin^  8  Photogravures, 

Four  Vols.,  post  4to,  868.  net. 

VASARI'S  LIVES.    A  Selection  of  Seventy  of  the 

Lives.  Edited  and  Annotated  in  the  Light  of  Modern  Discoveries,  by 
E.  U.  and  E.  W.  BLASHFIELD  and  A.  A.  HOPKINS.    Illustrated. 

Demy  8vo,  10s.  6d.  net. 

BRITISH    HISTORICAL    PORTRAITS.      By    H.    B. 

WHEATLEY.    With  71  Ilhistrations  taken  direct  from  the  Originals. 
Demy  8vo,  12s.  Cd.  net. 

PORTRAIT   MINIATURES.     By  G.  C.  Williamson, 

Litt.D.,  Author  of  "  John  Bussell,  B.A.,"  "  Richard  Cosvray,  R.A.,"  4c. 
With  191  Illustrations. 

Demy  8vo,  12s.  Cd.  net. 

JAPANESE  ILLUSTRATION.    Being  a  History  and 

Description  of  the  Arts  of  Pjctorial  Woodcutting  and  Colour  Printing  in 
Japan.     By  EDWARD  F.  STRANGE,  M.J.S.    With  8  Coloured  and  80 

Black-and-Wbite  II lustrations. 

Small  4to,  8s.  6d.  net. 

ETCHING  in  ENGLAND.     By  Frederick  Wedmore. 

With  50  Illustrations  after  Etchings  bv  Sir  F.  SEYMOUR  HADEN, 
LEGKOS,  STRANG,  SHOKT,  WHISTLER,  HELLEU,  and  others. 

Medium  8vo,  18s  net. 

The  BASES  of  DESIGN.    By  Walter  Crane.    With 

200  Illustrations. 

STUDENT'S  EDITION,  post  8vo,  7s.  6il. 

MODERN  ILLUSTRATION :  its  Methods  and  Present 

Condition.  By  JOSEPH  PENNELL,  Author  of  "  Pen  Drawing  and  Pen 
Draughtsmen,"  *c.    With  171  Illuetrations. 

Third  Edition,  crown  8vo,  5s, 

PRACTICAL  DESIGNING.    A  Handbook  on  the  Pre- 

paration  of  Working  Drawings  for  Carpet.s,  Woven  Fabrics,  Metal  Work, 
W>iU  Papers,  Stamed  Glass,  &c.,  showing  the  Technical  Method  of  Pre- 
parins  Designs  for  the  Manufacturer.  Freely  Illustrated.  Edited  by 
GLEESON  WHITE. 

Third  Edition,  crown  8vo,  5e. 

AI PHABETS.    A  Handbook  of  Lettering,  complied 

for  the  Use  of  Artists,  Designers,  Handicraftsmen,  and  Students.  By 
EUWaUD  F.  STRA.NGE.    With  200  Illustrations, 


London:  GEORGE  BELL  &  SONS,  York  Street,  Covent  Garden. 
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JOHN      LANE'S      LIST. 

FOR   YOUNG    ENGLAND. 

THE  NEW  NOAH'S  ARK.     By  J.  J.  Bell.     Illustrated  in  Colours,  4to,  3s.  6d. 

"  It  is  incrocliblo  that  there  can  be  any  niiraery  to  cold  to  the  lyrio  mnae  lu  to  look  unniovo<l  ujion  '  The  New  Notth'a  Ark,'  with  iU  owTvely  tiaeinaliag  piotarM 
anil  their  no  Ioi'h  iloliK>>lful  vemeH.    Written  and  illastmted,  a»  waa  ttie  Stniwelpeter,  for  chililren  in  time  of  aioknena,  it  baa  nothinic  in  common  with  that  mono- 

mental  work  oxcvpt  ii»  Krentnoss.     R.  L  Stevenson's  penetrating  ortliciam  on  Black  Canyon  applieH  with  xinal  Rtneaa  bars 'A  very  ramarksbto  work,     tnrf 

page  prudvicon  iin  effect.    The  end  i:s  a*  »iuKalar  as  the  beginning.    I  norer  law  ancb  a  work  before.'  "—Pall  Mall  OateUt. 

A  COON  ALPHABET.    By  E.  W.  Kemule.     Small  4to,  4s.  6d. 

'  A  clever  and  amnaing  illustral  od  book  for  children,  which  will  also  please  their  elders.    Its  Digger  anlica  and  hnmoor  are  original  a*  well  ai  diverting." 

St.  Janutft  Oauttf, 

WYMPS.     By  Evelyn  Sharp,  Author  of  "  All  the  Way  to  Fairyland."    With  8  Coloured  lUus- 

trations  and  Cover  by  Mrs.  Dearmer.    New  and  Cheap  Elition,  paper  boardi,  3b.  Od.  ;  also  in  cloth  at  68. 

*■  Of  tho  -•stories  it  i«  impoRwihle  to  f«noak  too  hi^fhly.    They  are  trno  fairy  Htemturc,  and  the  most  exi^nt  will  1>6  satisfied  with  thenu**— Truth. 

RED  RIDING  HOOD'S  PICTURE  BOOK,  containing:—!.    Red  Riding  Hood.     11.   The 

Forty  Thieves.    IIL  Jack  and  the  BeanaUlk.    B7  WALTEK  ORA.NB.    4to,  48.  6d.     Bach  Part  to  be  had  separately  at  It. 

'  For  children  in  tho  fairy-etory  stage  no  prettier  book  has  been,  or  is  likely  to  be,  issued  this  season." — Birmingham  Pott, 

SUN,  MOON,  and  STARS  :    Pictures  and  Verses  for  Children.     Written  and  Illustrated  by 

E.  RICHAUWSON.    Demy  12mo,  2s.  6d. 
"  .Vn  e.\ccllenl  little  book,  convenient  in  size  to  slip  lielow  the  nursery  pillow."— JJro<</'ord  Obttrver. 

"THK  LAIIRKATE  OF  THE  ■^VR&^iVi."— Dictionary  of  Natioadl  Biography. 

LILLIPUT  LYRICS.     By  W.  B.  Rands.     Edited  by  Reginald  Bkimley  Johnson.     With  End- 

papers,  Title-page,  and  Frontispiece  in  Colour,  and  nearly  140  lUnatrations  by  Charles  Robinson.    Crown  8to,  68. 

A  HUNDRED  FABLES  of  /ESOP.      With  101  Full-Page  Illustrations  by  P.  J.  BiLUXG- 

HURST,  and  an  latrodaction  by  KENNETH  GRAHAME.    Foap.  4to,  68. 

THE  ALHAMBRA,  and  other  Poems.     By  F.  B.  Money-Coutts.     Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d.  net. 
THE  COLLECTED  POEMS  of  WILLIAM  WATSON.      Crown  8vo,  with  Portrait  by 

E.  II.  New,  78.  Ud.  net.  [Ready  on  Taetday. 

GODFRIDA  :  a  Play.     By  John  Davidson.     Fcap.  8vo,  5s.  net. 

PAN   and   the   YOUNG   SHEPHERD:    a  Pastoral.      By  Maurice  Hewletf,  Author  of 

"  The  Forest  Lovers."    Crown  Svo.  .Ss.  (iJ. 
"A  deliberate  essay  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Hewlett  in  a  special  literary  form.    Insteul  of  writing  a  piece  of  conscious  artifloiality,  ho  lias  given  as  a  poem  touched 
with  a  subtle  Krace,  and  inspired  with  a  spirit  of  romance."— Mr.  W.  L.  Coibt.kev,  in  Daily  Chronicle. 

THE  LAST  BALLAD,  and  other  Poems.     By  John  Davidson.     Fcap.  8vo,  48.  6d.  net. 

[Heady  on  Tuetday. 
THE  SEQUEL  TO  "  AYLWIN  "  IS   CONTAINED  IN 

THE  COMING  of  LOVE.    By  Theodore  Watts-Ddnton.    Crown  8vo,  5s.  net. 

[Third  Edition,  ready  immediately, 

THE   SILENCE  of   LOVE.     Poems  by  Edmond   Holmes,   with   Cover  Design  by  Henry 

Oapovat.     Small  4to,  3?.  (ii.  net.  [Next  week. 

SKETCHES  and  CARTOONS.    By  Charles  Dana  Gibson.     Uniform  with  "London:   as 

Seen  by  C.  D.  Gibson."     Oblong  folio  (12  in.  by  18  in.),  20s. 

THE  SPORTING  ADVENTURES  of  flR.  POPPLE.    By  G.  H.  Jalland,  the  weU-known 

Punch  Artist.     10  Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  other  Illustrations.    Oblong  4to  (i4  in.  by  10  in.),  68. 
Sure  to  be  widely  appreciated.    The  drawings,  large  and  small,  are  excellently  natural ;  and  the  letterpress  will  appeal  to  every  foxbonter  in  the  land." 

Westmtntttr  Oazttte. 

THE  EARLY  WORK  of  AUBREY  BEARDSLEY.     Edited  by  H.  C.  Mabillier.     With 

over  l.jO  Illustrations,  Ito,  31s.  6d.  net.    Also  a  Limited  Edition,  printed  on  Japanese  vellam,  at  638.  net.  [!fext  week. 

DREAfl  DAYS  :  Eight  Golden  Age  Stories.     By  Kenneth  Grahame.     Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d.  net. 

[A'ext  week. 

THE  SPIRIT  of  PLACE,  and  other  Essays.     By  Alice  Meynell.     Fcap.  8vo,  3s.  6d.  net. 

[yext  week. 

NEW    NOVELS.-Ciown  8vo,  6s. 
THE    CALIFORNIANS.      By  Gertrude    Atherton,    Author    of     "Patience    Sparhawk." 

Third  Edition. 
"The  ablest  woman  writer  of  fiction  now  living." — British  Weekly. 

HE  ROriANCE  of  a  RITUALIST.    By  Vincent  Brown,  Author  of  "  My  Brother." 
DOLS.     By  William  J.  Locke.     Author  of  "  Derelicts"  and  "  A  Study  in  Shadows." 

Grown  8vo,  Ss.  6d. 

DELIVERANCE  :  a  Novel.     By  Allan  Monkhouse,  Author  of  "  Books  and  Plays." 
iHE  REPENTANCE  of  a  PRIVATE  SECRETARY.    By  Stephen  Gwynn. 
THE  DUKE  of  LINDEN  :  a  Novel.     By  J.  F.  Charles,  Author  of  "A  Statesman's  Chance.'* 

STUDY  in  SHADOWS.    By  W.  J.  Locke.    New  Edition,  uniform  with  "DereHcts." 

THE   BODLEY   HEAD,   VIGO   STREET,   LONDON,  W. 
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MR,  MURRAY'S  LIST  01  BOOKS  FOR JHRISTMAS  PRESENTS. 

PRIOK   la. 

BILLY  and  H&NS:  a  Trae  History  of  Two  SQuirrela.    By  W.  J.  Stillman.    Small  crown  870. 

"  The  jjathetic  small  history  is  attractive,  and  ought  lo  be  read  by  all  animal  lovers  and  by  all  chlliireu  who  arc  worthy  to  become  animal  lovers."— Athenceum, 

PRICE    2s.  6d.    EACH. 

Large  demx  8vo. 

SUGGESTIVE  LIVES  and  THOUGHTS :  Brief  Studies,   Literary,  Religious,  and  BiograpWcal,  for  every  day  in  the 

year,  with  ijnotatums  from  over  (100  Authors.     By  EDWIN  HODDBR,  Author  of  "Life  of  the  Earl  of  Shaftesbury."     Net. 

MEYER'S    DICTIONARY   of  COOKERY,    1,200   Tested   Recipes.     Tlioroughly  reliable,    economical,    and   practical. 

Suitiible  for  tsninH  Imusoholds.    Net. 

STUDIES  in  the  ART  of  RAT-CATCHING.    By  H.  0.  Barkley.    Crown  8vo. 

"  Should  the  reaier  know  of  a  schoolboy  fond  of  ratline,  the  proud  possessor,  possibly,  of  a  sharp  terrier,  and,  may  be,  of  a  few  ferrets,  and  wish  ko  bestow  a 
present  upon  him.  the  memory  of  which  would  last  throughout  his  life,  we  could  not  do  better  than  advise  him  to  spend  balf-a-crown  in  the  purchase  of  this  most 
pleasantly  wrideu  book,  and  bestow  it  upon  him."— Field. 

PRICE    38,  Cd.     E«CH. 

NEW    AND    CHEAPER    EDITION    OF    OR.    SMILES'S    '•  SELF-HELP "    SERIES. 

8ELF-HBLP.    CHARiCTER.     THRIFT.    DUFY.     |  LIFE    of    a    SCOTCH     NATURALIST:    Thomas  I  THE  AUTOBIOGRAPH?   Of  JAMES    NASMYTH. 
JASMIN:  Baiber,  Poet.  Philanthropist.  (         Edward,  Shoemaker  of  Banff.    With  Portrait  and  Edited  by  SAMUEL  S.\IIL,ES,  LL  D.    Popular 

INDUSTRIAL    BIOGRAPHY;    or.   Iron   Woriers  i         illustrations.  I         Edition.    With  Portrait  and  Woodcuts. 

and  T  o  O  Makers.     Krontispicco.  I 

J3SIAH  WEDGWOOD.    LIFE  and  LABOUR.  I  MES  of  INVENTION  and  INDUSTRY.  I  BOY'S  VOYAOB  ROUND  the  WORLD. 

DARWIN'S  VOYAGE  of  a  NATURALIST  ROUND  the  WORLD. 

THE  STORY  of  the  BATTLE  of  WATERLOO.    By  Rev.  G.  R.  Gleig. 

DEEDS  of  NAVAL  DARIKG;  or,  Short  Accounts  of  Heroic  Naval  Actions.    By  Edward  Giffard. 

PRICE    5a.    EACH. 

SECOND  IMl'ttKSSION  JUST  OUT.    Crown  8fo. 

MR  GLADSTONE:  a  Monograph.    By  Sir  Edward  W.  Hamilton,  K.O.B. 

**  Nobjdy  has  a  better  right  to  pat  on  record  the  impressions  derived  from  long  aid  clo.'?c  intercourse  with  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  we  may  aid  that  no  one  ciuld 
have  d->ne  it  bettor."— 7Vme.v. 

".Vs  impartial  as  it  is  pissible  for  any  individual  opinion  of  a  great  man  Id  he."— Daily  Telegfaph. 
'*  Sympathetic,  warmly  appreciative,  but  not  fulsome." — Standard. 

WHAT  is  GOOD  MUSIC?    Suggestions  to  Persons  desiring  to  Cultivate  a  Taslie  in  Musical  Art.    By  W.  J.  Henderdon. 

Crown  8vo. 
"  None  bus  succeeded  better,  or  won  his  way  so  close  to  the  central  jiroblem  as  Mr.  Henderson  ..  ..He  h  is  the  happy  gift  of  explaining  clearly  and  most  concisely 
such  elementary  distinctions  as  amuteurs  rciiuire  to  kuo\v."—Times. 

ALICE.  GRAND  DUOHESS  of  BESSB,  PRINCESS  of  GREAT  BRITAIN.    Letters  to  Her  Majesty  the  Queen.    With 

aMcmnir  by  H.B.H.  Princess  CHRISTIAN.    A  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  Revised.    Containing  iln  Lait  Letter  writtei  by  Priucass  Alice.    With  Portrait. 
Oown  8vo. 

SIR  W.  NAPIER'S  ENGLISH  BATTLES  and  SIEGES  in  the  PENINSULAR  WAR.    Portrait. 

OLD   DECC AN   DAYS ;    or,   Hindoo  Fairy  Legends  current  in  Southern  India.     Collected  from  Oral  Tradition  by 

MARY  FREBE.     Crown  Svo.     With  an   Introduction  and  Notes  by  the  late    Right  Hon.  Sir  BARI'LE   FRERE,  Bart.    With  60  Illustrations.     Tifth 
lmi)ression.    Crown  8vo. 

PRICE    68.     EACH. 

TWELVE  INDIAN  STATESMEN.    By  Dr.  George  Smith,  O.I.E.    With  Portrait    Crown  Svo.    New  and  Popular  Edition. 

[^Junt  out. 
"  The  value  and  intore.^t  of  the  narratives  are  sustained  throughout.    Dr.  Smith's  work  forms  an  admirable  record  of  the  religious  developmsnts  of  Auglo-Indiaa 
life."— Times. 

VAGARIES.    By  Axel  Mnnthe,  Author  of  "  Lolteis  from  a  Mourning  City,''  &c.    Crown  Svo.  [Just  out. 

"  As  whimsical  as  they  are  charming."— >S/)e(T/a/f>r. 

"  From  first  to  last  is  most  pleasant  reading  witlnut  a  dull  page."— (-Vas/zOif  Herald. 

THE  LORD'S  PRAYER.    By  the  late  Edward  Mayrick  Goulb'irn,  D  D.,  sonetima  Daan  of  Norwich.    Grown  8ro. 

"The  work  is  so  full,  so  rich  in  thought  and  learning,  so  uchurried,  so  calm  and  earnest  at  the  S'lmo  titm.  One  r.ivels  in  such  a  volume.  It  is  eotirelv  repre* 
sentative  of  the  culture  and  piety  of  a  typical  Anglican  divine.    We  have  known  nothing  better  on  that  most  wonderful  and  beautiful  prayer." — Literary  World. 

THE  FIVE  WINDOWS  of  the  SOUL:  a  Popular  Account  of  the  Hnmin  Senses.     By  Edward  Hamilton  Aitken, 

Authorof  "  The  Tribes  on  my  Front.cr,"  "  Behind  the  Bungalow,"  "  A  Naturalist  on  the  Prowl."    Crown  Svo.  [.Just  out. 

MUSIC :  How  it  came  to  be  what  it  is.    By  Hannah  Smith.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  870.  \Just  out. 

THE  STORY  of  MARCO  POLO.    Edited  by  N.  Brooks.    With  many  Illustration.    Crown  Svo.  i^ow ready. 

PRICE     7s.  6d.     EACH. 

THINGS  JAPANESE :  being  Notss  on  Various  Subjects  connected  with  Japan,  for  tha  Use  of  Travellers  and  others. 

By  BASIL  HALL  CHAMBERLAIN.  [•'''»<  O"'-      . 

"  The  book  is  eminently  readable  and  entertaining.    Where  there  are  some  curious  facts  recorded  it  is  difllcnlt  to  K3lect  one Altogether  the  book  is  fall  « 

fascination  for  those  who  care  for  things  Japanese."— >9per^a^or. 

THE  LIFE  and  LETTERS  of  the  Rev.  JOHN  BACCHUS  DYKES,  M.A..  Mas.Doc,  late  Vicar  of  St.  Oswalds,  Durhm.i 

Edited  by  the  Rev.  JOSEPH  T.  FOWLER.  Vice-Principal  of  Hattiold  Hall,  Durhim,  &c.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  7s.  8d.  [.Just  nut. 

A  man  of  saintly  character  and  deep  devotional  feeling,  he  wa^abls  to  give  to  such  hyums  aa  "  L3a'l.  kin  II  v  Li;H,"  •'  I  hs»r.lthe  voijsof  Jesrssay,        Eternal  i 
Father,  strong  to  save,"  or,  "Now  the  labourer's  task  is  o'er,"  that  living  voice  of  music  which  inteusifiss  their  ttiUest  men-iing. 

AMONG  the  CELESTIALS.    A  Narrative  of  Travals  in  Manchuria,  across  th'j  Gjbi  Dasart.  and  through  the  Himalayas 

to  India.    Abridged  from  '■  The  Heart  of  a  Continent."  with  Additions.    By  Capt.  FRANCIS  YOUNGHUaBAND,  CLE  ,  Gold  Medallist,  F.R.G.8.,  Author 
of  "  The  Belief  of  Chitral."    With  Map  and  Illustrations,  crown  Svo.  iJust  out. 

LETTERS  from  HIGH  LATITUDES:  a  Yacht  Voyage  to  Icjland.    By  the  Marqiis  of  Duffjrin  and  Ava.    WoodcntB.i 

Crown  Svo. 

PRICE    10s.  6d.    AND    OVER. 

A  COTSWOLD  VILLAGE ;   or,  Country  Life  and  Pursuits  in  Gloucesterihire.    By  J.  Arthur  Gibbs.    With  numerous 

beautiful  Illustrations.    Crown  svo,  lOs.  6d.  [_Jusl  out. 

MEMOias  of  a  HIGHLAND  LADY  (Miss  Grant  of  Rothiemurchus,  afterwards  Mrs.  Smith,  of  Baltiboys,  1797-1830). 

Edited  by  Lady  STRAOHEY.    TliTd  Impression.     Uemy  Svo,  10s.  6d.  , 

'One  of  the  most  delightful-books  that  any  reader  could  desire  is  to  be  found,  s:imewhat  unexp3cte;lly,  in  the  '  Memoirs  of  a  Highland  Lady.     —World, 

THE    BIBLE  in  SPAIN;  or,   th?  Joarneys  and   Imprisonments   of  an  Englishaian  in  an  Attempt  to   Circulate  tlu 

Scriptures  in  the  Peninsula.     By  GRORGB  BORROW.      A  New  Edition,  carefnlly  Revised,  with  Notes  and  a  Glossar.y,  by  the  late  RALPH  ULIOI 
BURKE,  Authorof  "A  History  of  Spain."     With  Map  and  Etchings  by  M.  Manesse.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  12s 

THE  LIFE  of  JOHN  NICHOLSON,  SOLDIER  and  ADMINISTRATOR.    Based  on  Private  and  hitherto  Unpublishec 

Documents.    By  Capt.  J.  L.  TROTTER.    With  Portraits  and  Maps.    Svo,  IGs. 

HANDBOOK  for  EGYPT:  the  Nile,  Through  Egypt,  Nubia,  Alexandria,  Cairo,  the  Pyramids,  Thebes,  the  Suez  Canal 

Peninsula  (if  Sinai,  the  Oases,  the  Fyoom,  &c.    3t  Maps  and  Plans.     15s. 

"  We  cannot  say  too  much  in  praise  of  the  excellent  arrangement  of  this  guide The  maps  are  ailToirable." — Pall  Mill  Gazette.  ^ 

"In  a  word,  not  only  is  this  the  best  haudbook  on  Bgypt.^but  it  is  probably  the  very  best  Mr.  Murray  has  publishad  in  his  large  and  famous  series.  ' 

Daily  Chroutcle, 

JOHN  MURRAY,  Albemarle  Street. 
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CASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  ANt^iOUNCEMENTS. 

NOW  READY.    PBICE  I8t. 

THE     NEW     PAR     EAST.       By     Arthur    Diosy,    Vice- 

Cliainiian  of   tlio  Council  of  Uu-  Japan  Society.     With  T«elve   lllustrationa   from   Special   Dci)i);as    by   Kubota    Betwn,    of  Tokio,  a 
Hoproductioii  of  a  Cartoon  desigiieil  by  H.Jt.  The  Oerman  Kinperor  and  a  ipecially  drawn  JIap. 

NOW  KKADY,  '<  VOLS.,  2I». 

MYSTERIES    of    POLICE    and    CRIME:     A    General 

Survey  of   Wrong-doinR  and  it.s  Pursuit.     By   Major  ARTHUR   (IRIFFITHS  (One  c)f  Her  .MiiJKtty'H  Inspectors  of  Prisons),  Author  of 
"  Chronicleu  of  Nowgate,"  "Memorials  of  Millbaiik,"  kc. 

DR.    NEWMAN     HAbb'S    AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

NOW  HEADY.     PRICK  12«.   Od. 

NEWMAN   HALL  :  An  Autobiography.     With  Portrait 


as   Frontispiece. 


I 


Just  Published.    Price  6». 

WILD  LIFE  at  HOME:  How  to  Study 

and  Phntoeraph  It.  By  RICHARD  KEARTON, 
F.Z.S.,  with  REMBRANDT  KRO.NTISPIEUE  and 
aiiout  UK)  Illustrations  fioin  ^aturo  by  Cherry 
Kuarlou. 

BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 
Now  Ready.    Prieu  21«. 

WITH  NATURE  AND  A  CAMERA.  BeiOK 
the  .\dventure8  and  ODstrvations  of  a 
Kleld  JiaturalUt  and  an  Animal  Photo- 
Itrapher.  By  R.  KEARTON,  F.Z.S.  With 
aboui  160  IlluBtratiom  from  Photographs. 

Now  Ready.    Price  2l8. 

BRITISH  BIRDS'  NESTS.    By  R.  Kearton, 

V  Z..S.  with  lii.rly  130  llluslratio'ia  of 
Nests,  Eggs,  Young,  Ac,  from  Photo- 
graphs. 

Now  Ready.  Price  59. 

BIRDS'  NESTS,  EGGS.  AND  EGG- 
COLLECTING.  ByR.  KEARTON,  F./..S. 
Illustrated  with  22  Coloured  Plates  ot 
Eggs.    Revised  and  Enlarged  Edition. 

Popular  Edition,  u  vols.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

AMILIAR    WILD    FLOWERS.      By 

F.  E.  QULME,  F.L.S..  F.3.A.  With  40  Full-Page 
Colourtd  Plates  in  each,  and  Descriptive  Text. 

Popular  Edition,  6  vols.,  33.  6(1.  each. 

AMILIAR  GARDEN  FLOWERS.    By 

r.  B.  HULME,  F.L.3.,  F.S.A.  With  40  FuU-Page 
Coloured  PI  ilea  in  each,  and  Descriptive  Text. 

Cheap  Edition.    0  vols.,  4s.  Cd.  each. 

LD  AND  NEW  LONDON.  A  Narra- 
tive of  lis  History,  its  People,  and  Its  Piaffes. 
Each  vol.  contains  about  200  Illustrations  and  Mips 

Cheap  Edition.    2  vols.,  4s.  6d.  ea.h. 

BEATER    LONDON.       By    Edward 

WALFORD.  With  about  400  Ortgiual  Illustra. 
ttious. 

(heap  Edition.    Price  7s.  Od. 

ASSFLL'S  HISTORY  of  INDIA.    By 

^■jAMES  GRANT.    With  400  lllustrationa. 
Cheap  Edition.    3  double  vols.,  6s.  each. 

IB  OWN  COUNTRY.  Containing  up- 
wards of  1,200  illuBtrutions,  and  Steel  FrontUpisce. 

Now  Really.    In  3  vols.    Price  £3  3s. 

LIFE  and  PAINTINGS  of  VICAT 

■  OGLE,  R.A.  Uescribed  by  ROBERT  CBIONELL, 
Barrlster-ut-Law.  Illustrated  with  59  Full.Page 
anfl  numerous  smaller  Platea. 


GIFT     BOOKS. 

Now  Ready,  Cheap  Edition.     Price  2la. 

ANNALS  of  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY, 

By  E.  T.  BRADLEY  Mrf.  Murray  Smith),  lUus- 
trated  by  W.  Hatherell,  R.t.  U.  M.  I'^get,  .nd 
Francis  Walker.  K.S.A.,  A.R.I.E..  with  a  Preface 
by  t>'e  DEAN  OF  WK-TMINSTER,  and  a  Chapter 
on  the  Abbey  Buildings,  by  J.  T.  MICKUE- 
THWaUK,  F.8.A. 

Popular  Edition,  2  vols.    12).  the  set. 

CATHEDRALS,      ABBEYS,      and 

CHlRCUBSof  BNGUND  and  WA L1W.  Des- 
oilpilve.  Historical,  i-lctorial.  Edited  by  Prof. 
P.ONNKY,  F.R.S.,  with  nearly  500  OrlK'nal 
Illustrations. 

In  1  vol.    4'ls.  net. 

THE    TIDAL    THAMES-      By   Grant 

ALLEN.  With  20  niagidHceut  Full-Page.  Photo- 
gravure Plates,  and  with  nianv  other  lliuitratluis 
after  Original  Urawliigt  by  W.  L.  WyUie,  A.  R.A. 


New  Edition. 


Price  7s.  6<1. 


Now  Ready.    Price  21s. 

laHTS    and    SCENES    in    OXFORD 

1  CITY  and  1!NIVER8ITY.  Descrlbsdby  TUoMAS 
WHITTAKER.  B.A.,  and  Illustrated  with  up- 
wards of  lOU  Plates,  with  an  Introductlun  by 
Ptof.  OEOROE  SAINISBIRY,  M.A. 


THE  WORKS  of  CHARLES  BURTON 

BARBER  Illustrated  with  41  Platei  and  Po'- 
traits,  anil  containing  Introduction  by  HARRY 
FURNIS.S. 

Price  7a.  6d. 

ROYAL    ACADEMY     PICTURES. 

with  2,000  magnltlcent  Illustrations. 
New  and  EnUrged  Editions.    Price  IDs.  Od. 

THE  QUEEN'S  LONDON.    Contiining 

nearly  600  Exquisite  Views  of  London  and  iia 
Envlr  PS.  together  with  a  line  nuiiesof  Pictures 
ot  the  Queeua  Dlamoud  lubilee  Procession, 

Now  Ready.    Price  Os. 

THE  QUEEN'S  EMPIRE-     Containing 

about  300  pages  of  .Splendid  Illustrations,  repro- 
duced from  authentic  photographs. 

Now  Ready.    Price  Jls. 

THE   MAGAZINE   OF   ART,     Yearly 

Voluine.  With  a  seiles  cf  Fxqulslte  Plates,  and 
about  800  lUuBUatlons  frc  m  Original  Drawings. 

People's  Edition,  C  implete  In  3  vols.,  lOa.  6d.  the  aet. 

THE  ROYAL  SHAKESPEARE.     With 

over  60  Superb  Illustrations.  By  F.  J.  FURNI- 
VALL.  Hitherto  published  In  three  volumes  at 
16s.  each,  this  aplendld  and  valuable  edition  la 
row  Ifsued  unabflilged  at  a  price  nblch  will 
place  it  wltbln  reach  of  all. 


THEMOSTAMUSINao»T.BOOKOKTHE8E480y 
Now  Ready,  boards,  Rt. :  doth  kIU.  Ha.  ed. 

WHYS     AND     OTHER     WHYS:     or 

Curious  Creatures  and  their  I'ales.  by  8.  U. 
HaMEK.  With  numerous  Illustrations  by 
Harbt  H.  Neilson. 

Now  Beady.    Price  3a.  M. 

THE     REBELLION     of     LIL     CAR- 

RINOTON.    ByL.  T.  MEAUE.    Ulustrated. 
Cheap  Edition,  Now  Ready.     Price  3s.  Od. 

BRITAIN'S  ROLL  of  GLORY:  or,  The 

Victoria  Cross,  Its  Heroes,  and  their  Valour.  By 
D.  H.  PARRY.    Illustrated. 

Popular  Edition.    2  vols.,  6s.  each. 

THE   STOKY  OF  THE  SEA.     Edited 

by  Q  A.  T.  (JfiLlKK  Couch).  With  Sew  antl 
Original  111  Jstratlona  by  Leading  Artlsu. 

Price  «a. 

STAR-LAND.    Being  Talks  with  Young 

People  about  the  Wonders  of  the  Ueavena.  By 
Sir  ROBERT  SfAWKLL  BALL,  LUD.,  r.R.8., 
F.R.A.8.    Illustrated. 

Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ,  or  buckram,  gilt  edna,  te. 

CASSBLL'S     NEW     FINE-ART 

EDITION  if  ROBINSON  CRISOE.  With  up- 
wards of  lOO  Original  Illustrations  by  Walter  Paget 


Now  Ready.    Price  8a. 

CASSELL'S      MAGAZINE.         Yearly 

Viilume.      With   upwards  ot    1,250    OrlglDal 
Illustrations. 

Now  Ready.    Price  7s.  6d. 

QUIVER,  THE.    Yearly  Volume.    With 

about  900  Original  Illustrations  and  Coloured 
Picture  for  fiouUsplece. 

Now  Ready.    Price  8s. 

CHUMS.     Yearly    Volume.       With  12 

Coloured    Plates  and  upwards  ot  1,0J0  lUostra- 
Itous. 

Now  Ready.    Boards,  3s.  ed  ,  cloth  gilt,  S». 

LITTLE      FOLKS      CHRISTMAS 

VOLUME.    With  6  Full-Page  Coloured  Plates  and 
DUineroua  other  lllostrailous. 


AN  ENriRELY  NEW  WORK. 

Now  Ready,     lis  pages,  cloth.  Is. 

THE      DICTIONARY      of     DAINTY 

BREAKFASTS.  ByPdVLLIS  BROWNE.  Wltn 
an  Inuoiluctlon  by  "A  MERE  MAN." 

Now  Ready.    4sn  psgea,  Uinp  cloth.  Is. 

A  YEAR'S   COOKERY.    Giving  Dishes 

lor  Breakfsst,  Luncheon,  and  Dinner  for  ev  ly 
day  In  the  year,  wi:h  Practical  listractions  fu- 
their  Preparation  and  a  Spec's'  »»»ctloo  on  Kuud 
for  Invalids.    By  PHYLLIS  BROWNE. 

Now  Ready.    3-21  pag's  limp  cloth,  la. 

COOKERY  for  COMMON   AILMENTS. 

Bv  A  KELLOlV  OK  THE  ROVAL  <•  >l.LEOB  Or 
PHYSICIANS  and  PHYLLIS  BROWNE. 


Cheap  Edition.    Price  10a.  6d. 

PICTURESQUE  EUROPE.    The  British 

Iiles.     Cniit»inilig  20  Exquisite  Lith'>  Plater,  and 
about  4CU  Original  Engravings  by  the  lH.«t  atilsta. 

A  Copy  of  Coisell  *  Co«pa>„/>  ILLVSTKATED  LIST  of  VOLUMES  ,uMle  for  CBSISTMAS  a,iJ  NEW  YEAk'S  GIFTS  ».«  *•  »ni 

pott-free  on  appUcation. 

^SSELL  &.  COMPANY,    Ltd.,  London,   Paris,   New  York,  and  Melbourne. 
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ELLIOT  STOCK'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

IfEW  VOLUME  OF  FAIBY  TALES. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth,  Illustrated,  price  6s. 

THE  YOUNG  PRINCESS 

FAIRY  BOOK. 

Containing  several  Wmidcrfal  Stories  for  the 
Young  F5lk8.  By  CASTE LL  COATES.  With 
Illustrations  from  designs  by  the  Author. 

A  CHARMING  PRESENT  FOR  THE  CHILDKEN. 

In  medium  long  8»o,  cloth,  fully  Illustrated,  price  68. 

LESSONS  in  LINE  for 

LITTLE  LEARNERS. 

Songs  by  A.  H.  8.  Music  by  Geoffrey  Ryley. 
Pictures  by  Evelyn  Beale. 

In  crown  8vo,  olotb,  Illustrated,  price  8s. 

OLD  ENGLISH 

SOCIAL  LIFE, 

as   Told  by    the   Parish    Register.      By   T.    F. 

THISELTON    DYER,  M.A.  Oxon.,    Author    of 

"  Church  Lore  Gleanings." 
"  Mr.  Thiselton  Dyer's  book  is  instructive  and 
entertaining.  He  has  a  wide  aoquiintanoe  with 
registers,  and  draws  upon  them  for  facts  concerning 
parish  life,  the  relations  of  yarson  and  people,  super- 
stitions, pariah  scandals  and  punishments,  marriage, 
death,  and  strange  customs,  and  natural  events. 
The  result  is  an  entertaining  volume  of  small  facts 
and  curious  diction.** — Academy. 


THE  EUROPEAN  FOLK  TALE 
SBBIES. 

In  crown  8vo,  cloth.  Illustrated,  price  38.  6d. 

THE  SECRETS  of  ike  NIGHT, 

and  other  Esthonian  Folk  Tales.  Translated  by 
F.  ETHEL  HYNAM.  Illustrated  by  H.  Oakes- 
Jones. 


NEW  NOV  EC  ILLUSTRATIVE   OF 
EAST-END  LIFE. 

In  crown  Bvo,  cloth,  price  6s. 

ALL   SORTS  and 
CONDITIONS  of  WOMEN. 

By  CHARLES  BURT  BANKS. 


NEW  VOLUMES  OF  VERSE. 

NOW  READY.     FIFTH  THOUSAND,    in  paper 
cover,  price  4d.  net,  post  free. 

A   SOUVENIR   of  the   late 
BISHOP  WALSH  AM  HOW. 

Versis  written  by  the  late  Bishop  of  Wakefield, 


In  crown  Bvo,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. 

STRAY  VERSES. 

By  H.  J.  S.  BAILEY. 


In  fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  price  28.  6d. 

LOVE   TRIU3IPIIANT : 

A  Song  of  Hope.    By  WILLIAM  BEDFORD. 


In  fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  with  rough  edges,  price  28.  6d. 

EDMUND  :    A  Metrical  Tale. 

By  ALFRED  L.  CARPENTER. 


In  crown  Bvo,  cloth,  price  2s.  ed. 
ST.    KIL DA,   the  Arcadia  of  the  Hebrides : 
and  Psalms  of  Life.    By  WALTER  J.  MILLER, 


MESSRS.  T.  &  T.  CLARK'S 


LIST. 


The  NEW  "  DICTIONARY  of  the  BIBLE." 

Edited  hy  JAMF8    HASTINGS,    Il-D.   "  promise?  to  bi-. 
Sl.en  completed,  the  best  Biblical  encyclopiedia  in  Eiigli.h. 
— UiiariiiBii.  1/n  -1  "o!*..  '»'»•  Suo.  price  wr  Doi.,  w>  ciol*,  288.; 
hal/'tnorocco,  Ste. 

RECONCILIATION     by    INCARNATION. 

Bv  D  W.  SIMON,  D.D.,  Principal  of  the  C nited  College. 
BnuUora  jMt  vublithed.  "The  central  theme  of  this 
K  is  the  Reconciliation  of  God  and  Man  that  is.  be  it 
stated  as  distinctly  as  I  can  state  it.  of  (Jod  with  man  as 
well  as  of  man  with  Ooi.--Fro,n  f-^^-^l/J^J^^-^  ,,,  „^. 

PROFESSOR  W.  N.  CLARKE'S  "OUTLINE 

of  CHRISTIAN  TH  EOLOGY  "  is  *'  a  surprise  in  theological 
literature,  aiil  it  will  charm  any  reader  as  the  simply  ex- 
Dressed  dots  charm  always."— .Expoatiorj/  Times. 
^  [/n  p06t  8vo,  pr\C6  78.  bi. 

PROFESSOR  DILLMANN'S  "GENESIS." 

(Authorised  Translation.)  '■  The  most  perfect  form  of  the 
commt.ntariw  txnxtuus  which  the  nineteenth  century  has 
„roduoed."-Prof.    BirooE,  Slritabur-g.      "Forms  an  indis- 

DR.  ADAMSON'S  "  STUDIES  of  the  MIND 

in  CH  RTST  "  is  "  a  book  eminently  worthy  of  the  attentjon 
of  all  who  arc  interested  in  thcolony.  —Bcokman.  it 
cannot  be  neirlected  by  any  student  of  this  fascinating  and 
critical  <iuestion."- CAnrcA  Belli.      VPott  81)0,  iinci  is.  td. 

DR.  FORREST'S  "THE  CHRIST  of  H[S- 

TORY  and  of  EXPERIENCE"  exhibits  "literary  and 
theoloBical  powers  of  a  high  order,  and  abounds  in  observa- 
tions and  criticisms  which  con  Id  only  have  been  penned  by  a 
masculine  and  fearless,  but  reverent  thinker.  —UUTatm. 
fSwo,  pnce  1"8.  «a. 

PRINCIPAL  HODGSON'S   "  THEOLOGIA 

PECTORIS  :  Outlinea  of  Religioua  Faith  and  Doctrine 
Foundeil  on  Intuition  and  Experience,"  is  "a  timely,  vise- 
ful,  fruitful  boolc."-«rpo,i(or„  7-|^;»^  ^^^  ^.^^  ^^  ^^ 

PROFESSOR      HARRIS'S      "GOD     the 

CREATOR  and  LORD  of  ALL"  is  "  a  very  honourable  and 
em  abiding  piece  of  work . . .  There  has  been  nothing  to  compare 
with  some  of  these  chapters  for  a  gooil  many  years.  We 
could  wish  that  our  younger  ministers  would  read  and  re- 
read  books  like  «>':^-''-'"'""'^i$„f^^,^  ,„^  ^^,  ,^, 

REV.  D.  SOMERVILLE'S  "ST.  PAUL'S 

CONCEPTIONof  CHRIST"  is  "one  of  the  most  solid  con- 
tributions that  ha?  been  made  to  the  study  of  St.  Paul  s 
Epifitles  for  a  considerable  time."— Guardian. 

^^^^  fiams         \8vo,  price  its. 

PRINCIPAL  SALMOND'S  "THE  CHRIS- 
TIAN DOCTRINE  of  IMMORTALITY  "ia  "beyond  all 
doubt  the  one  book  on  the  transcendeut  subject  of  which  it 
treats."— 3fe(fto(fw(  Times. 

[Third  Edition,  8tw.  prux  Us. 

REV.  J.  MACPHERSON'S   "CHRISTIAN 

DOGMATICS."  "We  anticipate  that  the  book  will 
speedily  make  its  wav  into  the  nood  graces  of  students  of 
theology,  esr'ocially  those  still  engaged  in  cIa»8-work.  — 
Criwal  Revieto.  ISfo,  pnce  9*. 

SCHULTZ'S   "OLD  TESTAMENT  IHEO- 

liOOY"  (Authorised  Translation)  in"  the book'.to get. beyond 
all  doubt..  ..It  is  one  of  the  most  intereating  and  readable 
books  we  have  had  in  our  hands  for  a  long  tim*"."— Professor 
A.  n.  Bruce,  D.D.  [2  vols.,  8vo,  188.  Jiet. 

BEYSCHLAG'S   '*  NEW   TESTAMENT 

THEOLOGY."    Authorised  Translation. 

[2  vols.,  Svo,  pnce  188,  net. 

WENDT'S  "THE  TEACHING  of  JESUS." 

Dr.  R  F.  Horton  refers  to  Beyechlag's  "New  Testament 
Theology"  and  Wendt's  "Teaching  of  .leans"  as  "  two  in- 
valuable books."  [2  volt..  Svo.  vrm  21». 

"  THE  INTERNATIONAL  THEOLOGICAL 

LIRRARY"  is  "a  much-needed  addition  to  thetheoloirical 
literature  of  the  English-speaking  uationa."  —  Academy. 
Prospectus  free  on  application. 

[7  voU.  now  ready,  lOs.  6d.  to  12s.  each. 

**THE   INTERNATIONAL    CRITICAL 

COMMENTARY."  "  The  publication  of  tbi'  series  marks 
an  epoch  in  Enitlish  exegesis."— Br iiuA  Weekly.  Prospectus 
free  on  application. 

[7  vfA».  now  rioay,  m.  6d.  to  12«.  eich. 


ELLIOT      STOCK. 

PATEaNCSTKR  RO'V,  LONDO.S',  E.G. 


New  Compute  Catalogue  free  on  application. 


Eiinburgh  :  T.  &  T.  CLARK,  38, George  Street 

London:  SEMPKIN,  MARSHALL,  H.iMlLTON, 
KENT  &  CO.,  LlMiTBi). 


FROM  WALTER  SCOTT'S  LIST 


NEW  VOLUME  OF  POEMS  BY  ROBERT 
BUCHANAN. 

THE      NEW     ROME:     Poems 

and  Ballads  of  our  Empire.  By  ROBERT 
BUCHANAN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top, 
price  6s,  

Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  price  58.  net. 

BIRDS   of  the   BRITISH   ISLES. 

Drawn  and  Described  by  JOHN  DUNCAN. 
This  volume  contains  about  400  drawings  of  birds 
by  John  Duncan,  naturalist  and  artist.    The  draw- 
ings are  accompanied  by  a  concise  description  of  each 
bird. 


THE  CONTEMPORARY  SCIENCE  SERIES. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  38.  6d.,  some  volumes  6s. 

With  a  large  numljer  of  Illustrations  and  Diagrams. 

Price  68. 

THE     NATURAL    HISTORY    of 

DIGESTION.    By  A.  LOCKHART  GILLESPIE, 
M.D.,  F.R.C.P.  Kd.,  F.R.S.  Ed. 

DEGENERACY:  its  Causes,  Signs, 

and  Results.     By  Prof.  EUGENE  S.  TALBOT, 
M.D.,  Chicago.    With  IlluBtrations.    Price  6s. 


THE  SCOTT  LIBRARY. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  price  Is.  Od.  each. 
NEW  VOLUMES. 

THE    PRINCIPLES   of   SUCCESS 

in  LITERATURE.  By  GEORGE  HENRY 
LEWES.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
T.  SHARPER  KNOWLSON. 

THE    CONFESSIONS    of   SAINT 

AUGUSTINE.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
ARTHUR  SYMONS. 


THE  CANTERBURY  POETS. 


Square  8vo,  cut  and  uncut  edges.  Is.  per  volume. 
Also,  "Gravure"  Edition,  in  rich  art  linen  bindiiw, 
each  Volume  with  Portrait  or  other  Frontispiece  u 
Photogravure. 

LATEST  ADDITION. 

LYRA   NICOTIANA:  Poems  and 

Verses  concerning  Tobacco.      Edited,    with  i 
Introduction,  by  WILLIAM  G.  HUTCHISON. 


THE  WORLD'S  GREAT  NOVELS. 


Large  crown  8to,  Illustrated,  price  3s.  6d.  per  vol. 
IMPORTANT  NEW  ADDITIONS. 

TWENTY    YEARS    AFTER.     By 

ALEXANDRE     DUMAS.       With     10    FuU-r 
Illustrations  by  Frank  T.  Merrill,  and  80O  ] 
of  Letterpress,  set  from  new  type. 

NOTRE  DAME.    By  Victor  Hugo. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 


New  and  Cheap  Edition  in  paper  cover,  price  Is.,  igf 
TOLSTOY'S  FAMOUS  BOOK, 

THE     KREUTZER     SON^A.I 

CHOICE  XMAS  QIFT-BOOK. 

Crown  4to,  6a. ;  "  Wedding  Present  "  Edition,  7s.  t&.- 

in  box  ;  also  in  limp  morocco. 

Entirely  New  Edition.    12  Full-page  Portraits. 

Dedicated  to  Paderewski. 

THE    MUSIC    of   the   POETSi 

a    Mnpieian's     B-rthday     Bo'.k.       Compiled   bj 
ELEONORE  D'ESTESRE-KEELING. 
"  Probahly  the  moHt  handsome  and  elaborate  tool 
of  the  kind  ever  published."— Z.if«rj)i)«?  Po$t. 

London:    WALTER    SCOTT,   Ltd., 
Paternoster  Square. 
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he  Best  Use  to 
make  of  .  . 


a  GUINEA 


Is  to  secure  the  Best 
possible  Christmas 


PRESENT; 


ItKPBINT    OK   THE 

NCYCLOPyEDIA 
BRITANNICA" 

(MINTH   EDITION). 


Pf 


(lIDGED^ANDItTlVAl  TBRED. 

i  litiunof  the  E\CYCLOP.E[)IA  BRITANNICA, 
7t»tfl«otTeri*  its  reprint,  i»  uaivcriiaUy  Jiecoguisoii 

i'l-rfect  of  works  of  ref«ranr« ;  oompleteil  nearly 
;  it  at  ones  assumid  aod  has  firmly  retained  a 
iviinountauthority.  Th«  Timet  refirint  h  in  every 
1  lie  ft*  the  eopiea  already  gold  at  the  higher  prices  ; 
' 'Jtselleni  call  a  Dew  impresuou.  not  a  channcd 
re  has  b«en  no  coudeniuition,  no  abridgment. 
Every   wonl.    every   illustration,    every    map, 

if  of  value  fg  prcnerved  intact;  there  Is  not  the 
■  heapening  of  the  product  to  offset  against  the 

liminution  of  the  price. 

the     order    must     be 

d  by  December  17th,  in 

that  the  25   vols,  may 

ivered  before  Christmas 


T;3    Greatest    Bargain    in 
»  i^'orld  of  Bookselling ;  the 
national    work    for    a 
tejQinary  payment  of 

GNE    GUINEA 

"■  followed  by  15  monthly 
nts  of  One  Guinea  each. 


THE  SPECIAL  BOOKCASE, 
ror  the  convenience  of  purchaser*  who  have  not  aufnclcnt  shelf-room  for 
the  ENCYCLOPEDIA  BRITANNICA,  a  compact  revolving;  bookcase  has  boon  manu- 
factured, which  will  be  supplied  to  purchasers  of  the  ENCVCLOP>EOIA  BRITANNICA 
only.  It  will  be  sold  for  £3  in  cash,  or  for  three  monthly  payments  of  one 
Kuinoa  each. 


Of  the 

1 

of  the 
iopaedla 
%" 

nphlet 


Mid 

tracts 

Work, 

■ent 
■',  upon 

:on 

rof 

'Utimes," 


1^-  Sufficient  provuion  will  be  made  for  the  flUinff  of  Orders  prompthj  ported  either  from  the    United  Kingdom  or  the  Colonies;  but  aryplitanf  icA« 
Hesitate  may  find  that  the  offer  hat  been  tcithdratrti,  or  the  prices  increased,  withont  farther  notice. 
OA.STT       I»,A.Tri«rB3SrT. 

CDOTH^mNniXC.  £16  Ithe  Tubllshers' prioo  waa  £;irl,  AND  WITH  THE   BOOK- 
IIAI,F-M(Ml(^^l),  «aO(the  Pul)li»her«'  price  wjs  £»).  AND  WITH   TUB  BOOK- 

'*''''';, H.UliV.ri'.i-  ^?T','L''"?"(  *=''«"•  »  ■""IP'""""  Mndini  fltt«l  for  the  riche-t 
[The  clotU  binding  .old  for  f  16  In  of  tliu  saoiB  i^aMtY  as  lliat  sold  liv  tlie  j.iil.lis  ,rr?at 


mntU    Ul4 


j&i7,  and  is  as  gtronx  as  a  cloth 


.  -_— — p ....  .'iiidiuj;  cau  be. 

?P.'"°S!  ""? '^"l  ^WlBMllo  take  the  KMrcLor.Knii  B"«ifi'<?ii. 


purchast-r's  iiu 


But  it  can  Ijo  reconim'ciidwt  only  to  imr- 

.all     TiiA  aU'.V.',.i  w T.i **"^/'*.'i^  '"V  ".^'-■^i."''-'-?'*  Brit\nm<:*  in  that  form  oV  not  at 

Jill  f,Tr  a  .  fl.l  1    .w  u    '    '  "?  '■,»''•""'«■  »!"!  lli»  pennanent  valno  of  the  «orlc.  alike 

f.Mt'.'.".?"'"'  "-iK-JlorMco  biu.liu«  ;  and  it  tlio  price  .,t  the  Full  Morocco  is  within  the 

-ana.  It  makes  a  splendid  addition  to  tile  e-piipnlent  of  a  handsome  house.) 


rONB    OVINBA    to   be   seal   v^K   Onlen   nothint;   mors   to    Ix    i>aid 
'J5  volwmss  tlav«  been  delivtr-d^  all  at  ont  titiu,  to  ttte  |MirrAas.r.I 

CLOTH  BINDINC,  IS  Monthly  Payments  ..(  ONE  aiTIItBA  »ch.  or  vith 
Bookcase.  18  Monthly  Paynienu  of  ONE  OUINBA  each. 

UAI.KM'>HOcri)  BINDINCl  iiMirk  m  raomiatnd).  aO  Moothlj  Parramts  of 
UNB  OTTtMBA  each,  or  with  the  Bookcase,  33  Monthly  l>aymetila  of 
ONE  aUINBA  each. 

FULL  MMKOcro  BINDING  (Uu  wrv  iMsf  hi^utOv)  37  Monthly  PaymesU  of 
ONE  OUINBA  each,  or  with  the  Boikcaav,  30  Monthly  Pajmuiu  of 
OWE    OniMBA  each. 


NoTt.— If  the  Purchaser  sends  a  cheque  for  the  full  amount  at  the  cash  pric 

The  Form  which  f<,llows  is  for  the 


sh.,wn  alKjye.  he  will  i.ffcct  a  H;iviiu' 
«e  ,,f  purchasers  who  prefer  to  nuke  i 


MONTHIT    PArMBNTS.-Oanka  Form. 

I  All  (hemes  should  bo  drawn  to  the  order  of  H.  E.  HoorBR.] 
iiit  JUXAOCK,     Tut  Times,"  Prlttiko  Uoush  S,tu4K«,  Loitoos.  i.0. 


of  which  sum  _ 
on  the  correspond 
1  further  agree    " 
this  agreement. 


One  Shilling  in  the  liuiuea,  and  no  Order  Form  need  >,«  ua«<l. 
utlil.v  i,iiyments. 


lD»le].. 


ISlrUci  outi/mok^a^mldtf'rldii''''  °°°''°"'''  '"  "''''*  '  **"■*•  *"  "'•'"'  ""•"  '""rthw  monthly  parmenu  of  On«  Ouioaa  «Mh.  after  Iha  paymaiU  foe  tha  hook  an  eompletsd. 

[Siimsd]  

AC  15  lAddrat]  , 

Please  address  the  package  to  

«,l,lhll.''."i??!,i;i? '".'?, ''"''T"''  '"TO"*  London  postal  district,  the  furehaser  should) 

^    ,  i,.lJi       R         Vlt'^,''"Y"'™'''''!'',''''"'''''P'"«"««'''i"I'»"'l»"t"«'""n''l''l>ery> 

la  to  he  maile.     Beyond  Hie  I..in.foii  ta.«lal  .listrict.  carriage  will  h-  1.1  «ub>rnla,r'8  cat       f  


rrthe  reader  d' sires  to  tearethis  pane  uncut,  on  Onl.T  Form.  ,imil„rlo  lh:l  «/„„.,  pri-tM.  mag  he  iMainei  „u  npolnolion  t„  the  „-ili-h,r    '  Tl.u  1  i 


80 jn.  anl  orders  for  the  volumes  and  bookcases  may  be  riven,  at  that  address. 


^CTCLOP.s:dxa  BBITAmniCA.     a.  Sample  at  tlie  revolv.ns  Bootcas} 
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OLIPHANT'S  LIST. 

The  SOCIAL  PROBLEM  from  a  New  Point 
of  V  lew. 

C'oth  extra,  price  38.  Cd. 

SELFHOOD   and   SERVICE:    the 

Relatiou  of  Christian  Personality  to  Wenlth  and 
Social  Redemption.    By  DAVID  BEA.TON. 

OLIPHANT  SMCATON'8  NEW   ROMANCE. 

Cloth  extra,  price  6s.,  Illustrated. 

THE    TREASURE   CAVE   of  the 

BLUE      MOUNTAINS.        Bv     OLIPHANT 
SMEATON.    Author  of   *' By  Adverse   Wind*^," 
"Allen  Ramsay,"  &c. 
"The  story  is  full  of  life  and  actioD,  and  the  intttrest  never 
flags  for  a  mon\ent.''—Siandnrd, 

"Au  Australian  etorj',  very  well  told,  with  plintyof  lojal 
colour."— Pall  Mall  GazAlte. 

Cloth  extra,  price  38.  6d.,  with  Illustrations. 

THE     MASTER    of    CRAIGENS. 

ByA.  D.RITCHIE. 
The  Seotaman  says:  "It  seems  to  breathe  th**  8pi»it  of  th" 
countryside,  which  the  author  has  peopled  with  the  vivid 
creations  of  his  fancy,  and  it  deligbts  the  reader  ahke  with  its 
Imaginative  and  descriptive  power  and  its  undenid-ble  literaty 
quauties " 

FAMOUS   SCOTS. 

Price  Is.  6d.  each  Volume;  extra  gilt,  28.  6d. 


A  SECOND  EDITION  is  now  ready  of 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

By  MARGARET  MOTES  BLACK. 

"Certaioly  (ine  of  the  most  charming  bioeraphies 
we  have  cvpr  com*^  across.  The  writer  ha.s  t-tyle, 
Bympathy,  distinction,  and  understanding." 

Oiiflnok. 
[An  amusing  Pamphlet,  entitled  "BOW  CRITICS 
D18A  GllJiE"iib  reference  to  Miss  Black's  Volume, 
may  be  had  on  apphcation  to  the  Publishers.'] 

IN  THE  SAME  SERIES. 
POLLOK  and  AVTOUN.  By  Rosaiink  Massoit. 
THOMAS  REID.  By  Prof.  A.  CiMPBEi.r,  rKiSEE. 
The  Hcijtsjmin  tjtys :  "I'lofeSfOr  Caniijbell  Frasel'B  '  Fumoun 
Scots'  volume  on  Tli- mas  Keid  is  one  of  the  mo6t  able  unit 
valuable  of  au  able  ami  valuable  series." 
THE    BLACKWOOD    GROUP.      By  Sir  Geoboe 

Douglas. 
aiR  Walter  SCOTT.    By  Prof.  Saimtsbuev. 
THOMAS  CARLYLE.    By  Hector  C.  Macpheeson. 
ROBERT  BURNS.     By  Gabbiel  Setohit. 
JAMES  BOSWELL.    By  W.  Keith  Lease. 
TOBIAS  SMOLLETT.    By  Oliphaht  Smeatok. 
VOLTMES  JN  PREPARATION. 
PRINCIPAL   ROBERTSON.     ByAGNlsGBAT. 
ADAM    SMITH.      By  UKt-xOE  V.  Macvhe'bson. 
JEFFREY  and  the  EDINBURQN  REVIEWERS 

By  Sir  }ICGH  GiLZKAN  Reid. 
GEORGE  BUCHANAN.  By  Robert  Wallace,  M.P. 
List  of  the  Series  post  free  on  appltcation. 

THE  FAR^D  NEAR  EAST 

EQUATORIAL    WEST    AFRICA. 

A  LIFE  for  AFRICA:  a  Biography  of 

tbe  Kev.  Adolphus  Clemens  Good.  Ph.D., 
American  Missionary  in  Equatorial  West  Africa. 
By  ELLEN  C.  PARSONS,  M.A.  With  Map  and 
12  IIlustrationB.    3b.  6d. 

KOREAN    SKETCHES:    a  Missionary's 

Observations  in  the  Hermit  Nation.  By  Rev. 
JAMES  S.  GALE.    With  19  Illustrations.  "38.  «d. 

THE    GIST    of   JAPAN:    tlie   Islands, 

their  People,  and  Missions.  By  Bev.  R.  B.  PEERV, 
A.M.    With  8  Full-Page  Illustrations.    Ss. 

A   CYCLE   of  CATHAY:  China,  South 

and  North.  With  Personal  Reminiscences.  By 
Rgv.  W.  a.  p.  martin,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  Ex-Presi- 
denf  Emeritus  of  the  Imperial  Tunpwen  College, 
Pekin.    Map  and  numerous  lUuistratioue.    7s,  6d. 

FROM  FAR  FORMOSA:  its  Island,  its 

People,  and  MiEBions.  By  GEORGE  LESLIE 
MACKAY,  D.D.,  twenty-three  years  a  Mi8^ionary 
inFormosa.  Edited  by  Rev.  J.  A.  MACDONALD. 
Third  Edition.  With  Portraits,  Illustrations,  and 
Maps.    7b.  6d. 

MODERN  PALESTINE ;  or.  tlie  Need  of 

a  New  Crusade.    By  Rev.  JOHN  LAMOXD,  B.D.. 

Skelmorlie,  Second  Edition.  With  lb  llluslra- 
tions.    2s.  6d, 

PERSIAN   LIFE  and  CUSTOMS.     With 

Scenes  and  Incidents  of  Residence  and  Travel  in 
the  Land  of  the  Lion  and  tbe  Sun.  By  S.  G. 
WILSON,  M.A  ,  fifteen  years  a  Missioi-ary  In 
Persia.  Second  Edition,  With  Mapand  Illustra- 
tions.   78.  GtL 


OLIPHANT,      A^DERSO.^     &    FFRPIER, 

Edinburgh  aud  London  ;  and  of  any  Bocksciler. 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS. 


PART  II.  NOW  UEADr. 

MEMORIALS  of  the  EARL  of  SELBORNE. 


Part  II.    Personal  and 


I'olilical.    With  Two  Portraits-.     I  n  2  vols.,  duniy  Svo,  26s.  not. 

Bailji  News. — "These  two  further  volumes  of  Lord  Selborne's  Autobiojyraphy  will  ami)l.y  satisfy  ihe 

eager  expectation  with  which  most  of  his  surviving  contemporaries  have  awaited  t.iem Lady  Si-phia 

Palmer  has  edited  it  with  the  «arae  sparing  but  suiEcient  annotation  and  addition  of  elucidatory  letters  atid 
papers  which  distinguished  the  first  two  volumes,  and  has  adoed  a  touching  chapter  which  continues  the- 
story  of  a  noble  life  to  the  end." 

WITH  PORTRAIT,  Svo,  lOs.  NET. 

A  MEMOIR  of  BARON  BRAMWELL.    By  Charles  Fairfield. 

Datlff  A'eK'S.— '*  As  hi.stoiical  documents  the  nnmerr  us  letters  of  Lord  Bramwell,  which  are  published  in 
thiM  volume,  Hnd  which  contain  his  oi)inions  on  politics,  law,  rehgion,  and  social  (juetstions  generally,  have 
a  real  value." 

HIGHWAYS  and  BYWAYS  in  NORTH  WALES.     By  A.  G.  Bradley. 

With  i.umerous   Illustrations  by  JOSEPH   I'ENNELL   and   HUGH   THOIISON.      Extra  crown 

Hvo,  gilt  top,  6s. 
Dailn  '"AronicJf,— "The  illustrations  are  supplied  by  Mr.  Joseph  Pennell  and  Mr.  Hugh  Thomson: 
and  It  would  be  very  diihcult  to  see  how  Messrs.  Macmillan  could  improve  so  Btiong  a  combination  of 
artistic  talent  ....This  book  will  be  Invaluable  to  many  a  wanderer  through  the  plains  andmountaiiis  of 
North  Walei.." 


RUDYARD    KIPLING'S    NEW    BOOKS. 

Crofrn  Svo,  sewed.  Is.  net;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  net. 

A    FLEET    in    BEING.      Notes    of   Two   Trips  with  the   Channel 

Sciuadron.  [Beady  on  Tuesdiy. 

Thirty-eighth  Thousand.    Crown  Svo,  es. 

THE  DAY'S  WORE. 

NEW  DECORATED  EDITION. 

RUBAIYAT  of  OMAR  KHAYYAM.     The  Astronomer  Poet  of  Persia 

Rendered  into  English  verse  by  EDWARD  FITZGKRALD.  Decorated  by  W.  B.  Macdougoll. 
Dedicated  to  the  members  of  the  Omar  Khayiam  Club.  An  EDITION  DB  LOXE,  limited  to  l.COD 
Copies.  The  Decorated  Bnrdfrs  have  been  Engraved  onWootl  by  Octave  Laconr.  Bound  in  tateen 
cloth,  with  Design  by  W.  B.  Macdougall.    12s.  6d.  net. 

Daily  ''hronicle.—"  The  artist  has  made  an  atmosphere  round  (he  'luatrains  which  adds  a  glamonr  ot 
its  own  to  the  immorial  verses." 


NEW  EDITION  OF  "  CRANFORD." 

By  Mrs.  Gaskell.     With  a  Preface  by  Anne  Thackeray 


CRANFORD. 

RITCHIE.     With  -10  Coloured  Illnetrations  and  60  Pen-aud-Ink  Sketches  by  HUGH  THOMSON. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Athenaum. — "A  charming  edition  of  '  Cranford.' " 

NEW  GIFT-BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

HUGH    THOMSON'S    ILLUSTRATED    FAIRY    BOOK. 

JACK,  the  GINAT-KILLER.  With  16  FuU-Page  Coloured  Illustra- 
tions and  16  Decorated  Text  Pages,  by  HUGH  THOMSON.    In  Coloured  Pictorial  Wrapper,  Is. 

AtheneBvvi.—**lf  aU  Mr.  Hugh  Thomson's  'Illustrated  Fairy  Books'  are  illustrated  in  as  spirited  a 
manner  as '  Jack,  the  Giant-Killer,'  they  will  most  certainly  be  popular,  especially  with  boys." 

Hducaiumal  Times. — *'  Perhaps  the  best  litt-e  picture-book  of  the  year." 

Pall  atoll  Gazette. — '*  'Jack,  the  Giant-Killer'  as  pictured  by  this  clever  artist  is  like  a  new  story."' 

Critic. — "  A  very  deligbtfol  edition." 

MRS.  MOLESWOTH  NEW  VOLUME. 

THE  MAGIC  NUTS.     By  Mrs.  Molesworth.     With  Illustrations  bjr 

ROSIE  M.  M.  PITMAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  4a.  6d. 

Literature.— ^'  Will  please  all  who  know  and  appreciate  her  *  fell  Me  a  St<.)ry  *  and  *  Cuckoo  Clock.' 

The  book  is  illustrated,  delicately  and  piettily,  by  Miss  Rosie  M.  M.  Pitman." 

FOR    PEGGY'S    SAKE.      By  Mrs.  Edwin  Hohler,  Author  of  "The 

Green  Toby  Jug,"  &c.     Illustrated  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND.    Crown  Svo,  4s.  6d. 
Outlook. — "A  pleasant  story  for  schoolgirls." 

STORIES    from    LOWLY    LIFE    of   MICE,    DOGS,    and    OTHER 

ANIMA  LS.    By  C^  M.  DUPPA.    With  Illustrations  by  LOUIS  WAIN.    Pott  Mo,  4s.  Od. 

Guardian. — "  These  charming  stories  will  appeal  to  all  lovers  of  animals The  tales  have  the  special 

charm  of  evident  truth,  snd  we  part  from  our  lowly  frietds  with  more  regret  than  we  do  from  more  high- 
born heroes  and  heroines." 

SECOND    IMPRESSION    NOW   READY. 

ELIZABETH  and  her  GERMAN  GARDEN.    Extra  crown  Svo,  6s. 

Athenfenm.--'*'We  hope  that  Elizabeth  will  write  more  ramblinof  and  delig-htfnl  bonks." 

jf'imeA".—"  A  very  bright  little  book Full  of  bright  glimpses  of  nature  and  sprightly  criticisms  of  life." 

In  2  vols.,  Svo,  21s.  net.  Uku 

THE  MEDIEVAL  EMPIRE.    By  Herbert  Fisher,  Fellow  and  Tutor" 

of  New  College,  Oxford. 

BY  HENRY  ARTHUR  JONES. 

THE  ROGUE'S  COMEDY.    A  Play  in  Three  Acts.    Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  6«LB,** 


MACMILLAN    &    CO.,    Ltd.,    London. 
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The  Literary  Week. 

Elsewhere  in  tliis  nuraber  will  be  found  a  retrospect  of 
the  literature  of  the  year.  There  are  yet  some  weeks  to 
run  before  1899,  and  it  may  be  that  a  notable  book  or  two 
will  appear  in  them — as  at  the  very  end  of  last  year,  for 
example,  appeared  Mr.  Stephen  Phillips's  Poems — but  of 
the  output  between  this  December  and  December  1897 
our  review  takes  full  account. 


The  article  which  follows  our  retrospect  should  be  very 
interesting  reading.  Therein  a  number  of  well-known 
men  and  women  name  each  the  two  books  from  which, 
•during  1898,  they  have  derived  most  pleasure.  It  will  be 
•observed  that  Mr.  Hewlett's  Forest  Lovers  receives  most 
votes  among  novels,  and  Busch's  Jiiimarck  most  among 
•other  works.  Mr.  Kipling's  Bai/s  Work  comes  next  to 
Mr.  Hewlett's  romance,  and  then  Mr.  O'Brien's  Life  of 
Parncll  (which,  however,  has  been  published  but  a  very 
•fihort  time).  Sir  George  Robertson's  Chitral,  Mr.  Crawford's 
Corh'one,  and  Mr.  Doyle's  Tragedy  of  the  Korosko. 


Mr.  Frederic  Harrison,  who   gave  to  the  world  the 
•other  day  his  notion  of  the  ideal  London  of  the  future, 
•will  be  interested  in  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells's  new  story  The 
Sleeper  Awakened,  which   will    run  serially   through   the 
Graphic  next  year.     The  illustrations,  by-the-by,  will  be 
"by  a  French  artist.     In  this  story  Mr.  Wells  describes  the 
IJondon  of  two  hundred  years  hence,  and  a  strange  city  it 
is.    The  streets  are  all  covered  in.     The  entire  pojiulation 
live  in  tenement  houses,  the  families  being  supplied  by  a 
common  kitchen.     There  is  no  distinction  between  night 
•nd  day.     The  electric  light  is  never  switched  off.     The 
system  of  transit  is  ingenious  and  very  attractive.      The 
inhabitants  can  travel  through  the  streets  from  six  to  sixty 
miles  an  hour  at  will.      Books  are  abolished.     Yet  every- 
body reads.     As  the  creator  of  this  new  city  is  the  author 
I  of  The    War  of  the    Worlds,  it  is  needless  to  say  that  the 
I  adventures  that  befall  the  Sleeper  when  he  awakes  are  of 
la  thrilling  character.     The  sensation  of  the  book  will  be 
I  found  in  the  flying  machines  which  whirl  and  swoop  over 
Ithe  new  London  in  the  closing  chapters. 


Mr.  Wet.ls,  we  are  glad  to  hear,  is  now  quite  restored 

health.     As  he  has  been  imperatively  ordered  a  sand 

and  sea  air,  he  is  about  to  build  himself  a  house  at 

idgate.    Another  story  from  his  pen,  called  Love  and  Mr. 

*wisham — a  tale  amusing,  reflective,  and  at  times  pathetic 

-will  be  published  next  year. 


The  prominence  given  by  the  ChronicU  to  the  atata- 
ment  that  a  room  had  been  set  aside  in  the  new  Macmillan 
building  in  St.  Martin's-street  for  the  materials  of  Mr. 
Gladstone's  biography  has  led  many  rewlers  to  infer  that 
Mr.  John  Morley  will  write  his  book  there.  I'ious  Radicals 
were,  we  believe,  preparing  to  tread  in  soft- footed  reverence 
the  pavement  of  St.  Martin's-street,  where  they  have  aup- 
l)osed  the  most  literary  of  statesmen  will  write  the  memoirs 
of  the  most  versatile.  These  are  idle  dreams.  Cilad- 
stoniana  have  been  asked  for  by  Messrs.  Macmillan,  and 
they  must  be  put  somewhere.  Where  more  suitably  than 
in  a  room  ?  The  great  mass  of  documents  at  Hawarden 
will  be  dealt  with  on  the  spot. 


To  Thursday's  Times  Mr.  Kipling  contributed  a  ballad 
of  "Kitchener's  School"  —  "being  a  translation  of  the 
song  that  was  made  by  a  Mohammedan  schoolmaster  of 

the Bengal  Infantry  (some  time  on  service  at  Suakin) 

when  he  heard  that  the  Sirdar  was  taking  money  from  the 
English  to  build  a  Madrissa  for  Hubshees — a  college  for 
the  Sudanese."  The  song  is  not  Mr.  Kipling  at  his  best, 
but  it  is  very  excellent  rhymed  journalism. 


This  is  one  of  the  central  stanzas,  and  the  poem's  core  : 
Knowing  that  ye  are  forfeit  by  battle  and  have  no  right  to 

live, 
He  begs  for  money  to  bring  you  learning — and  all  the 

English  give. 
It  is  their  trewxu-e — it  is  their  pleasure — thus  are  their 

heaits  inclined. 
For  Allah  created  the  English  mad— the  maddest  of  all 

mankind  ! 

And  this  couplet  is  memorable  : 

They  terribly  carpet  the  earth  with  dead,  and  before  their 

cannon  cool, 
They  walk  unarmed  by  twos  and  threes  to  call  the  living  to 
school. 
In  the  same  issue  of  the  Timen  the  Sirdar  expressed  his 
gratitude  for  the  ready  response  which  his  appeal  for  funds 
for  the  college  had  received. 


We  may  add,  by  way  of  supplement  to  tlie  information 
concerning  the  translation  of  JJitmarek,  the  Man  and  the 
Statesman,  wliich  we  gave  last  week,  the  following  remarks 
of  the  "Man  of  Kent,"  in  the  British  Weekly:  "Dr. 
Gamett  was  consulted  and  he  chose  six  names,  to  which, 
later  on,  some  others  were  added.  The  translators  chosen 
by  Dr.  Garnett  were  Mrs.  William  Sharp,  iliss  Alice 
Zimmern,  Mr.  Barwick,  Mr.  Nisbet  Bain,  Mr.  de  ViUiers, 
and  Mr.  K.  Sharp." 
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Into  how  many  editions  the  /  'tear  of  Wakefield  has  gone 
since  its  first  appearance  nearlj-  one  hundred  and  fifty 
years  ago  we  cannot  say  ;  but  its  latest  form  is  surely  the 
quaintest.  Mr.  Henry  Frowde  sends  us  Goldsmith's  story 
as  a  tiny  trifle  for  the  waistcoat  pocket.  Its  size  is 
2  in.  by  1^  in.,  and,  although  it  has  584  pages,  it  is, 
thanks  to  india  paper,  less  than  half-an-inch  in  thickness. 
We  reproduce  two  pnges  in  facsimile,  thus  showing  that 
there  is  no  real  need  for  a  book  that  is  small  to  be  also 
illegible. 


THK  rivAR  or  trAKEriKLB 

colours,  my  Lady  fell  into  a  awoon, 
but  Sir  Tomliyn,  drawing  his  sword, 
swore  he  was  here  to  the  last  drop  of 
Lis  blood. ' 

"Well,"  replieii  our  Peeress,  "this 
I  can  say,  that  the  Duchess  never 
told  me  a  syllable  of  the  matter,  and , 
I  believe  her  Grace  would  keep  no- 
thing a  secret  from  me.  This  you 
may  depend  upon  as  fact,  that  the 
next  mnming  my  lord  Duke  cried  out 
three  times  to  his  valet-de-chanibre. 
•Jemlgan,  Jerpipan,  Jemigan,  bring 
me  my  garters ! ' " 

But  previously  I  should  have  men- 
tioned the  very  impolite  behaviour 
of  Mr.  Burchell,  who,  during  this 
dincourse,  sat  with  his  face  turned 


THE  tAMILI-  RKmLLTIOK. 

to  the  fire,  and  at  the  conclusion 
of  everj'  sentence  would  cry  out 
•'  FudtiK !  "—an  expression  which  dia- 
pleuseil  us  all,  and  in  some  measure 
damped  the  rising  spirit  of  the  con- 
versation. 

"  Besidts.  my  dear  Skepgs, '  con- 
tinued our  Peeress,  "there  is  nothing 
of  this  in  the  copy  of  verses  tiiat 
Dr.  Burdock  made  upon  the  occa- 
sion."   Fudge! 

"  I  am  surprised  at  that,"  cried 
Miss  Skegga ;  "  for  he  seldom  leaves 
anything  out,  as  he'write.s  only  for 
his  own  amusement.  But  can  your 
Ladyship  favour  me  with  a  sight  of 
them  ? "    Fudge ! 

"  My  dear  creature,"  replied   our 
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TWO  PAGES   FROM   THE  LATEST  EDITION   OF  'THE  VICAR." 


A  DEDiCATiox  of  the  Week.     Mr.  Cunninghame  Graham's 
Mogreb-el-Acksa : 

To 
Haj  Mohammed  es  Swani  el  Baiiri 
I  Dedicate  This  Book, 
Not  that  he  will  ever  lead,  or  even,  being  informed  of  it, 
ever  comprehend  its  nature,  except  in  so  far  as  to  think  it 
some  "  Shaitanieh  "  or  another  not  to  be  understood. 

But  I  do  so  because  we  have  travelled  much  together, 
and  far,  and  it  must  have  been  at  times  a  sore  temptation 
to  him,  in  lonely  places,  not  to  assiu'e  himself  of  Paradise 
by  "  nobbling  "  an  unbeliever.  Still,  I  would  trust  myself 
with  him  even  to  go  the  pilgrimage  to  Mecca ;  therefore, 
he  must  trust  me  when  I  swear  not  to  have  cast  a  spell  on 
him  (as  Christians  will  upon  occasion)  by  writing  his  name 
here  for  unbeUeving  men  to  wonder  at. 


As  an  instance  of  how  wrong  a  critic  may  sometimes  be, 
we  ma}'  relate  a  circumstance  in  connexion  with  a  recent 
parodj'  of  Mr.  Henry  James  in  our  "  Mary  Had  a  Little 
Lamb  "  series.  After  expressing  his  pleasure  therein,  a 
commentator,  who  was  a  writer  of  novels  Iiimself ,  remarked ; 
"  But  there  is  one  thing  which  was  wrong  in  it ;  there  was 
a  split  infinitive.  Now,  Henry  James  would  never  do 
that."  On  passing  on  this  objection  afterwards  to  the  author 
of  the  parody,  he  replied  :  "I  suppose  not.  At  the  same 
time  the  part  of  the  sentence  containing  the  split  infinitive 
was  copied  word  for  word  from  In  the  Cage." 


A  CORRESPONDENT  writcs :  "  It  is  interesting,  amid  the 
many  opinions  on  Mr.  Meredith's  style,  to  note  his  own, 
from  direct  expression,  and  indirectly  from  his  advice  to 
authors.  This  is  to  be  found  partly  in  a  book  called  The 
Art  of  Authorship,  a  collection  of  letters  from  various 
authors  on  how  to  write.  Mr.  Meredith  says  :'.... 
have  no  style.  ...  I  am  too  experimental  in  jihrases  to 
be  other  than  a  misleading  guide.  ...  I  think  it  prefer- 
able to  be  epigTammatic  rather  than  exuberant  in  diction, 
•f .  .  Be  condensed,  but  not  obscure.'     He  has  said  else- 


where, to  defend  his  own  obscurity,  tliat  an  intricate 
thought  is  like  a  diamond :  it  demands  an  intricate 
setting.  He  recommends  young  authors  to  practise  verse  : 
commit  to  memory  passages  of  Juvenal  ;  and,  in  his  essay 
on  Comedy,  says  :  '  Embrace  Aristophanes  and  Moliere 
apd  you  have  the  whole  scale  of  laughter  in  yovir  breast.' " 


Aberdeen  is  stiU  excited  about  the  proposed  statue  to 
Byron.  On  this  subject  the  editor  of  the  Aberdeen  Grammar 
School  Magazine  has  drawn  a  letter  from  the  Poet  Laureate. 
Mr.  Austin  deprecates  the  editor's  assumption  that  he 
speaks  as  one  having  authority.  Nevertheless,  he  gives 
his  opinion.  It  is  that,  when  it  is  proposed  to  erect 
memorials  to  men  of  genius,  one  should  consider  not  their 
weaknesses  but  their  strength,  not  their  "lapses  from 
virtue,  but  the  qualities  by  which  they  have  delighted, 
encouraged,  or  consoled  their  fellow-creatures."  And, 
having  mentioned  that  he  believes  there  is  a  statue  of 
Burns  in  Aberdeen,  the  Laureate  remarks :  "  The  mortal 
who  can  forgive  Burns  would  with  difficulty  discover  the 
poet  from  whom  he  could  consistently  withhold  the 
indulgence  of  general  absolution." 


Anecdotes  of  Mr.  Gladstone  are  now  taking  some  of 
the  space  usually  reserved  by  the  Spectator  for  gifted 
quadrupeds.  This  week  "Ignotus"  sends  the  following 
reminiscence:  "Some  years  since  I  had  the  great 
pleasure  of  meeting  Mr.  Gladstone  at  dinner.  One  of  the 
other  guests  asked  him  whether  it  was  true  that  he  had 
pronounced  Shakespeare  to  be  the  greatest  man  who  ever 
lived.  Mr.  Gladstone  at  once  replied,  and  I  can  almost 
repeat  his  words  verbatim :  '  No,  I  do  not  think  I  ever 
made  such  a  statement.  Undoubtedly  the  three  greatest 
men  who  ever  lived  were  Homer,  Dante,  and  Shakespeare. 
Homer  created  a  people,  a  language,  and  a  religion. 
Dante  created  a  people  and  a  language,  but  not  a  religion. 
Shakespeare  did  not  create  any  of  the  three,  but  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  his  reputation  will  increase,  and  that  in 
another  century  he  may  be  universally  acknowledged  to  be 
the  greatest  man  who  ever  lived.'  " 


Last  week  we  printed  a  letter  from  a  correspondent 
asking  if  the  title-page  of  The  Gospel  Writ  m  Steel  were' 
correct  in  stating  that  its  author,  Mr.  Arthur  Paterson, 
was  also  the  author  of  The  Man  from  Snoicij  River,  a  book 
of  Australian  verse.  Mr.  Arthur  Paterson  himseK  answers 
the  question.     He  writes  : 

"  Sir, — I  have  just  seen  a  paragraph  in  your  paper 
stating  that  a  correspondent  wishes  to  know  whether  I  am 
the  author  of  The  Man  from  Snowy  Riier. 

I  am  not.  How,  or  why,  my  publisher,  or  his  printer, 
made  the  error,  and  gave  me  an  honour  to  which  I  have 
no  title,  I  know  not. 

I  only  know  that  I  am  in  no  way  responsible  for  the 
mistake,  and  that  I  have  written  to  my  publishers  asking 
them  to  make  this  disclaimer  public  at  once. 

May  I  ask  you  to  be  so  good  as  to  allow  me,  through, 
your  columns,  to  tender  Mr.  '  Arthur  B.  Paterson '  m^ 
sincere  apologies'? — I  am,  &c,, 

Arthur  Paierson. 
(The  author  of  The  Gospel  Writ  in  Steel.}" 
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ANATOLE   FHANCE. 
From  a.  Phot  igrapk  hy  DoriMch  et  Cie.,  Fari: 


The  photograph  of  M.  Anatole  France  in  his  study, 
which  we  reproduce  this  week,  should  particularly  interest 
our  many  readers  who  found  pleasure  in  our  translation 
of  liis  story,  "  The  Juggler  of  Notre  Dame."  We  miglit 
add  tliat  one  distinguished  literary  man  so  admires  M. 
France's  work,  and  is  so  anxious  that  others  should  know 
it  too,  that  he  has  offered,  for  sheer  love  of  the  subject, 
to  translate  for  the  Academy  the  best  of  M.  France's  short 
stories — an  offer  we  are  very  willin    to  accept. 


Jennico,  Mrs.  Wiggin's  Penelope's  Progrens,  Mr.  IIop- 
kinson  Smith's  Caleb  JFe»f,  and  Mr.  Hewlett's  Forest 
Lovers.  We  take  the  above  statement  of  affairs  from  the 
American  Bookman.  In  one  place,  by  the  way,  a  freakish 
compositor  calls  Mrs.  Voynich's  novel  The  Gladfl^  ! 


M.  Anatole  France,  a  meditative  erudite  Parisian,  saw 
the  light  first  along  the  old  quays  of  Paris.  He  has 
recorded  hi.s  early  impressions  in  that  work  of  delicate 
genius,  Livre  de  Mon  Ami,  and  in  his  most  popular  Crime  de 
Sylvestre  Bonnard.  Writer,  journalist,  novelist,  librarian, 
M.  France  is  above  and  beyond  all  a  scholar  and  a  Parisian. 
He  was  born  in  Paris,  wa.s  educated  in  Paris,  has  lived, 
thouglit,  and  worked  in  Paris,  and  Paris  furnishes  the 
materitil  of  nearly  all  his  books.  He  may,  since  the 
death  of  Penan,  be  said  to  be  the  greatest  of  living 
French  masters,  a  man  of  choice  and  firm  and  subtle 
genius,  wlio  has  tried  his  hand  at  all  forms  of  literature 
and  failed  in  none — criticism,  novel,  story,  legend,  medita- 
tion, satire.  More  than  a  year  ago  he  was  called  to  take 
the  seat  left  vacant  by  Lesseps  in  the  Academy. 

The  six  most  jiopular  books  in  America  at  the  present 
time  are  these  :  Mrs.  Ward's  Udheck  of  Bannislale,  Mrs. 
Voynich's    The    Gadfly,    Mr.    Egerton    Castle's   Bride   of 


Mis.  Quiller  Couch's  Cornish  Magazine  has  just  auspi- 
ciously completed  it  first  six  months,  and  it  shows  every 
sign  of  having  a  long  life  before  it.  Here  is  one  of  the 
December  "  Cornish  Diamonds  " — a  good  one  : 

Time,  1870.     New  vicar  to  old  parish  clerk : 

"  Look  here,  Thomas  :  what  was  it  I  heard  you  saj-ing 
in  the  '  Te  Deum '— '  Thou  art  the  Queen  of  Glory  '  "  ? 

"  Iss,  be  sure." 

"But  why  ?" 

"Why,  when  Queen  Victoria  come  to  throne — the  dear 
of  her— old  Pa'son  Kendall  he  sayg  to  me — the  dear  of  'n — 
'  Thomas,'  ho  say,  '  Take  the  Book  and  make  the  necessary 
alteratious.'  And  so  I  did.  Wudu'  have  us  prayin'  for 
WiUam,  wuda:-"' 

"  Q."  is  to  be  congratulated  heartily  on  the  success  of  his 
patriotic  venture. 


An  oliter  dictum  by  Ouida,  in  a  letter  to  the  Baily  NetOB : 
"Sir, — I  protest  against  your  printing  anonymous  letters 
in  answer  to  signed  letters.  No  one  whose  opinion  is 
honest  is  ashamed  to  sign  his  name. — Ever  yours,  Ocida." 
"  Ever  yours  "  is  a  little  odd. 
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It  is  a  little  unfortunate  in  some  cases  that  Christmas 
books  to  which  much  care  and  intelligence  have  gone 
should  have  but  a  single  season's  "  run."  We  are, 
therefore,   particularly  glad   to  receive  again   Mr.  H.  C. 


A.^" — -    I  ■      .  "    "^  '13 


MU.   WALTER  CRANE's  ILLUSTRATION   TO   SOUTHWELL  IN 
MR.   BEKCHING'S   "  BOOK  OF  CHRISTMAS  VERSE." 

Beeching's  Book  of  Christmas  Verse — a  very  charming 
collection.  We  reproduce  one  of  Mr.  Walter  Crane's 
illustrations. 

We  make  tw.i  extracts  from  the  preface  to  Mr.  Bernard 
Shaw's  Perfect  IVagnerite,  which  is  published  this  week  : 

Now  to  be  devoted  to  Wagner  merely  as  a  dog  is  devoted 
to  his  master,  sharing  a  few  elementary  ideas,  appetites 
and  emotions  with  liim,  and,  for  ihe  rest,  reverencing 
his  superiority  without  understanding  it,  is  no  true 
Wagperism.  Yet  nothing  better  is  possible  without  a  stock 
of  ideas  common  to  master  and  flisciple.  Unfortunately, 
the  ideas  of  the  revolutionary  Wagner  of  1848  are  taught 
neither  by  the  education  nor  the  experience  of  English 
and  American  gentleman-amateurs,  Avho  are  almost  always 
political  mugwumps,  and  hardly  ever  associate  with 
revolutionists.     .     . 

All  I  pretend  to  do  in  this  book  is  to  impart  the 
ideas  which  are  most  likely  to  be  lacking  in  the  con- 
ventional Englishman's  equipment.  I  came  by  them 
myself  much  as  Wagner  did,  having  learnt  more 
about  music  than  abuut  anything  else  in  my  youth,  and 
sown  my  political  wild  oats  subsequently  in  ihe  revolu- 
tionary fchool.  This  combination  is  not  common  in 
England  ;  and  as  I  seem,  so  far,  to  be  the  only  publicly 
articulate  result  of  it,  I  venture  to  add  my  commentary  to 
what  has  already  been  written  by  musicians  who  are  no 
revolutionists,  and  1  evolutionists  who  are  no  musicians. 


Another  preface  of  the  work,  in  a  very  different  manner 
is  that  of  M.  Paul  Bourget's  Voyageuses,  just  issued  in  an 
English  translation  by  Mr.  William  Marchant,  under  the 
title  Some  Portraits  of  Women.  Says  M.  Bourget,  vid 
Mr.  Marchant : 

A  series  of  portraits  of  women  whom  I  have  met  thus 
tasually,  sketched  in  the  rapid  light  of  the  most  fleeting 


impression.  For  once  our  paths  crossed,  never  again  to 
meet  in  this  world.  In  regard  to  most  of  them,  I  do  not 
know  where  they  live,  or  if  they  yet  live.  When  I  think 
of  them,  they  come  before  me  in  the  momentary  setting  in 
which  I  knew  them  :  a  ship's  deck,  upon  the  Mediterranean 
or  the  Atlantic ;  the  nave  of  an  old  Italian  basilica ;  the 
terrace  of  a  foreign  palace ;  a  city  street,  where  neither 
they  nor  I  have  ever  been  since;  a  comer  of  a  passing 
carriage.  But  does  not  this  very  rapidity  of  passage  make 
the  singular  poetry,  the  unequalled  charm,  of  these  women, 
known  just  enough  for  one  to  be  sorry  for  their  sadness,  to 
be  glad  at  their  happiness,  and  not  enough  to  suffer  from 
having  seen  them  disappear  for  ever  ? 


Meanwhile  the  compliment  of  translation  has  just  been 
paid  to  a  clever  English  writer,  Mrs.  Eoy  Devereux,  whose 
Ascent  of  Woman  reaches  us  in  French  dress  as  L  'Emancipee. 
The  translator  is  M.  Max  Lyon,  who  has  written  a  long 
introduction  dealing  with  the  woman  question. 

The  new  premises  of  the  London  Library  were  opened 
with  every  circumstance  of  success  on  Tuesday  last.  St. 
James's  Square  is  thus  the  richer  by  a  new  building,  and 
the  members  of  the  Library  the  richer  by  a  more  spacious 
resort.  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen  occupied  the  chair,  and  there 
were  several  speeches,  the  burden  of  which  was  that  the 
great  use  of  the  London  Library  is  to  qualify  authors 
to  write  one  book  by  reading  fifty.  We  pick  out  certain 
points  from  the  speeches  : 
Lord  Wolseley : 

He  once  paid  a  visit  to  Mr.  Hayward,  and  while  waiting 
for  him  he  was  greatly  astonished  to  find  that  there  was 
not  a  book  in  the  room.  He  could  not  help  expressing  his 
surprise  to  Mr.  Hayward,  who  replied :  "  You  forget  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  the  London  Library.  I  had  a  large 
collection  when  I  was  a  young  man  and  bought  books  ; 
now,  when  I  have  to  write  on  a  given  subject,  I  send  to 
the  London  Library  for  all  the  books  that  I  want,  and, 
having  made  use  of  them,  I  send  them  back."  And  he 
added :  "  It  is  perhaps  not  so  satisfactory  to  the  bookseller, 
but  it  is  certainly  more  satisfactory  to  the  literary  man." 
If  he  had  not  time  to  peruse  books  when  he  was  in  a 
library,  he  liked  to  see  their  backs. 
Mr.  Leslie  Stephen : 

He  was  ceasing  to  trouble  himself  much  about  what 
would  happen  about  the  middle  of  the  twentieth  century. 
Many  of  them  would  then  be  in  another  world,  in  which 
there  might  be  no  libraries. 
Mr.  Lecky  : 

The  first  president,  Mr.  Carlyle,  had  a  small  library,  and 
most  of  the  books  he  required  were  obtained  from  that 
institution.  He  was  accustomed  to  do  what  committees 
of  libraries  did  not  wish  to  encourage  -  namely,  make 
marks  in  his  books,  and  when  he  met  with  a  passage  of 
highttown  eloquence  he  would  sometimes  put  his  mark — a 
pair  of  small  but  well-drawn  donkey's  ears. 
Sir  Courtenay  Boyle  : 

The  case  of  a  blue  book  in  the  world  of  books  was  some- 
what analogous  to  that  of  a  blue  stocking  in  the  world  of 
dress  ;  both  were  accused  of  dulness  by  the  ignorant,  and 
were  referred  to  slightingly  on  very  imperfect  acquaint- 
ance. 
Mr.  Hagberg  Wright,  the  secretary  : 

He  was  sometimes  asked  for  strange  things  in  the  way 
of  books.     One  application  was  for  a  book  on  the  raising 
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of  Lazarus.     He  sent  the  Bible,  and  also  a  book  on  Bible 

myths,  to  show  both  siflos  of  the  question.  ITe  had  l)eon 
asked  for  a  book  "on  tho  s((iinring  of  circles  in  all  ages." 
Another  applicant  had  wanted  a  book  on  the  Boyul 
Princess  who  had  acted  as  a  cook  in  London,  and  made 
nice  curries.  And  there  was  one  other  question  which  had 
been  put  to  him,  "  Who  was  the  Coptic  saint  who  made 
a  mummy  talk  in  the  third  century  ?  " 


In  this  connexion  we  might  mention  a  passage  from  the 
Lihrary  Journal,  an  American  periodical.  "  Librarians," 
it  saya,  ' '  are  expected  to  supply  much  abstruse  informa- 
tion, but  perliaps  the  most  guileless  of  appeals  for  help 
was  that  received  recently  by  tlie  librarian  of  a  large 
Westein  library:  'May  I  thank  you  for  a  list  of  books 
or  pamphlets  bearing  on  the  events  of  the  present  century, 
with  name  of  publication,  name  of  publisher,  pages  of 
book  and  price  ?  I  will  gladly  pay  the  cost  of  preparing 
such  a  list,  which  I  presume  is  not  large.'  " 


Prof.  Dowdkn,  whose  Sonnet  to  Mr.  Sidney  Lee 
appeared  in  last  week's  Academy,  practises  the  honourable 
art  of  sonnetising  his  friends.  Here  is  another  of  these 
tributes : — 


To 


Arabella  Shore, 


On  rending  "  Jfdtinibal :  a  Drama,"  b;/  Louisa  Shore, 

Who  dared  to  pluck  the  sleeve  of  Hannibal, 

And  hale  him  from  the  shades  ?    Who  bade  the  man. 

Indomitable  of  brain,  return  to  plan 

A  vast  revenge  and  vow'd  ?    Wild  clarions  call ; 

Dusk  faces  flame  ;  the  turreted  brute-wall 

Moves,  trami)les,  overwhelms ;  van  clashes  van, 

Boman,  Numidian,  Carthaginian ; 

And  griefs  are  here  unbow'd,  imperial. 

Who  caught  the  world's  fierce  tides  ?    An  English  girl. 

Shy  dreamer  'neath  fledged  elm  or  apple-bloom. 

With  Livy  or  Polybius  on  her  knee. 

Whose  dreams  were  light  as  dew  and  pure  as  pearl ; 

Yet  poignaut-witted ;  thew'd  for  thought ;  girl-groom 

Wing'd  for  her  lord  across  the  Midland  Sea. 


It  is  not  surprising  that  booksellers  look  askance  on  the 
new  instalment  system  of  bookselling  as  conducted  by 
gfreat  newspapei-a.  They  desire  to  know  where  this  new 
species  of  trading  will  stop.  Attacked  from  below  by  the 
draper,  and  from  ahove  by  the  newspaper  proprietor, 
worried  by  the  discount  question,  and  lectured  by  every- 
one, the  bookseller  is  beginning  to  consider  his  lot  the 
reverse  of  a  happy  one.  But  in  much  sorrow  there  is 
much  wisdom,  and  if  the  bookseller  is  awakened  to  a 
livelier  sense  of  bis  own  interests  and  the  needs  of  the 
'public  it  will  be  well. 


The  library  of  the  late  Mr.  Gleeson  White  is  to  be  sold, 
in  aid  of  his  widow,  by  A.  Lionel  Isaacs,  at  1 6,  Shaftes- 
bury-avenue,  W.  It  forms  a  collection  of  books  bj' 
modem  writers,  mostly  presentation  copies,  and  contains 
the  series  of  illustrated  books  of  the  sixties,  collected  while 
writing  his  work  on  that  subject. 


Mh.  Max  Bekriioiiu's  carica'ures  of  Mr.  Lang,  Mr. 
James,  and  Mr.  Archer,  which  wo  have  reoently  given, 
have  won  no  little  attention ;  and  we  have  been  aaked  by 
more  than  one  reader  for  a  portrait  aim  of  the  artiat 
That  we  cannot  give,  but  we  have  a  caricature  of  the  artiat 


MR,  MAX  BEERBOUM,  AS  SEKN  BY  HIMSELF. 

drawn  hy  himself,  which  we  can  offer.  It  may  not  enable 
a  stranger  to  Mr.  Beerbohm  to  meet  him  with  recognition ; 
but  no  one,  after  studying  this  picture,  could  walk  behind 
him  and  remain  in  ignorance  of  his  identity. 


"L.G."  sends  us  the  following  imitation  of  "T.W.H.C": 
The  Touchstone. 

The  wise  man  wrote  nonsense,  and  the  fcwl  remarked : 
"  I  don't  see  anything  funny  in  that." 

"  No,"  said  the  wise  man;  "if  you  did  it  would  be 
sense." 


A  coRREsi'ONDBNT  writes :  "  I  am  sure  that  many  old 
Londoners  will  hear  with  a  pang  that  the  '  Eagle ' 
saloon  in  the  City-road,  better  known  as  the  Grecian 
Theatre,  and  latterly  as  a  Salvation  Army  hall,  is  to  be 
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pulled  down  to  make  room  for  a  new  police-station.  Many 
a  Londoner  sowed  his  peck  of  wild  oats  at  the  '  Grecian ' 
when  lions  comiques  (where  are  those  lions  comiques  now  ?) 
heaved  their  vast  shirt-fronts  in  the  intricacies  of  forgotten 
songs.  Here  the  Macdermott  won  his  laurels,  here  Sims 
Eeeves  sang  himself  into  fame,  and  here  all  the  Conquests 
were  conquerors.  In  an  earlier  day,  when  fine  houses 
sprang  up  here  (you  may  now  order  coals  in  their  drawing- 
rooms)  HaiTy  Howell  and  Robert  Glindon  trolled  their  lays. 
It  was  Glindon  who  wrote  and  sang  '  The  Literary  Dust- 
man,'  that  iraprohable  scavenger  who 

Took  in  the  Penny  Magazine 

And  Johnson's  Dictionary, 
And  all  the  periodicals 

To  make  him  literary. 

This  s.  n^  went  round  the  world,  as  did  another  in  which 
the  name  of  the  '  Eagle '  was  enshrined  : 

Up  and  down  the  City-road 

In  and  out  the  Eagle, 
That's  the  way  the  money  goes, 
Pop  goes  the  weasel. 

An  English  friend  of  mine  heard  this  chorus  forty  years 
ago  in  the  suburbs  of  Eio  Janeiro,  years  before  he  ever 
saw  England." 

We  regret  to  announce  the  death  of  Mr.  Robert  Tod 
Graham,  London  representative  of  Messrs.  Morrison  &  Gibb, 
which  occurred  on  Friday  morning,  after  a  few  days' 
illness. 


Bibliographical. 

If  you  shall  read  the  Letters  of  Edtvard  FitzGerald  (in 
two  volumes)  and  the  Letters  of  Edward  FitzGerald  to  Fanny 
Kemlle  (in  one  volume),  you  shall  find — (I  use  the  phrase 
"  you  shall "  here  and  elsewhere,  not  because  I  particularly 
like  it,  but  because  one  must  needs  be  in  the  fashion) — I 
repeat,  you  shall  find  in  those  three  volumes  references  to 
FitzGerald's  mother,  and  to  his  brothers  John  and  Peter, 
and  to  his  sisters  Isabella  and  Jane  and  Lusia,  but  none 
whatever  to  his  wife.  To  people  outside  the  literary 
circle  this  fact  has  probably  been  a  little  puzzling ;  it  is 
so  natural  for  a  man  to  mention  his  wife  in  his  letters — if 
only  to  censure  or  deride  her  !  Why  FitzGerald's  letters, 
as  published  (and  no  doubt  as  written),  contained  no 
allusions  to  the  lady  who  bore  his  name  should  be  clear 
to  everybody  who  has  read  Mr.  Cordy  JeafEreson's  story 
of  the  marriage  in  his  reminiscences. 

Assuming  that  The  Open  Question  is  really  the  work  of 
an  actress,  one  finds  in  the  fact  no  occasion  for  surprise. 
The  feminine  members  of  the  profession  are  rather  fond  of 
wielding  the  pen.  Miss  Gertrude  Warden,  sister  of  the 
better-known  Miss  Florence  Warden,  has  published  some 
stories  much  {jne  judiee)  above  the  average ;  and  she  is  one 
of  the  ablest  of  our  present-day  players.  One  might 
say  the  same  of  Miss  Florence  Fair,  who  was  so  clever  in 
"Eosmersholm"  and  "Arms  and  the  Man."  Has  not 
Miss  Gertrude  Kingston  written  fiction?  Miss  Florence 
Marryat  has  had  experience  on  the  stage,  and  it  was  as  an 


actress  that  Miss  Braddon  began  her  career.  Mr.  John 
Coleman  and  Mr.  Wilson  Barrett  have  both  penned  suc- 
cessful romances,  and  certain  of  our  younger  actors  have 
been  quite  fertile  in  the  production  of  short  stories. 

Announcement  is  made  of  a  new  novel  by  Mr.  Robert 
Buchanan,  to  be  called  The  New  Bon  Quixote.  Was  this 
not  the  title  of  a  play  which  he  wrote  and  had  arranged 
for  Mr.  Bourchier  to  produce,  but  about  which  there  was 
some  trouble  with  the  Licenser  ?  There  is,  by  the  way,  a 
musical  farce  called  "  The  Modem  Don  Quixote."  The 
"  modernising"  of  Quixote  has  been  rather  a  fad  with  our 
playwrights  and  novelists.  Some  of  us  have  read  The 
Spiritual  Quixote  of  Richard  Graves  and  The  Female 
Quixote  of  Mrs.  Lennox.  Some  of  us  have  even  perused  a 
story  stiU  less  familiar — The  Amiable  Quixote;  or,  the 
Enthusiasm  of  Friendship,  which  has  for  its  central  figure 
a  young  gentleman  who  "found  in  the  slightest  acquaint- 
ance some  virtue  or  some  recommendation."  There  is  also 
Mr.  Justin  McCarthy's  Donna  Quixota. 

The  new  edition  of  the  poems  of  Carew,  which  is  to  be 
vouchsafed  us  soon,  will  be  really  welcome.  That  which 
Mr.  W.  C.  Hazlitt  prepared  for  the  Eoxburghe  Club 
cannot  now  be  obtainable,  save  perhaps  at  the  second-hand 
bookstalls.  The  work  is  well  worth  doing  over  again, 
despite  Suckling's  disparaging  estimate  of  Carew  in  "  The 
Session  of  the  Poets."  If  "the  issue  of's  brain  was 
seldom  brought  forth  but  with  trouble  and  pain,"  the 
result  was  nevertheless  in  many  cases  charming.  I  see, 
by  the  way,  that  Mr.  Farquharson  Sharp  did  not  think  it 
worth  while  to  include  Carew  in  the  first  edition  of  his 
Dictionary  of  English  Authors.  I  hope  he  has  supplied  the 
omission  in  the  second  edition,  for  surely  Carew  is  one  of 
our  poetical  classics. 

Says  Mr.  Clement  Shorter,  in  "  A  Literary  Letter "  : 
"  Writers  like  '  Monk '  Lewis,  Julia  Kavanagh,  and  a 
hundred  others  are  absolutely  dead,  but  the  critics  of  that 
time  are  very  much  alive  indeed."  "That  time"?  What 
time?  "Monk"  Lewis  was  born  in  1775,  and  Julia 
Kavanagh  died  in  1877.  Together  they  covered  a  whole 
century — rather  a  long  "  time  "  !  But  are  these  writers 
"  absolutely  dead  "  ?  "  The  Monk  "  appeared  a  few  years 
since  in  a  cheap  reprint,  and  Miss  Kavanagh' s  novels  are 
still  in  the  catalogue  of  one  of  our  London  firms. 

The  clashing  of  book-titles  is  becoming  quite  common 
and  a  little  irritating.  Sir  Walter  Besant  bestowed 
on  us  a  work  ,of  fiction  called  The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then ;  and  now  there  comes  along  a  little  book 
—  not  a  story,  however  —  named  The  Way  the  World 
Went  Then.  No  doubt  these  things  are  unintentional, 
but  with  a  little  care  they  could  be  avoided.  The  same 
week  has  also  brought  All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Women, 
a  romance  of  the  East-end,  by  a  Mr.  Banks. 

Mr.  Percy  Fitzgerald's  new  book  is  to  be  called  The 
Good  Queen  Charlotte.  In  this  there  seems  to  be  an  echo 
of  the  name  of  a  work  (published  some  years  ago)  on 
Good  Queen  Anne.  I  dare  say  there  is,  or  has  been,  a 
book  concerning  "Good  Queen  Bess."  Happy  is  the 
country  that  has  possessed  so  Hiany  good  queens 
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Bismarck  on   Himself. 

liumarik,  the  Man  and  the  Stateman:  heing  the  Reftediom 
and  Jieminmences  of  Otto,  Prince  von  Hinmarck.     Trans- 
lated from  the  German  under  the  Supervision  of  A.  J. 
Butler.     2  vols.     (Smith,  Elder  &  Co.     328.) 
Literature  has   not  yet  found   its  subject  in  Otto  von 
Bismarck.     We  made  the  observation  when  Max  Busoh's 
budget  of  venomous  gossip  came  before  us,  and  we  regret- 
fully repeat  it  in   connexion  with  the  great  man's  own 
autobiography.      It  is  true  that  these   volumes   are    in 
every  way  more  worthy  of  the  subject  than  those  of  the 
spiteful   little   secretary.      ])r.  Busch,  as  Carlyle  fiercely 


Ono   VON   IllSMAKrK  i\   ls.il. 
From  a  Draining  in  the  possesion  of  the  Family. 

says  of  some  of  the  biographers  of  Frederick  the  Great, 
was  concerned  chiefly  with  "  the  shameful  parts  "  of  hie 
hero.  The  small  intrigues,  the  petty  exhibitions  of  per- 
sonal spite,  the  underhand  machinations,  the  elaborate 
system  for  corrupting  and  deceiving  the  Press,  are  what 
the  agent  of  Bismarck's  "  Literary  Bureau  "  knew  most 
intimately;  and  he  makes  far  too  much  of  them  in  his 
book,  imtil  the  portrait  becomes  not  merely  incorrect,  but 
martistic.  He  does  not  in  the  least  account  for  Bismarck, 
or  enable  us  to  understand  why  the  man  was  in  any 
respect  greater  than  one  of  the  clever,  unscrupulous  Cabinet 
intriguers  of  the  last  century.  If  we  had  nothing  but 
Busch  to  guide  us,  we  might  put  Bismarck  somewhere  on 


a  level,   perhaps,    with   Alberoni   or  Ripper<la,  and  din- 
tinctly  lower  than  Choiseul,  to  say  nothing  of  Kaunit/. 

Bismarck's  study  of  himself  is  better  than  this,  if  Ims 
piquant ;   but  it  is  a  long  way  from  completion.     It  ia 
not  so  much  a  confession  aa  a  vindication.     The  old  man 
wrote  it  apparently  when  he  waa  midway  between  seventy 
and  eighty,  with  his  career  over,  his  services  dispensed 
with  by  a  young  and  (as  he  thought)  ungrateful  sorereign, 
his  warnings  ignored,  and  his  policy,  in  part,  abandoned  : 
whon  he  was  famous,  honoured,  and  wealthy,  but  almost 
friendless,  save  for  his  family,  and  his  little  clique  of  per- 
sonal hangers-on.    It  is  to  Bismarck's  credit  that  his  reflec- 
tions are  neither  pettish  nor  pessimistic.     Fate,  he  thinks, 
has,  on  the  whole,  treated  him  rather  badly,  in  spite  of  the 
splendid  successes  of  his  life.     From  the  mere  material 
point  of  view,  he  had  every  reason  to  be  satisfied.     The 
son   of   the   Bradenburg  squire,  who  began  as  a  minor 
official  in  the  Department  of  Justice,  had  become  the  most 
powerful  personality  in  Europe,  since  the  fall  of  the  first 
Napoleon,  the  maker  of  empires  and  the  arbiter  of  king- 
doms ;  a  prince,  a  duke,  and  one  of  the  wealthiest  indi- 
viduals in  Germany.     Yet  Bismarck,  writing,  of  course, 
after  his  enforced  retirement,  refers  to  himself  as  a  man 
who  had  been   misunderstood,  and  whose   services  were 
inadequately  recognised.    And  in  his  Memoir  he  is  labour- 
ing  throughout,    though    not,    perhaps,    consciously,   to 
correct  what  he  believes  to  be  the  false  impression  that 
prevailed  concerning  his  character  and  aims.     It  is  quite 
erroneous,  he  tells  us,  to  suppose  that  he  was  merely  the 
unbending  champion   of    royal  autocracy   and  Prussian 
militarism,  the  enemy  to  popular  rights,  the  iron  soldier 
of  absolutism,  who  feared  and  hated  the  democracy,  and 
worshipped  the  divine  right  of  the  House  of  HohenzoUern. 
80  far  from  this. 

The  unliuiitf  d  autboiity  of  the  old  Prussian  monarchy 
was  not,  and  is  not,  the  final  word  of  my  convictions.  .  .  . 
Absolutism     primarily    demands    impartiality,    honesty, 
devotion  to  duty,  energy,  and  inward  humility  in  the  ruler. 
The-io  may  be  present,  and  yet  male  and  female  favourites 
(in   the  best  case   the  lawful  wife),  and  the  monarch's 
own  vanity  and  susceptibility  to  flattery,  will  nevertheless 
diminish  the  fruits  of  his  good  intentions,  inasmuch  as  the 
monarch    is  not  omniscient  and  cinnot  have  an   equal 
understanding  of  all  branches  of  bis  <  ffice.     As  early  as 
1847  I  was  in  favour  of  an  effort  to  secure  the  possibility 
of  public  criticism  of  the  sort  in  Parliament  and  in  the 
press,  in  ord<-r  to  shelter  the  monarch  from  the  danger  of 
having  blinkers  put  on  him  by  women,  courtiers,  syco- 
phants,   and   visionaries,   hindering  him   from  taking  a 
broad  view  of  his  duties  as  monarch,  or  from  avoiding  and 
correcting  his  mistakes.     This  conviction  of  mine  became 
all  the  more  deeply  impressed  upon  me  in  proportion  as  I 
became  better  acquainted  with  Court  circles,  and  had  to 
defend  the  interest  of  the  State  from  their  itjflueuces  and 
also   from   the  opposition  of  a  departmental  patriotism. 
The  interests  of  the  State  alone  have  guided  me,  and  it 
has  been  a  calumny  when  publicists,  even  well-meaning, 
have  accused  me  of  having  ever 'advocated  an  aristocratic 
system.     I  have  never  regarded  birth  as  a  substitute  for 
want  of  ability. 

According  to  Bismarck's  own  view,  it  would  seem  that 
he  conceived  himself  as  something  between  a  sort  of 
glorified  Lord  Melbourne  and  the  Cardinal  Wolsey  of  the 
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later  acts  of  "  King  Henry  VIII."  We  are  to  take  him 
as  a  pattern  of  the  faithful,  laborious,  single-souled 
minister,  attached  with  an  unwearied  devotion  to  his  royal 
"master,"  anxious  only  to  keep  away  from  him  unworthy 
favourites  and  incompetent  advisers.  In  reality,  if 
Bismarck  had  any  definite  conception  of  an  ideal  status 
of  royaltj',  it  was,  we  imagine,  that  which  the  old  Kaiser 
held  when  the  great  Reichskanzler  was  in  the  plenitude 
of  his  power — an  autocracy  under  the  form  of  con- 
stitutionalism, with  a  supremely  able  minister  to  manage 
both  king  and  parliament.  The  difficulty  in  such  a  system 
is  that  it  is  impossible  to  ensure  a  supply  either  of  the 
right  kind  of  kings  or  the  right  kind  of  ministers. 
Bismarck  never  grappled  with  this  question,  and  the 
result  is  that  the  German  Imperial  Constitution,  as  con- 
ceived and  developed  by  him  has,  in  fact,  completely 
changed  since  his  retirement.  The  Chancellor,  who  was 
to  be  the  mainspring  of  the  whole  machine,  has  become 
a  ministerial  cipher,  the  mere  .secretarial  instrument  of  an 
energetic  sovereign. 

But  this  error  in  constructive  statesmanship  is  really 
the  key  to  Bismarck's  character  and  his  view  of  life. 
He  was  a  man  of  genius,  who  was  impelled,  as  genius 
always  is,  to  find  the  appropriate  medium  for  the 
expression  of  his  exceptional  power.  The  poetic  genius 
must  write  verse,  the  musician  must  sing,  the  dramatist 
must  create  character.  In  Bismarck's  case,  the  quality  in 
which  he  surpassed  and  excelled  his  fellows  was  the 
capacity  to  deal  with  practical  affairs,  to  manage  men, 
and  to  force  others  to  do  what  he  required.  He  was,  in 
fact,  by  nature  not  so  much  a  statesman  and  legislator, 
an  economist  or  an  administrator,  as  a  ruler.  He  should 
have  been  bom  to  a  throne,  in  which  case  he  would 
assuredly  have  been  one  of  the  greatest  of  monarchs ; 
as  it  was,  he  did  the  next  best  thing,  by  putting  himself 
in  a  position  in  which  he  ruled  not  only  kingdoms,  but 
kings.  It  was  the  consciousness  of  his  own  personality 
which  supplies  the  guiding  motive  of  his  actions.  One 
looks  in  vain  for  an  intelligible  and  consistent  system  of 
statecraft  in  what  he  wrote  or  said.  He  was  from  time  to 
time  Liberal,  Conservative,  Eeactionary,  ahuost  Socialist ; 
he  had  dallied  with  Lassalle  for  a  space,  and  admitted 
that  the  doctrines  of  that  remarkable  man  never  quite  lost 
their  attraction  for  him ;  he  oscillated  between  the 
championship  of  established  religions  and  violent  anti- 
clericalism  ;  he  was  at  one  time  strongly  inclined  to  tlie 
"orthodox"  political  economy  of  the  English  school, 
and  he  ended  by  becoming  violently  Protectionist.  Even 
in  his  foreign  policy  it  is  difficult  to  discern  the  larger  views 
and  the  scientific  study  of  general  laws  with  which  some 
admirers  have  credited  him.  Bismarck,  as  a  foreign 
minister,  was  purely  opportunistic.  The  one  fixed  principle 
was  that  France  and  Germany  were  irreconcilable  enemies. 
Beyond  that  there  was  no  certainty ;  at  one  time  it 
might  be  necessary  to  court  Russia,  at  another  to  join 
Austria  against  her,''or  to  grow  alternately  warm  and  cold 
towards  England.  Germany  must  follow  her  own  interests 
— as  interpreted  by  the  statesman  who  understood  where 
they  lay. 

It  wUl.be  seen  that  the  conception  of  himself  formed  by 
the  writer  of  these  Heflections  and  Reminiscences  is  likely 


to  differ  a  good  deal  from  that  of  the  reader.  But  the 
autobiography  is  honest  work,  in  the  sense  that  the  writer 
has  not  knowingly  garbled  the  facts  to  suit  his  own  thesis. 
In  the  light  of  some  of  the  truly  terrible  revelations  of 
this  book,  and  that  of  Dr.  Busch,  it  might  be  thought  that 
".honesty,"  in  connexion  with  Prince  Bismarck,  should  be 
treated  as  Lady  Teazle  thought  honour  might  be  when 
Mr.  Joseph  Surface  was  concerned.  Yet  Bismarck  should 
no  more  be  called  dishonest  because  he  did  dishonest  things, 
than  a  soldier  need  be  considered  bloodthirsty  because 
he  has  put  men  to  death  on  the  field  of  battle.  To  the 
great  diplomatist  and  nation-manager,  lies,  tricks,  cor- 
ruption, deceit,  were  the  weapons,  the  ugly  and  cruel 
weapons,  of  his  trade.  They  were  his  sword  and  bayonet 
for  overcoming  the  foe,  and  their  use  could  not  be  condemned 
as  long  as  they  were  employed  to  serve  the  right  purjjoses. 
It  was  permissible  to  circulate  falsehoods  about  dangerous 
political  personages,  with  a  view  to  discrediting  them, 
and  thus  rendering  them  unable  to  injure  the  commonweal, 
as  Bismarck  did  with  regard  to  the  Empress  Augusta,  tlie 
Empress  Frederick,  and  others ;  or  to  propose  an  alliance 
with  a  friendly  Power,  as  he  did  with  Austria  before  the 
Crimean  War,  with  the  express  object  of  mobilising  troops 
on  the  frontier  to  attack  that  ally  if  the  occasion  shoidd 
offer.  But  this  was  all  part  of  the  operations  of  war. 
For  a  soldier  to  lurk  under  cover  and  shoot  one  of  the 
enemy's  scouts  would  be  an  honourable  act,  though  it 
would  be  murder  for  him  to  use  his  rifle  in  a  private 
brawl.  In  Bismarck's  case  the  laws  of  war  had  not  been 
fixed  for  him,  and  he  made  them  for  himself,  with  refer- 
ence, mainly,  to  that  instinct  for  power  and  rule  which  he 
felt  stirring  within  him.  His  creed  might  have  run  shortly  : 
There  is  one  God  and  Bismarck  is,  must,  and  shall  be,  His 
prophet  so  far  as  the  German  race  is  concerned.  It  was 
neither  selfishness,  nor  ambition  in  the  vulgar  sense,  which 
animated  him ;  but,  as  we  have  said,  the  "  kind  of  fight- 
ing "  at  his  heart  which  would  not  let  him  sleep :  the 
ovei-mastering  desire  to  manage  the  affairs  of  Germany 
rightly — as  he  conceived  the  right — and  to  sweep  away  the 
obstacles  that  opposed  him,  from  the  incompetent  clerk  in 
the  bureau  of  the  Chancellery  to  the  august  lady  who  had 
the  ear  of  the  Emperor,  and  gave  counsels,  which  were 
wrong,  which  must  have  been  wrong,  because  they  were  at 
variance  with  those  of  the  minister. 

His  error,  perhaps  his  greatest  error,  was  to  believe  too 
strongly  in  the  efficacy  of  force — with  fraud  for  its  service- 
able ally — as  a  remedy.  He  was,  in  many  respects,  a  living 
commentary  on  the  curious  set  of  doctrines  which  Carlylo 
had  deduced,  largely  from  the  study  of  that  royal  dynasty 
wliich  Bismarck  served.  The  ' '  heroic  man ' '  was  there  to  do 
the  world's  work  ;  if  any  lesser  person  got  into  the  way  of 
the  divine  machine  he  had  to  be  ground  under  its  wheels  and 
spikes.  It  must  be  added  that  he  had  an  impatient  contempt 
for  those  who  desired  the  end  and  were  too  cautious  or^ 
too  scrupulous  to  accept  the  means.  If  great  things  are 
only  to  be  attained  by  "  blood  and  iron,"  or  Napoleon's 
whiff  of  grapeshot,  then  these  should  be  used  without 
hesitation.  These  characteristics  were  detected  early  in 
his  public  career.  When  Count  Brandenburg  first  pre-i 
sented  his  name  to  Frederick  William  IV.  as  a  candidate 
for  ministerial  office,  the  King  wrote  on  the  margin  ot 
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the  memorandum :  "  Only  to  be  employed  when  the 
bayonet  governs  unrestricted."  To  the  end  he  never 
quite  lost  Ilia  faith  in  the  bayonet  or  its  civil  e<|uivalent. 

Ethics  and  politics  apart,  the  book  gives  a  picture  of 
a  splendid  intellect.  Brutal  Bismarck  may  have  been, 
and  unscrupulous ;  but  no  one  can  doubt  that  his  mind 
was  superbly  endowed.  His  alertness,  his  penetration, 
his  accomplishments,  and  the  un-Teutonic  quickness  of 
his  tongue,  must  have  made  hiui  a  channing  companion 
when  he  pleased.  Also,  he  had  the  saving  grace  of 
humour.  He  thoroughly  enjoyed  a  joke,  and  liked  to 
sauce  grave  negotiations  with  epigrams  and  jests.  It 
cannot  be  said  that  ho  showed  any  great  literary  skill, 
for  his  writing  was  often  dull  and  heavy,  though  in  his 
speeches  he  had  had  fine  flashes  of  imaginative  oratory. 
But  there  is  some  good  character-drawing  in  the  book, 
and  many  striking  scenes  and  episodes  are  well  described. 
Here  is  his  verdict  on  his  old  master,  the  Emperor 
William  I. : 

He  was  one  of  those  figures  princely  alike  in  soul  and 
body,  whose  qualities  belong  more  to  the  heart  than  the 
understanding,  and  explain  the  life  and  death  devotion 
of  their  servants.  Monarch  and  Parliament  had  learned 
to  know  and  respect  one  another  by  long  internal  struggles ; 
th  King's  noble  dignity  and  quiet  confidence  had  at  last 
won  the  respect  even  of  his  opponents,  and  the  King 
himself  was  enabled  justly  to  judge  the  two  sides  of  the 
situation,  owing  to  his  own  high  feeling  of  personal  honour. 
He  was  governed  by  the  feeling  of  justice,  not  ouly 
towards  his  friends  and  servants,  but  also  in  the  struggle 
against  his  opponents.  He  held  fast  to  honour  and  loyalty 
not  only  towards  princes,  but  also  towards  his  servants, 
even  down  to  his  valet.  No  one  would  have  dared  to 
flatter  him  openly  to  his  face.  In  his  feeling  of  royal 
dignity  he  would  have  thought — "  If  anyone  had  the  right 
of  praising  me  to  my  face,  he  would  also  have  the  right 
of  blaming  me  to  my  face."     He  would  not  admit  either. 

This  is  a  fair  specimen  of  Bismarck's  solid,  laborious, 
rather  pedestrian,  prose.  The  translation  of  Mr.  Butler 
and  his  assistants  reproduces  these  qualities,  and  is  on  the 
whole  adequate.  We  are  told  that  it  has  had  to  be  done 
under  extreme  pressure  ;  if  so,  the  manner  in  which  it  has 
been  accomplished  is  creditable  to  the  staff  of  translators. 
Taken  altogether,  the  book  wiU  be  read  with  interest  and 
profit,  even  though  its  chief  ultimate  value  will  be,  like 
Dr.  Busch's  volumes,  to  supply  the  materials  out  of  which 
a  real  biographical  artist  wiU  some  day  construct  a  living 
picture  of  one  of  the  most  fascinating  figures  of  the  century. 


The  Murray  Byron. 

The  Works  of  Lord  Byron.     Letters  and  Journals.     Vol.  II. 
Edited  by  E.  E.  Prothero,  M.A.     (John  Murray.     Ss.) 

The  importance  of  the  new  edition  of  Byron's  Letters 
needs  no  exaggeration  to  commend  it.  It  has  but  one 
rival  in  the  field ;  and  if  the  literaiy  brilliance  of  Mr. 
Henley's  notes  is  not  approachable,  even  by  an  editor  so 
painstaking  as  Mr.  Prothero,  Mr.  Murray's  edition  has  the 
unquestionable  advantage  in  point  of  new  matter.  As  Mr. 
Prothero  puts  it  in  his  preface,  the  Murray  edition,  down 
I  to  the  date  of  December,  1813,  contains  157  more  letters 


than  Mr.  Henley's.  This,  of  course,  is  due  to  the  excep- 
tional advantages  posaeased  by  Mr.  Murray  in  his  oontrjl 
of,  and  access  to,  Bjrron  documents.  It  is  a  pity  that  the 
two  ventures  cannot  join  hands,  giving  to  Mr.  Murray's 
completeness  the  advantage  of  Mr.  Henley's  notes.  As  it 
is,  the  literary  student  can  hardly  regard  his  shelves  as 
truly  furnished  without  both  editions. 

It  seems  already  clear  that  the  peculiar  advantage  of 
the  Murray  edition  will  lie  in  the  letters.  No  additions  to 
Byron's  poetic  remains  are  likely  to  be  of  much  literary 
value — or  of  any,  except  a  curious  value ;  but  every 
addition  to  Byron's  correspondence  is  a  thing  of  per- 
manent value.  None  of  the  new  letters,  perhaps,  add 
much  to  our  conception  of  that  literary  quality — dare- 
devil, masculine,  quick,  allusive,  unaffectedly  artificial, 
because  artifice  was  his  nature — with  which  we  are 
already  at  home.  But  to  his  character  and  history  they 
add  fresh  touches  at  every  turn.  Everyone  knows,  yet  no 
one  has  qiute  known,  how  unscrupulously  scrupulous  were 
Moore's  suppressions,  alterations,  murders,  and  lacerations 
of  the  texts  committed  to  his  charge.  The  majority  of  the 
originals  are  at  Mr.  Murray's  disposal,  and  they  are  now 
first  printed  as  they  stood.  It  is  a  rich  harvest,  and  of 
deep  interest  to  all  students.  At  the  very  outset  of  this 
volume  we  get  a  curious  insight  into  Byron's  offhand 
ways  with  his  publisher.  He  is  negotiating  the  memorable 
publication  of  the  first  two  cantos  of  Childt  Harold.  At 
that  time,  be  it  remembered,  he  was  only  the  author  of 
English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,  a  success  hardly  greater, 
we  shoxdd  conceive,  than  that  of  some  recent  poems — the 
volume,  for  example,  which  first  made  Mr.  John  Davidson 
known.  Yet  all  Mr.  Davidson's  perfervidum  ingenium 
would  hardly  embolden  him  to  treat  his  publisher  on  the 
lines  of  this  rhymester  of  twenty-three.  Doubtless,  his 
title — that  sacred  British  institution — fortified  my  young 
lord  in  his  aggressiveness,  and  (in  those  days)  intimidated 
Murray  to  suffer  the  aggression.  Murray  had  shown  the 
MS.  of  Childe  Harold  to  Gifford,  the  truculent  editor  of 
the  Quarterly  Review.  Byron  had  an  overweening  admira- 
tion for  Gifford,  the  belated  and  third-rate  descendant  of 
his  idolised  Pope,  and  was  incensed  at  such  a  backstairs 
appeal  to  Gifford's  approbation.  So  he  rated  Murray  like 
a  tailor  who  had  sent  home  a  misfit  in  this  wise  : 

Sib, — Since  yoiur  former  letter,  Mr.  Dallas  informs  me 
that  the  MS.  has  been  submitted  to  the  approval  of  Mr. 
Gifford,  most  contrary  to  my  wishes,  as  Mr.  D.  could 
have  explained,  and  as  my  own  letter  to  you  did,  in  fact, 
explain,  with  my  motives  for  objecting  to  such  a  proceed- 
ing. Some  late  domestic  events,  of  which  you  are  probably 
aware,  prevented  my  letter  from  being  sent  before ;  in- 
deed, I  hardly  conceived  you  would  have  so  hastily  thrust 
my  productions  into  the  hands  of  a  Stranger,  who  could  be 
as  little  pleased  by  receiving  them  as  their  author  is  at 
their  being  offered,  in  such  a  manner,  and  to  such  a 
Man,  .  .  . 

Tou  have  placed  me  in  a  very  ridiculous  situation,  but  it 
is  past,  and  nothing  more  is  to  be  said  on  the  subject. 
You  hinted  to  me  that  you  wished  some  alterations  to  be 
made  ;  if  they  have  nothing  to  do  with  politics  or  religion 
I  will  make  them  with  great  readiness. — I  am,  &c., 

Btrok. 

No  marvel  that  Murray  "groaned"  over  his  author! 
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But  he  had  presently  more  to  groan  for.  Byron  sends  to 
Dallas  (his  agent  with  Murray)  some  so-called  notes  for 
Childe  Harold,  which  he  calmly  explains  are  "merely 
matter,  to  be  divided,  arranged,  and  published  for  notes  here- 
after, in  proper  places."  He  is  too  much  occupied  with  his 
own  business  to  waste  time  on  such  trifles.  The  wretched 
Murray  very  naturally  wants  to  know  what  the  deuce  he 
is  to  do  with  this  prima  materia,  which  has  not  yet  got 
itself  organised  into  notes.  To  which  the  lordly  poet 
answers  in  this  magnificent  "  don't-bother-me  "  fashion  : 

Dear  Sir, — I  return  the  proof,  which  I  would  wish  to 
be  shown  to  Mr.  Dallas,  who  understands  typographical 
arrangements  much  better  than  I  can  pretend  to  do.  The 
printer  may  place  the  notes  in  his  own  way  or  any  loay, 
KG  that  they  are  out  of  my  way.  I  care  nothing  about 
types  or  margins  — I  am,  Sir,  &c., 

Byron. 

It  suggests  a  neat  recipe  for  dealing  with  publishers 
"  Print  the  book  how  you  blank  please.  It  is  your  business 
to  print  books,  mine  is  to  write  them."  But  before  trying 
it  we  should  like  to  be  assured  of  a  title  and  a  Murray. 

A  portrait  of  Lady  Caroline  Lamb  (as  also  of  Lady 
Oxford)  is  given  in  the  volume,  and  causes  us  to  turn  with 
interest  to  one  of  the  only  two  letters  of  a  personal  kind 
which  are  here  addressed  to  her.     The  letter  is  in  itself 


LADY     CAEOLINE    LAMB    IN    UEE    PAGE'S    COSTUME. 
From  a  Miniature  in  the  Possession  of  John  Uurra'j, 

interesting.  Lady  Caroline  was  the  wife  of  William  Lamb, 
the  future  Lord  Melbourne,  and  during  the  period  of 
Byron's  first  fame,  when  he  was  the  idol  of  London 
society,  he  and  she  distinguished  themselves  by  the  open- 
ness of  their  liaison.  Lady  Caroline  was  the  more  reckless 
of  the  two.  Her  claim  that  she  was  by  nature  ingenuous, 
and  no  accomplished  intrigante,  is  fully  borne  out  by  the 


astounding,  the  infantile  imprudence  of  her  conduct.  No 
wonder  that  Byron  entreated  her  to  have  common  dis- 
cretion 1  Here  is  the  note  which  she  actually  addressed 
to  his  body  servant,  Fletcher : 

Fletcher, — WiU  you  come  and  see  me  here  some 
evening  at  nine,  and  no  one  will  know  of  it.  You  may 
say  you  bring  a  letter,  and  wait  for  the  answer.  I  will 
send  for  you  in.  But  I  will  let  you  know  first,  for  I  wish 
to  speak  with  you.  I  also  want  you  to  take  the  little 
Foreign  Page  I  shall  send  in  to  see  Lord  Byron.  Do  not 
teU  him  beforehand,  but,  when  he  comes  with  flowers, 
show  him  io.  I  shall  not  come  myself,  unless  just  before 
he  goes  away ;  so  do  not  think  it  is  me.  Besides,  you  will 
see  this  is  quite  a  child,  only  I  wish  him  to  see  my  Lord  if 
you  can  contrive  it,  which,  if  you  toll  me  what  hour  is 
most  convenient,  will  be  very  easy.  I  go  out  of  town 
to-morrow  in  a  day  or  two,  and  I  am  now  quite  well — at 
least  much  better. 

The  words  we  have  italicised  seem  carefully  contrived  to 
open  the  valet's  eyes,  if  they  needed  opening.  "  Do  not 
think  it  is  me !  "  In  more  than  one  sense  the  note  is 
calculated  to  make  the  judicious  Fletcher  open  his  eyes, 
and  his  lips.  When  Lady  Caroline's  family  were  about  to 
remove  her  to  Ireland,  all  the  world  knows  how  she  forced 
her  way  into  Byron's  room,  and  proposed  instant  flight. 
He  led  her  back  to  her  home,  kept  the  secret,  and  wrote 
the  letter  we  quote— conjecturally  dated  August,  1812  : 

My  dearest  Caroline, — If  tears  which  you  said  and 
know  I  am  not  apt  to  shed,  if  the  agitation  in  which  I 
parted  from  you  —  agitation  which  you  must  have  perceived 
through  theiv/iule  of  this  most  nervous  affair — did  not  com- 
mence until  the  moment  of  leaving  you  approached  ;  if  all 
I  have  said  and  done,  and  am  stdl  but  too  ready  to  say  and 
do,  have  not  sutKciently  proved  what  my  real  feelings  are, 
and  must  ever  be  towards  you,  my  love,  I  have  no  other 
proof  to  offer.  God  knows  I  wish  you  happy,  and  when 
I  quit  you,  or  rather  you,  from  a  sense  of  duty  to  your 
husband  and  mother,  quit  me,  you  shall  acknowledge  the 
truth  of  what  I  again  promise  and  vow,  that  no  other,  in 
word  or  deed,  shall  ever  hold  the  place  in  my  affections 
which  is,  and  shall  be,  most  sacred  t  j  you  till  I  am  nothing. 
I  never  knew  till  that  moment  the  nuidnesa  of  my  dearest 
and  most  beloved  friend.  I  caunot  express  myself,  this  is 
no  time  for  words  ;  but  I  shall  have  a  pride,  a  melancholy 
pleasure  in  suft'eriug  what  you  yourself  can  scarcely  con- 
ceive, for  you  do  not  know  me.  I  am  about  to  go  out  with 
a  heavy  heart,  because  my  appearing  this  evening  will  stop 
any  absurd  story  which  the  event  of  the  day  might  give 
rise  to.  Do  you  think  now  I  am  cold  and  stern  and  artful  'i 
Will  even  others  think  so  'i  Will  your  mother  even — that 
mother  to  whom  we  must  indeed  sacrifice  much,  more, 
much  more  on  my  part  than  she  shall  ever  know  or  can 
imagine  ?  "  Promise  not  to  love  you  !  "  ah,  Caroline,  it  is 
past  promising.  But  I  shall  attribute  all  concessions  to  the 
proper  motive,  aud  never  cease  to  feel  all  that  you  have 
already  witnessed,  and  more  than  can  ever  be  known  but  to 
my  own  heart — perhaps  to  yours.  May  God  protect,  for- 
give, and  bless  you.     Ever,  and  even  more  than  ever, 

Yoiu-  most  attached, 

Byhov. 

Sincere,  any  woman  might  swear.  Yet  he  was  on  the  eve 
of  a  liaison  with  Lady  Wedderburn  Webster,  aud  his 
intrigue  with  Lady  Oxford  was  in  the  near  future. 
Granted  that  he  broke  with  "  Caro "  Lamb  from    duty 
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to  her  mother  and  friends ;  granted  that  Byron  was  not 
the  man  to  preserve  a  Platonic  constancy ;  granted  that 
she  plagued  him  with  hysterical  letters — yet  one  cannot 
excuse  him  for  suffering  her  rival,  Lady  Oxford,  to  dictate 
the  heartless  letter  which  Lady  Caroline  partly  published 
in  lier  novel,  Gknalvon.  With  that  extract  we  may  close 
the  wretched  story : 

Last  Caboline, — I  am  no  longer  your  lover  ;  and 
since  you  oblige  me  to  confesii  it,  by  this  truly  unfeminino 
l)er8ecution  .  .  .  loam,  that  I  am  attached  to  another  ; 
whose  name  it  would,  of  course,  be  dishonourable  to 
mention.  I  shall  ever  remember  with  gratitude  the  many 
instances  I  have  received  of  the  predilection  you  have 
shown  in  my  favour.  I  shall  ever  continue  your  friend, 
if  your  ladyship  will  permit  me  so  to  style  myself ;  and 
as  a  first  proof  of  my  regard,  I  oflFer  you  this  advice, 
correct  your  vanity,  which  is  ridiculous ;  exert  your 
absurd  caprices  upon  others  ;  and  leave  me  in  peace. 
Your  most  obedient  servant, 

Byrow. 

■ 

This  was  but  three  months  after  the  letter  swearing  end- 
less fidelity.  Poor  "  Caro  "  was  sincere  enough.  To  the 
last  her  behaviour  is  that  of  a  loyal,  if  foolish  and  un- 
controlled friend.  We  have  the  testimony  of  others  that 
she  spoke  the  truth  in  declaring  that  Byron  had  broken 
her  heart  and  ruined  a  happy  marriage.  For  all  the  vain 
and  shallow  little  head,  she  had  a  heart  capable  of  a  great 
passion  ;  and  it  wrecked  the  fragile,  ill-governed  nature. 

The  book,  we  should  add,  contains  Byron's  journal  from 
September  14,  1813,  to  April  19,  1814,  besides  much 
interesting  matter  in  the  appendices.  Among  this  is 
Lady  Caroline's  letter  of  defence  to  Medwin,  written  on 
her  death-bed,  which  should  be  read,  with  necessary 
allowances,  to  check  the  statements  of  Byron  and  his 
friends.  All  the  matter  in  the  appendix  relating  to  her  is, 
indeed,  interesting.  Mr.  Prothero  has  done  his  work  of 
annotation  carefully,  and  with  a  certain  modest  reticence 
and  absence  of  display.     It  is  a  book  full  of  the  Byronic 

iascination — and  the  Byronic  repulsion. 
I  " 

*  An    Elian  Aftermath. 

Charles  Lamb  and  the  Lloyds.      By  E.  V.  Lucas.     (Smith, 
Elder.     6s.) 

This  book  makes  genuine  and  important  additions  to  our 
knowledge  of  Charles  Lamb  and  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge, 
and  their  circle  of  friends.  Why  the  twenty-three  letters 
of  Charles  Lamb's  which  it  contains  have  been  withheld 
from  us  so  long  (eighty  years !) — amid  all  the  hue  and  cry 
which  has  been  raised  for  such  documents — we  do  not 
know.  They  have  lain  in  the  bosom  of  an  old  Quaker 
family,  and  the  Quakers  are  a  proud  and  reticent  folk,  who 
love  to  gather  where  they  have  strawed.  After  all,  it  is  an 
advantage  that  these  letters  are  given  to  the  world  so  late. 
They  have  the  charm  of  an  aftermath  ;  they  send  us  back 
to  the  great  body  of  Lamb's  letters,  collected  by  Canon 
Ainger ;  and  they  do  not  disturb  the  Elian  traditions — on 
the  contrary,  they  extend  them  in  the  direction  of  Birming- 
ham and  Quakerism. 


The  Lloyds  were  not  unknown  to  the  readers  of  Charlea 
Lamb's  writings.  They  just  flit  acrosa  Canon  Ainger'a 
books;  and  every  one  knows  that  Charles  Lloyd  joined 
with  Coleridge  and  Tjamb  in  the  production  of  a  volume 
of  young-mannish  verse.  Whom,  tlierefore,  we  have 
ignorantly  known — these  Mr.  Lucas  declares  fully  unto 
U8.  We  now  become  closely  ac<iuainted  with  this  home 
of  piety  and  wealth  at  Birmingham ;  and  the  picture  of 
its  members,  their  characters  and  habits,  is  not  without 
its  charm.  Charles  Lloyd,  the  elder,  was  a  man  of  wide 
views  and  ready  faculties :  he  could  turn  from  his  bank 
business  to  politics,  thence  to  translating  the  Iliad,  and 
lay  down  the  fate  of  Hector  to  settle  the  pattern  of  a 
wall-paper  in  a  servant's  bedroom.  He  lived  at  all  points, 
and  was  the  pattern  of  a  Quaker  gentleman.  His  wife 
had  a  stately  mien  and  much  inward  grace ;  Charles  Lamb 
pronounced  her  "  a  complete  matron-lady-Quaker."  The 
two  sons,  Charles  and  Robert,  were  both  sensitive  plants. 


CHARLES  LAMB — AdED  30. 
From  ths  rictun  iy  Wmiam  UazUtt  m  the  KatUmal  Portrait  Oatttrf. 

Charles  was  physically  a  weakling,  who  could  settle  to 
nothing  but  love  and  poetry,  and  who  analysed  life  and 
its  emotions  in  a  delicate,  interesting,  test-tube  fashion  that 
was  very  becoming  in  the  son  of  a  banker.  Eobert  was 
a  bright  pessimist — amiable,  eager,  rather  wrong-headed, 
whose  mission  in  life  was  to  draw  letters  of  cotmsel  and 
criticism  from  Charles  Lamb.  Unfortunately,  he  did  not 
fully  know  his  mission,  and,  therefore,  when  he  took  a 
wife  he  dropped  the  correspondence  (think  of  dropping  a 
flourishing  correspondence  with  Charles  Lamb  1) — to  out 
unspeakable  loss.  While  Lamb  was  advising  and  hearten- 
ing Eobert,  Coleridge  was  playing  mentor  to  Charles. 

All  four  young  men  were  in  their  twenties  ;  and  their 
relations  to  each  other — revealed  partly  in  letters,  partly 
in  Mr.  Lucas's  text— are  full  of  interest.  Coleridge's 
letters  to  Charles  Lloyd,  the  elder,  from  Stowey,  where 
Charles,  the  younger,  was  domesticated  with  him  as  pupil, 
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and  friend,  are  steeped  in  unconscious  humour.  It  is  not 
of  his  delicate  pupil  that  he  mostly  writes,  but  of  Samuel 
Taylor  Coleridge ;  and  the  anxious  father  is  fed,  not  with 
assiirances  of  his  son's  progress,  but  with  Coleridge's  own 
mental  gyrations  and  changes  of  purpose.  His  letters  to 
Mr.  Lloyd  reveal  Coleridge  as  an  amusingly  fatuous  young 
man  with  more  brains  than  he  could  control.  This  is  how 
he  declares  his  intention  to  abandon  politics : 

I  trust  I  have  now  seen  my  error.  I  have  accordingly 
snapped  my  squealdng  baby-trumpet  of  sedition,  and  have 
hung  up  its  fragments  in  the  chamber  of  Penitences. 

These  images  so  pleased  their  author  that  he  repeated 
them  in  a  letter  to  his  brother  eighteen  months  later : 

But  I  have  snapped   my   squeaking   baby-trumpet  of 

sedition,  and  the  fragments  [no  longer  oven  hung  up]  lie 

scattered  in  the  lumber  room  of  penitence. 
How  Charles  Lloyd  fared  between  his  clear-sighted 
father  and  his  cloudy  pedagogue  we  shall  not  set  forth. 
Eobert  was  meanwhile  enduring  his  sorrows  of  Werther 
imder  his  father's  eye.  Indeed,  that  yoimg  man  was  so 
far  disorganised  that  he  was  beginning  to  detest 

the  Quaker  rule, 
Which  doth  the  human  feeling  cool. 

It  was  one  of  Lamb's  rdles  to  calm  insurgent  Quakers  and 
keep  them  from  the  world,  professional  literature,  and  the 
devil.  And  so  we  have  Lamb  advising  Robert  Lloyd  not  to 
forsake  the  Friends'  meetings,  which  his  parents  wished 
him  to  attend.  In  a  letter  which  Mr.  Lucas  describes  as  a 
solemn  and  touching  appeal,  Lamb  advises  his  friend  to 
respect  their  wishes.  Certainly  this  letter  does  Lamb  infinite 
credit ;  it  is  a  moving  little  homily  addressed  by  a  young 
man  whose  sorrows  were  real  to  a  yoimg  man  whose 
sorrows  were  mostly  imaginary.  Yet — such  is  human 
nature  and  such  was  Lamb — when  Robert  went  further, 
and  kicked  over  the  traces,  and  fled  from  his  father  to 
London,  Lamb  writes  to  Southey  in  another,  and  more 
familiar,  vein : 

Robert  still  continues  here  with  me  ;  his  father  has  pro- 
posed nothing,  but  would  willingly  lure  him  back  with 
fair  promises.  ...  I  like  reducing  parents  to  a  sense  of 
undutifulness.     I  like  confounding  the  relations  of  life. 

We  cannot  doubt  that  Lamb  was  partly  responsible  for 
Robert  Lloyd's  flight.  He  was  a  magnet  in  himself — or, 
to  vary  the  metaphor,  his  mind  was  a  perfect  larder  of 
good  things  for  which  Robert  was  starving.  And  Lamb 
had  not  scrupled  to  paint  the  glories  of  London  in  his  letters, 
forgetting,  perhaps,  that  his  friend  had  to  face  the  streets 
of  Birmingham.  The  love-of -London  letter  in  this  volume 
is  in  Lamb's  best  vein,  and  we  must  quote  from  it : 

Let  them  tsdk  of  lakes  and  mountains  and  romantic 
dales — all  that  fantastic  stull ;  give  me  a  ramble  by  night, 
in  the  winter  nights  in  London — the  Lamps  lit — the  pave- 
ments of  the  motley  Strand  crowded  with  to  and  fro 
passengers— its  shops  all  brilliant,  and  stuft'ed  with  obliging 
customers  and  obliged  tradesmen— give  me  the  old  book- 
stalls of  London — a  walk  in  the  bright  Piazzas  of  CovBnt 
Garden.  I  defy  a  man  to  be  dull  in  such  places — perfect 
Mahometan  paradises  upon  earth  I  1  have  lent  out  my 
heart  with  usury  to  such  scenes  from  my  childhood  up, 
and  have  cried  with  fulness  of  joy  at  the  multitudinous 


scenes  of  Life  in  the  crowded  streets  of  ever  dear  Loudon. 
I  wish  you  could  fix  here.  I  don't  know  if  you  quite 
comprehend  my  low  Urban  Taste;  but  depend  upon  it 
that  a  man  of  any  feeling  will  have  given  his  heart  and 
his  love  in  childhood  and  in  boyhood  to  any  scenes  where 
he  has  been  bred,  as  well  as  to  dirty  streets  (and  smoky 
walls  as  they  are  called)  as  to  green  lanes,  "  where  hve 
nibbling  sheep,"  and  to  the  everlasting  hiUs  and  the  lakes 
and  ocean.  A  mob  of  men  is  better  than  a  flock  of  sheep, 
and  a  crowd  of  happy  faces  jostling  into  the  playhouse  at 
the  hour  of  six  is  a  more  beautiful  spectacle  to  man  than 
shepherd  driving  his  "silly"  sheep  to  fold.  Come  to 
London  and  learn  to  sympathise  with  my  un-rural 
emotions. 
No  wonder  Robert  Lloyd  came  to  town — 'twixt  provoca- 
tion and  allurements. 

Now  that  we  have  begun,  we  must  abandon  ourselves 
frankly  to  quotation  from  Lamb's  letters  to  Robert  Lloyd. 
Our  selections  shall  be  two.  Here  is  a  fine  burst  of 
literary  criticism.  Lamb  is  urging  Lloyd  to  get  the  works 
of  Jeremy  Taylor  by  heart,  and  particularly  his  Holy 
Dying.     Thus  he  points  out  the  plums  : 

Turn  to  the  Story  of  the  Ephesian  Matron  in  the  second 
section  of  the  ttfth  chapter  of  the  same  Holy  Dying  (I  still 
refer  to  the  Dyiny  part,  because  it  contains  better  matter 
than  the  "  Holy  Living,"  which  deals  more  in  rules  than 
illustrations.  I  mean  in  comparison  with  the  other  only, 
else  it  has  more  and  more  beautiful  illustrations — than  any 
prose  book  besides — read  it  yourself  and  show  it  to 
Plumstead  (with  my  Love,  and  bid  him  write  to  me),  and 
ask  him  if  Willy  himself  has  ever  told  a  story  with  more 
circumstances  of  Fancy  and  Humour. 

The  pargraph  begins  :  "  But  that  which  is  to  be  faulted," 
and  the  story  not  long  after  follows.     Make  these  refer- 
ences while  P.  is  with  you,  that  you  may  stir  him  up  to  the 
Love  of  Jeremy  Taylor,   and  make  a  convertite  of  him. 
Coleridge  was  the  man  who  first  solemnly  exhorted  me  to 
"  study  "  the  works  of  Dr.  Jeremy  Taylor,  and  I  have  had 
reason  to  bless  the  hour  in  which  he  did  it.     Read  as  many 
of  his  works  as  you  can  get.     I  will  assist  you  in  getting 
them  when  we  go  a  stall-himting  together  in  London,  and 
it's  odds  if  we   don't  get  a  good  Beaumt.  and  Fletcher 
cheap. 
In  the  fulness  of  time  both  Charles  and  Robert  Lloyd 
married.      Lamb    was    interested    in    both   events ;    but 
Robert's  marriage  touched  him  most.     To  him  he  writes 
(with  what  private  heartache  and  restrainings  of  memories 
of  Alice  W we  know  not) : 

AUthesenuptials  do  notmake  me  unquiet  in  the  perpetual 
prospect  of  celibacy.  There  is  a  quiet  dignity  in  old 
bachelorhood,  a  leisure  from  cares,  noise,  &c.,  an  eu- 
thronisation  upon  the  armed-chair  of  a  man's  feeUng  that 
he  may  sit,  walk,  read,  unmolested,  to  none  accountable 

but  hush !  or  I  shall  be  torn  in  pieces  like  a  churlish 

Orpheus  by  young  married  women  and  bride -maids  of 
Birmingham.  The  close  is  this,  to  every  man  that  way  of 
life  which  in  his  election  is  best.  Be  as  happy  iu  yours  as 
I  am  determined  to  be  in  mine,  and  we  shall  strive  lovingly 
who  shall  sing  best  the  praises  of  matrimony,  and  the 
praises  of  singleness. 

We  have  left  ourselves  Uttle  space  to  indicate  the  scope 
of  Mr.  Lucas's  narrative  or  of  the  delightful  letters  with 
which  it  is  studded.  What  we  have  written  will,  we  hope, 
send  every  true  Elian  student  to  the  book. 
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More  Christmas  Books. 


The  Christmas  Book— by  which  we  mean  a  hook  that  is 
out  of  place  on  a  shelf  and  comfortable  only  on  a  table- 
does  not  wait  for  the  season  it  is  desipneil  to  ameliorate. 
The  Christmas  hook  begins  to  burst  upon  us  in  October. 
Hence  the  Aoade.my,  being  prompt,  has  already  delivered 
an  opinion  upon  many  of  this  year's  specimens  ;  and  it 
might  be  well,  before  examining  the  more  recent  ones,  to 
mention  a  few  of  these.     Beginning  with  those  for  adults, 
there  are  Mr.  Armstrong's  Gaimborough  ■  Messrs.  Nicholson 
and  Henley's  London  Type»;   Dutch  Painters,  by  Mr.  Max 
Roose ;  the  first  volumes  in  the  iUustrated  edition  of  Whyte- 
Melville;  Mr.  Dent's  illustrated  editions  of  Jane  Austen's 
Emma,  The   Vicar  of  Wakefield,  and  The  Ingohhhy  Legend*- 
Mr.  Lang's  selection  from  Coleridge;  and  Highways  and 
Byways  m  North  JFales,  by  Mr.  Bradley  and  Mr.  Tennell. 
Coming  to  children,   we  may  mention  again  Mr.  Tuer's 
Forgotten  Children's  Booh;  Mr.  Lang's  Arabian  Nights  ;  Mr 
Hugh  Thomson's  Jack    the    Giant    Killer;  Mr.    WiUiam 
Canton's  ChiW,  Book  of  Saints;  the  Misses  Upton's  Golliwogg 
at  the  Seaside  ;  Mr.  Spurling's  The  Pink  Hen  ;  Mr.  Kenible's 
Comical  Coons  and    Coon  Alphabet;    Mr.  StiUman's   LittU 
Bertha;   Mr.  Anstey's  Paleface  and  Redskin;  Mrs.  Ames's 
A  B  Cfor  Baby  Patriots;  Mr.  Church's  Heroes  of  Chivalry 
and  Romance,  and  Mr.  Honty's  now  stories.     At  the  end 
of  this  article  we  print  the  statements  of  a  number  of 
booksellers  relating  to  the  popularity  already  enjoyed  by 
the  gift  books  of  the  season. 


The  Souvenir  Catalogue  of  the  Exhibition  of  International 
Art  at  Knightshridge,  1898  (Heineman),  is  a  fine  memento 


exquisite  of  thorn-Mr.  Wliistlor's  arrangement  in  blue 
and  coral,  "  The  Little  Blue  Bonnet." 

TriE  Frank  Lockwood  Sketch  Book  CAmoId)  is  a  collection 
of  the  Ught-henrted  drawings  of  the  lato  famous  wlvocate. 


CC    C:>rHz^i,^^  ^^^-«*-*<-^^:<z«!^ 


"  THE  LITTLE  BLTJE  BONNET."  BY  J.  MCNIELL  WHISTLER. 
By  permitaion  of  Mr.  Beinemimn. 

of  a  fine  exhibition.  The  selection  of  pictures  chosen  for 
reproduction  is  good,  and  Messrs.  Hentschel  have  carried 
out  their  task  brilliantly.     We  reproduce  one  of  the  most 


-^  ce^f^'  ^^^^  ^jj^  ^^^  I 

MB.    BIRBELL  AS   JOWETT   IMAGINED   mjf. 

Sir  Frank  Lockwood  came,  in  manner,  somewhere  between 
John  Leech  and  the  living  satirist  who  is  known  as 
Cynicus,  and  ho  had  much  of  the  pictorial  fun  of 
Thackeray.  It  was  his  pleasant  habit  to  scrawl  drawings 
in  his  letters  and  upon  scraps  of  paper  in  Court,  and  of 
these  a  selection  has  here  been  made  which  will  serve  both 
as  a  memento  of  the  recent  exhibition  of  his  originals  and 
as  a  companion  to  Mr.  BirreU's  excellent  memoir.  We 
reproduce  an  illustration  to  a  remark,  quoted  from 
Jowett's  Life,  wherein  Lockwood  made  yet  another  joke 
at  the  expense  of  his  friend  the  author  of  OhiUr  Dieta. 

The  most  remarkable  of  the  season's  illustrated  books 
is  Mr.  Edmund  J.  Sullivan's  edition  of  Sartor  Retartu* 
(Bell).  One  might  not  offhand  consider  Sartor  mat«rial 
for  the  draughtsman  at  all,  but,  thinking  further,  one 
will  recall  picture  after  picture.  Whether  they  need 
presentation  in  black-and-white  is  another  matter.  Mr. 
Sullivan's  success  convinces  us  that  the  experiment  was 
worth  making.  His  dedicatory  letter  explains  his  attitude 
towards  his  work.     Here  is  a  passage  : 

Again,  I   set  a   limit  on   my   work   by  rejectiDg  the 
illustration   of    many   of   the   most   vivid  passages;    for 
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"  NAY,  IS  IT  NOT  TO  CLOTHES  THAT  MOST  MEN  DO  REVERENCE  ?  " 

instance,  lovers  of  "Sartor,"  on  opening  this  book,  will 
probably  turn  first  of  all  to  see  what  has  been  made  of  the 
famous  passages  opening  with  "Often  in  my  atrabilious 
moods,"  conceming  Royal  Ceremonies  and  the  House  of 
Lords :  and  be  astonished  to  find  absolutely  nothing  by  way 
of  illustration. 

We  regret  the  absence  of  the  portrait  of  My  Lord  Duke 


in  many  cases  rich  in  humour,  although  they  perhaps  lack 
the  full  sardonic  flavour  of  the  philosopher.  We  repro- 
duce two  of  Mr.  Sullivan's  very  interesting  and  brilliant 
drawings. 

The  author  of  Tails  with  a  Twist  (Arnold),  who  calls 
himself  "Belgian  Hare,"  claims,  in  a  preface,  the  distinc- 
tion of  having  written  the  very  first  "animal  rhyme." 
What  this  means  we  cannot  fathom :  for  if  seriousness  is 
admitted,  Blake  had  produced  "The  Tiger"  nearly  a  century 
earlier ;  and  if  nonsense  is  meant,  Edward  Lear  and  Lewis 
Carroll  had  both  versified  about  animals  probably  long 
before  the  new  experimentalist  was  bom.  We  have  a 
suspicion  that  what  "  Belgian  Hare  "  desires  to  convey  is 
that  his  efforts  preceded  those  of  "H.  B.,"  the  poet  of  the 
Bad  ChiWs  Book  of  Beasts.  With  that  statement  we  should 
have  no  quarrel.  His  method  is  very  simple.  First 
catching  his  animal,  he  attributes  to  it  many  qualities 
which  it  conspicuously  does  not  possess,  allowing,  after  a 
fair  start,  the  requirements  of  rhyme  to  do  the  rest.  Tims 
the  beginning  of  one  piece  is  : 

The  sword-fish  is  an  awful  brute. 

That  being  so,  the  second  line — the  whole  book  is  in  eight- 
syllable  couplets — is  easy  : 

He  tears  your  hair  out  by  the  root. 

But  to  the  "Belgian  Hare,"  of  course,  all  credit  must 
go  for  having  hit  upon  so  amusing  a  method  and  for 
possessing  so  whimsical  a  brain.  We  quote  one  of  these 
amusing  trifles,  "  The  Duck  "  : 

I  hope  you  may  have  better  luck 
Than  to  be  bitten  by  the  Duck. 

This  bird  is  generally  tame, 

But  he  is  dangerous  all  the  saiue  ; 

And  though  he  looks  so  small  and  weak. 
He  has  a  very  powerful  beak. 

Between  the  hours  of  twelve  and  two 
You  never  know  what  he  may  do. 

And  sometimes  he  plays  awkward  tricks 
From  half-past  four  to  half-past  six. 

And  any  hour  of  the  day 

It's  best  to  keep  out  of  the  way. 

The  lines,  it  will  be  seen,  might  sometimes  run  more 
trippingly,  and  now  and  then  there  are  faulty  rhymes — 
"harm"  and  "calm,"  for  instance.  The  poet  is  well 
fortified  by  Mr.  E.  T.  Eeed,  whose  illustrations  are  rich  in 
unctuous  fun.  Altogether  Tails  with  a  Twist  [Why  not 
Tales  ?]  is  very  good  fooling,  but  its  owners  will  be  wise 
to  take  it  in  small  doses.  If  read  all  at  once  the 
mechanism  is  too  apparent. 


MR.   E.   J.    SULLIVAN'S   IDEA  OF  TEUFELSDRuCKH. 

of  Windlestraw,  attired  as  Carlyle  suggests,  which  Mr. 
Sullivan  discreetly  left  in  the  security  of  liis  sketch-book  ; 
but  the  pictures  that  have  found  their  way  into  this  book  are 


Mr.  Garth  Jones,  a  new  draughtsman,  makes  his  bow 
this  Christmas  with  an  edition  of  Milton  (Bell)  in  the 
"Endymion"  series.  Mr.  Garth  Jones  has  a  strong  and 
vivid  line,  vigorous  vivacity,  and  a  full  appreciation  of  the 
values  of  light  and  shade.  But  we  cannot  consider  his 
drawings  Miltonic,  and,  after  all,  that  is  what,  in  this  book, 
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they  should  be.  His  inspiration  would  seem  to  be  six- 
teenth century  Gorman  woodcuts,  altliough  his  treatment 
is  thoroughly  modem.     Best  we  like  the  "  Melancholy  "  at 


AN   ILLUSTRATION   TO    "  MII.TON       liY   MR.    OAllTIt  JONES. 


the  beginning  of  "II  Penseroso " ;  least  the  "Samson 
Agonistes."  "  Laughter  holding  both  his  sides  "  is  a  good 
specimen  of  Mr.  Garth  Jones's  lighter  manner,  and  the 
drawing  which  we  reproduce  has  grace  and  freshness. 
The  book  is  very  generously  furnished  with  designs,  but 
they  have  been  distributed  more  thickly  over  the  first  half 
than  the  second,  and  all  are  not  equally  interesting.  But 
Mr.  Garth  Jones  proves  himself  by  this  work  an  illustrator 
to  be  counted  with  seriously. 


Messes.  Dent,  who  have  just  published  John  Gilpin  with 
illustrations,  now  foUow  it  with  Gray's  Elegy  in  the  same 
series.  The  pictures,  by  Mr.  E.  "W.  A.  Eouse,  are  pretty 
and  Christmas-cardy. 

Mrs.  Frances  Hodgson  Burnett  having  no  successor 
to  Little  Lord  Fauntleroy  ready  for  this  Christmas,  Messrs. 


SBSIQN  FOB  "  THE  CAPTAIN'S  YOUNGEST  "    BY  MR.  R.  B.  BISOH. 

Wame  have  re-issued  her  charming  volume  The  Captain's 
Youngest. 


Tm  brothers  Kenrton.  who  last  year  gave  as    With 

Nature  and  a  Camera,  and  now  have  pro«lwce<l  a  new 
yolume,  Wild  Life  at  Home  (Cassoll),  wliich  lies  before 
us,  have  initiated  a  new  art — the  art  of  photograph- 
ing living  creatures  in  their  haunts.  A  more  fascinatiDg 
hobby  it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine.  Think  of  tho 
achievement  recorded  on  page  74  of  this  book  :  photo- 
graphing a  lark  feeding  her  young !  To  find  a  lark's 
nest  at  all  is  a  most  difficult  bird-nesting  feat ;  but  how 
photograph  the  mother  distributing  worms  to  her  five 
young  ones  ?  Well,  the  Keartons  found  the  nest,  and  then 
they  brought  into  use  an  apparatus  which  they  describe  aa 
an  artificial  rubbish-heap.  This  was  constructed  out  of  an 
old  umbrella  covered  with  light  brown  hollan<l  f)n  which 
wisps  of  straw  were  tied  by  strings  piercing  the  material. 
The  handle  was  cut  short.  This  object — to  all  appearance 
a  mound  of  straw — was  taken  into  the  field  one  morning, 
and  left  at  a  distance  of  ten  or  a  dozen  yards  from  the 
nest.  In  the  afternoon  it  was  moved  close  up  to  the 
nest,  and  under  its  shelter  the  photograph  was  secured. 
We  do  not  question  Mr.  Kearton's  statement  that  this 
photograph  is  the  first  ever  taken  of  a  wild  lark  at  her 
nest.  A  hedge-sparrow,  also  on  her  nest,  was  photog^phe<l 
by    using    another    apparatus — an    artificial    tree-trunk- 


A  BOBIN  S  NKST  IW  A  COFFKK-POT. 

This  sham  tree- trunk  took  in  every,  bird,  and  on  one 
occasion  a  robin  sang  merrily  upon  it  while  Mr.  Kearton's 
brother  was  inside  photographing  another  object !  The 
Keartons  have  photographed  many  sea  -  birds,  using 
climbing-ropes  with  adventurous  skill.  But  we  mu.st 
urge  the  lover  of  natural  history  to  possess  himself  of 
this  book.  The  photographs  of  gulls,  crows,  blackbirds, 
starlings,  tits,  and  of  rabbits,  moles,  bats,  and  insects  are 
wonderful.  And  yet  the  real  charm  of  Wild  Life  at  Home 
is  not  in  the  photog^phs,  nor  in  the  skill  and  daring 
which  went  to  obtaining  them ;  it  is  in  the  rare  intimacy 
with  nature  which  the  author  and  his  brother  enjoy,  and 
which  the  reader  enjoys  through  them. 


Mr.  W.  H.  FrrciiKTT,  whose  Deeds  that  Won  the  Empire 
has  stirred  the  pulse  of  thousands  of  English  boyi>,  has 
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now  produced  Fights  for  the  Flag  (Smith  &  Elder) 
a  book  of  equal  vigour.  Mr.  Fitchett's  books  should 
be  read  by  instalments.  One  day,  one  battle — sliotdd 
suffice  the  hottest  reader.  For  Mr.  Fitchett  describes 
a  battle  very  much  as  a  British  soldier  fights — that  is 
to  say,  with  his  whole  heart.  He  cares  not  greatly 
whether  Britons  win  or  lose,  advance  or  retreat.  Valour 
is  all.  Nothing  in  Fight  for  the  Flag  is  more  fasci- 
nating than  the  story  of  Crauford's  retreat  to  Corunna 
— that  frightful  march  in  which  Crauford's  superhuman 
qualities  and  his  merciless  applications  of  tongue  and 
lash  alone  saved  the  9.5th.  The  incompetency  of  generals, 
the  supineness  of  the  home  authorities,  are  noted  by  Mr. 
Fitchett  with  only  a  passing  wrath :  for  do  they  not 
enhance  the  bravery  of  the  private  soldier,  and  set  off  the 
qualities  of  the  fighting  line  ?  Mr.  Fitchett  enjoys  the 
saying  of  Wellington:  "If  I  have  blundered,  I  could 
always  rely  on  my  soldiers  to  pull  me  through."  Con- 
cerning the  charge  of  the  Light  Brigade,  we  read :  "  A 
man  of  the  17th  Lancers  was  heard  to  shout,  just  as  they 
raced  in  upon  the  guns,  a  quotation  from  Shakespeare — 
'Who  is  there  here  would  ask  more  men  from  England?' ' 
The  regimental  butcher  of  the  17th  Lancers  was  engaged 
in  killing  a  sheep  when  he  heard  the  trumpets  sound  the 
charge.  He  leaped  on  a  horse  ;  in  shirt-sleeves,  with 
bare  arms  and  pipe  in  mouth,  rode  through  the  whole 
charge  ;  slew,  it  is  said,  six  men  with  his  own  hand ;  and 
came  back  again,  pijie  still  in  mouth  " — to  finish,  we  pre- 
sume, killing  his  sheep  ;  or  did  he  spare  it  ?  It  may  seem 
easy  work  to  compile  stories  of  battles  ;  but  Mr.  Fitchett's 
art  is  greater  than  it  may  appear.  He  selects  the  right 
incidents,  and  relates  them  in  the  right  waj-.  His  narra- 
tive is  no  tedious  blaze  of  big  writing;  it  is  calm  and 
glowing,  but  when  a  flashing  phrase  is  needed  it  is  there. 
The  book  worthily  succeeds  Beeds  that  Won  the  Empire. 


Messrs.  Warne  have  done  well  to  reissue  the  more 
popular  of  Fenimore  Cooper's  romances,  of  which  the 
younger  generation  to-day  know  only  too  little.  The  Last 
of  the  Mohicans,  The  Beerslayer,  The  Pathfinder,  The  Pioneers, 
and  The  Prairie  lie  before  us,  and  we  would  fain  turn  to 
them  rather  than  to  scores  of  the  stories  which  1898  has 
brought  forth. 


A  Christmas  book  for  children  that  has  no  pretensions 
beyond  dispensing  amusement  is  Whys  and  Other  Whys 
(CasseU),  by  S.  H.  Hamer  and  Harry  B.  Neilson.  Comic 
natural  history  for  the  inquisitive  is  the  substance  of  the 
book.  "Why  the  dog  turns  round  and  round  before 
retiring  to  rest,"  "Why  the  moth  loves  the  lamplight," 
"  Why  the  sole  is  flat " — these  are  some  of  the  problems 
which  Mr.  Hamer  solves.  Mr.  Neilson's  pictures  are 
exceedingly  droll  and  deft, 


Among  new  books  for  boys  who  are  past  the  age  for 
which  Whys  and  Other  Whys  is  intended  are  Log  Leaves 
and  Hailing  Orders  (Hutchinson),  a  collection  of  true  stories 
of  the  sea,  brought  together  from  old  magazines  and  other 
sources  by  Mr.  A.  H.  Miles  ;  and  Chnmley's  Post  (Warne), 
a  story  of  the  Pawnee  Trail,  by  Mr.  W.  0.  Stoddard,  a 
favourite  American  writer  for  boys. 


Turning  from  criticism  to  public  appreciation,  we 
have  asked  a  large  number  of  booksellers  to  tell  us 
what  books  they  are  recommending  to  their  customers  as 
suitaj3le  Gift  Books  for  Christmas.  The  results  of  our 
inquiries  are  interesting,  and  we  summarise  them  below  in 
two  lists  of  the  ten  most  popular  Gift  Books  for  adults 
and  children  respectively.  To  each  book  we  append  the 
number  of  votes  it  has  received.  Thus  at  a  glance  our 
readers  may  see  what  books  are  now  being  urged  on  the 
nation  by  booksellers  from  John  o'  Groats  to  Land's 
End. 

For  Adults. 

TOTES 

A  Day's  Work.    Kipling    ...         ...         ...          ..  ...  25 

With  Kitchener  tu  Khartum.     Steevens    ...         ...  ...  22 

John  Splendid.     Neil  Munro          ...          ...            .  13 

Biamarclc' a  Reflections  and  Ueminiscences      .          ..  12 

Gainshorcm/h.     Armstrong...         ...         ...         .  .  .  .  H 

London  in  Song.     Whitten ...         ...         .  .         ...  ...  9 

Afterwards.     Ian  Maclaren            ...          ...  .  8 

Kncyclopwdia  of  Sport          ...         ...         ...         ...  .  .  7 

Windyhauyh.     Travers        ...         ...          ...          ...  ...  6 

Charles  I.     Skelton 4 

Highways  and  Byvays  in  North  Wales.     Bradlfy  ...  3 

For  Children. 

VOTES 

Under  Wellington's  Command.     Heaty     ...  ...  ...  27 

Tite  Qolliwoyy  at  the  Seaside.     Upton       ...  ...         ...  25 

Fiyhts  for  the  Flag.     Fitchett       24 

All  the  World  Goer.     Farmiloe  and  Lucas  ...  ...  21 

Arahian  Nights.     Lang       ...  ...  ..  ...  20 

Child's  Booh  of  Saints.     Canton    ...         ...         ...         .  .  19 

Pahf ace  and  Redskin.     Anstoy       ...  ...  ...  ..  19 

The  Pickletons  13 

Heroes  of  Chivalry  a7id  Romance.     Church  ...  ...         8 

A  B  C  of  Baby  Patriots.     Ames    ...  .  .  ...         7 

A  large  Midland  bookseller  writes  : 

"  To  recommend  to  a  person  whom  he  does  not  know  a  book 
which  that  person  can  suitably  give  to  another  unknown 
person  is  one  of  the  difficulties  which  a  bookseller  has  to  face. 
Will  you  allow  me  to  ^hirk  your  immediate  question,  and 
specialise  as  follows  ?     I  should  recommend  : 

To  A  Country  Gentleman  :  The  Encyclopcedia  of  Sport. 
To  AN  Artist  :  Armstrong's  Gainsborough. 
To  A  Naturalist  :  Kearton's  Wild  Life  nt  Home. 
To    ANY   LovEE    OF    GoOD  READING :  Pages  from,  a  Private 
Diary." 


Remember. 


I'm  full  to  the  brim  wi'  the  joys  o'  my  life ; 
'Cause  a  home  an'  a  bairn  an'  a  peart  li'l  wife 
Be  more,  by  a  deal,  than  my  share  o'  gude  things. 
Theer  idden  nought  sweeter  as  airth  ever  brings. 

Come  trouble,  come  sorrows,  come  change  an'  come  chance ; 
Come  the  ups  an'  the  downs  of  this  plaguey  auld  dance, 
I'll  never  forget  to  the  end  o'  my  days, 
My  journey  wance  took  me  by  butivul  ways. 

Bau't  fair  to  your  reason,  when  all's  said  an'  done, 
To  cry  out  you'm  cold  at  the  set  o'  the  sun. 
So  when  the  dark  sorrows  do  find  'e  at  last. 
Just  mind  as  you've  had  plenty  gude  in  the  past. 

Mr.  Eden  Phillpotts,  in  the  "  Cornish  Magazine." 
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Fiction. 

The  Adventures  of  Fnin^ois.     By  S.  Weir  MitclioU. 
(Macmillan  &  Co.) 

]{y  its  coneciontiousness,  its  tlioroughness,  and  its  sincerity, 
tlii.s  book  extorts  respect.  The  undiscriminating  will  pro- 
bably regard  it,  if  not  as  a  remarkable  work,  at  least  as  a 
work  of  talent ;  and  tlierefore  we  feel  it  a  duty  to  state 
that  it  has  no  authentic  literary  importance.  A  school 
of  historical  fiction  has  lately  arisen  in  the  United  States 
and  has  met  with  a  striking  popular  success.  The 
more  pretentious  and  finished  examples  of  that  school 
have  been  sent  to  England  and  here  received  with  the 
deference  which  should  be  reserved  for  original  manifesta- 
tions of  art.  These  examples  have  all  the  virtues,  except 
originality  and  except  strength.  If  culture  and  hard 
labour  and  a  nice  tact  could  produce  a  work  of  art,  these 
books  would  be  works  of  art.  But  they  are  not.  They 
have  merely  the  pallid  prettiness  of  a  clever  imitation.  It 
is  certain  that  they  derive  from  the  recent  revival  of 
historical  fiction  in  this  country.  Much  might  justly  be 
said  in  derogation  of  that  revival ;  but,  at  any  rate,  it  is 
infinitely  more  lusty,  more  resounding,  than  the  thin, 
tinkling  echo  of  it  over  the  water.  In  saying  this  we  have 
no  desire  to  patronise  or  to  speak  slightingly  of  American 
literature  or  American  authors.  We  would,  however, 
warn  them  against  seeking  their  inspiration  in  Europe 
and  from  European  models.  The  aesthetic  taste  of  the 
American  public  is  much  inferior  to  that  of  England,  but 
it  is  distinctly  and  steadily  improving.  All  the  more, 
therefore,  should  English  opinion  be  careful,  lest  by  a  too 
benevolent  reception  of  painstaking  mediocrity  it  leads 
astray  American  opinion  at  the  very  moment  when 
American  opinion  requires  guidance. 

Eegarding  the  present  book,  it  is  a  kaleidoscope  of  the 
French  llevolution,  that  Eevolution  which  has  such  a 
dangerous  fascination  for  writers  in  search  of  a  subject. 
As  we  have  said,  it  demands  respect.  It  is  ingenious  in 
colour  and  movement,  and  two  of  the  characters,  Fran(;ois 
himself  and  the  Marquis  de  St.  Luce,  have  a  certain  charm. 
The  narrative  does  not  move  the  imagination,  but  it  tickles 
the  fancy.  Of  the  descriptive  sanguinary  passages  the 
following  is  a  good  specimen  : 

A  man  on  the  staircase  lauding  behind  him  cried : 
'•Hallo!  Surrender  in  the  same  of  the  Republic  I " 
Francj'ois  jumped,  taking  the  stairs  below  him  in  one  leap, 
but,  tripping  over  Toto,  fell  headlong  in  the  hall.  The 
dug  sprang  after  him,  and  alighted  on  his  master's  back. 
A  pistol  shot  rang  out.  The  dog  fell  dead  with  a  ball  in 
his  bruin.  Fram/ois  was  on  his  feet.  He  cast  a  glance  at 
the  faithful  friend  of  many  a  day.  His  own  long,  strange 
face  became  like  that  of  a  madman.  He  dashed  up  the 
stair,  a  second  ball  missing  him  narrowly.  Through  the 
smoke  he  bounded  on  his  enemy.  He  caught  the  man  by 
the  right  arm,  wrested  the  pistol  from  him,  and,  scarce 
feeling  a  blow  from  the  fellow's  left  hand,  struck  him  full 
in  the  face  with  the  butt  of  the  pistol.  Tee  blood  flew, 
and  the  man  staggered,  screaming.  A  second  blow  and  a 
third  fell.  Twisting  his  victim  around,  Fran<,oi.s  hurled 
him  down  the  stair. 
A  special  reference  is  due  to  the  admirable  illustrations 
of  Mr.  Andre  Castaigne. 


Tlie  Repentance  of  a  Private  Secretary.    By  Stoplien  Gwynn. 

(Jolm  Lane.) 
To  state  Mr.  Stephen  Owynn's  plot  in  any  form  leas  full 
and  clear  than  the  story  itself  is  somothing  of  an  imper- 
tinence. For  liero,  in  these  days  of  so  much  wordy  fiction, 
wo  have  that  rarest  of  things,  a  nicely  cultivated  art. 
An  honest  young  man — priggishly  inclined — finds  himself 
suddenly  in  the  attitude  of  protector  to  a  i)retty,  childless 
wife.  They  fall  in  love,  and,  on  a  sudden  awaking  of 
honour,  the  man  goes  off  to  a  Canadian  sheep-farm.  Ho 
grows  sick  of  the  life,  and,  after  two  years,  puts  honour 
in  his  pocket  and  returns  to  resume  his  work  as  secretary 
to  the  lady's  husband.  To  his  chagrin  he  find«  his  moral 
heroics  needless.  The  wife  has  a  child  to  fill  her  lieart. 
"  Once  I  sacrificed  my  inclinations,"  wrote  the  unhappy 
young  man,  "  to  the  heroic  conception  of  my  own  per- 
sonality, and  now  I  find  myself  caught  up  and  committed 
logically  to  a  career  of  uncongenial  virtue."  And  so  he 
seals  his  repentance  by  becoming  godfather. 

It  is  a  very  real  problem  which  Mr.  Gwynn  has  con- 
ceived, and  it  is  subtly  unfolded.  De  Cerjat,  the  artist 
bounder,  is  drawn  with  the  faithfulness  which  springs 
from  an  unhesitating  dislike.  Gerald  is  the  ordinary 
wholesome  young  man  bred  in  the  public  schools  and  the 
universities ;  and  the  exact  mode  in  which  such  a  mind 
faces  the  moral  dilemma  is  portrayed  with  real  acuteness. 
The  whole  form  of  the  story  is  clean  and  workmanlike, 
full  of  deft  phrasing  and  a  very  pleasing  humour. 


The    Adventures  of    Captain  Ketth.     By  Cutcliffe  Hyne. 
(Pearson.) 

CAPTAUf  Kettle  is  a  most  engaging  scoundrel.  Small, 
truculent,  with  a  little  red  beard,  he  has  a  code  of  honour 
which  causes  him  to  stick  at  nothing  in  his  employer's 
interests,  and  is  always  pulling  him  up  when  he  is  on  the 
point  of  making  his  own  fortune.  Ashore  he  goes  regu- 
larly to  chapel,  loves  Mrs.  Kettle,  and  fears  God.  At  sea  he 
swears  horribly,  fears  nothing,  and  is  surprisingly  handy 
with  a  revolver.  He  has  "  bucked  up  against"  some  rare 
"toughs"  in  his  time,  and  has  always  come  "  out  on  top." 
"  T  am  seldom  in  need  of  a  nursery-maid,  sir,"  he  remarks. 
This  is  the  sort  of  man  whom  Mr.  Cutcliffe  Hyne  sends 
down  to  the  sea  in  ships,  and  starts  on  all  kinds  of  amazing 
adventures.  In  the  first  tale  he  is  engaged  to  smuggle 
guns  and  ammunition  into  Cuba.  He  rams  and  sinks  a 
Spanish  gunboat,  and  is  greeted  as  "  king  "  by  the  rebels. 
Most  of  the  adventures  of  this  truculent  little  man,  who,  by 
the  way,  was  addicted  to  making  verses  and  playing  the 
accordion  in  moments  of  extreme  peril,  are  quite  convinc- 
ing ;  we  believe  as  wo  read,  even  if  we  doubt  when  we  lay 
down  the  book.  But  the  story  of  "  The  Raiding  of  Donna 
Clotilde,"  who,  loving  Captain  Kettle  to  distraction,  kid- 
napped him,  carried  him  off  on  her  yacht,  and  kept  him 
prisoner  on  the  Eiff  coast,  topples  over  the  edge  of  pro- 
bability into  the  absurd.  On  the  other  hand,  "The 
Salving  of  the  Duncansbij  Head"  in  which  the  captain's 
code  of  honour  compels  him  to  throw  away  a  fortune,  is  a 
really  admirable  story.  In  "  The  Liner  and  tlie  Iceberg  " 
we  find  Captain  Kettle  in  command  of  an  Atlantic  liner 
and  strangely  out  of  place  at  the  head  of  the  captain's 
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table.  "  Here,  on  this  steam  hotel,  he  suddenly  found 
himself  looked  up  to  as  a  head  of  society.  His  own  real 
reminiscences  of  the  sea  he  kept  back ;  he  felt  them  to  be 
vastly  impolite ;  he  never  dreamed  that  they  might  be 
interesting."  Captain  Kettle  was  vastly  and  pathetically 
wrong.     They  are  very  interesting  indeed. 


Notes  on  Novels. 


[^Tkese  notes  on  the  week's  output  of  fiction  are  not  necessarily 
final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  will  follow.'] 


Love  among  the  Lions.  By  P.  Anstey. 

This  is  a  mere  trifle ;  but  anything  from  Mr.  Anstey  is  to 
be  received  with  gratitude.  Headers  of  the  Idler  are  already 
acquainted  with  it.  The  story  is  told  in  the  first  person  by 
Theodore  Blenkinsop,  a  tea-taster  in  the  City,  and  it  relates 
his  adventures  with  Lurana  de  Castro,  his  beloved.  The  lions 
in  the  title  are  real.  Miss  Luraua's  whim  was  to  be  married  in 
their  cage.  Given  such  a  condition  of  affairs,  Mr.  Anstey  may 
be  1  rusted  to  do  the  rest.     The  book  has  pictures.     (Dent.    2s.) 

Moonlight.  By  Maet  E.  Mann. 

This  engaging  story  opens  in  the  "  drapery  side  "  of  a  village 
shop  on  market-day.  Angela  Mayes,  the  "  new  young  lady" 
of  the  estabUshment,  turns  out  to  be  the  heroine.  "  Moon- 
light "  is  the  village  nickname  of  her  lover,  Valentine  Dodd, 
the  young  veterinary.  His  father,  old  Tommy  Dodd,  supplies  a 
cantankerous  humour.  To  Angela  he  exclaims :  "  '  What  are  the 
young  men  of  the  present  generation  ?  They  are  pap.'  '  Pap,' 
he  repeated  emphatically  to  Angela,  meeting  her  disgusted 
look."     (Unwin.     6s.) 

Idols.  By  W.  J.  Locke. 

A  new  novel  of  modem  life  by  the  author  of  Derelicts.  The 
seamy  side  is  very  prominent — "  The  riff-raff  of  Monte  Carlo," 
says  the  author,  "  is  a  very  curious  and  heterogeneous  formation. 
No  one  knows  its  past  or  its  future.  The  men  have  perfect 
manners,  the  women  perfect  complexions.  The  one  are  worth 
the  other."     Mr.  Locke  observes  well.     (Lane.     Gs.) 

A  Mayeair  Maeeiaue.  By  Qeammont  Hamilton. 

This  is  a  gay  and  rather  reckless  story  told  in  the  first  person 
by  a  young  wife  of  Mayfair  whose  great  aim  is  to  promote 
her  husband's  chances  of  the  Lord  Chancellorship.  The  story 
is  supposed  to  come  under  the  eye  of  the  writer's  husband,  who 
protests :  "  I  say,  Sappho,  this  is  all  very  well  if  written  for  my 
eyes  alone,  but  to  go  and  hang  out  our  domestic  life  on  the 
balcony— why,  I  cannot  stand  it !  "  And,  looking  through  the 
book,  we  see  things  which  make  Julian's  protest  appear  very 
reasonable.    (Grant  Richards.     6s.) 

The  Queen's  Justice.  By  Sie  Edwin  Arnold. 

Strictly  speaking,  this  is  not  fiction,  but  fact.  Sixteen  years 
ago  a  sensational  mm-der  case  was  tried  in  Lidia,  in  which  an 
innocent  but  very  foolish  man  escaped  death  only  by  the 
narrowest  margin.  That  story  Sir  Edwin  Arnold  here  teUs, 
vouching  for  the  truth  of  the  whole  affair.  (Burleigh.  .3s.  6d.) 
The  Secret  of  Kyriels.  By  E.  Nesbit. 

A  story  of  a  mystery,  by  this  popular  poet.     It  is  long,  but 
something  happens  on  every  page,  whether  it  is  an  adventure 
of  children  or  a  nocturnal  attack  on  a  house.     Family  lawyers 
and  bicycles  occur  at  intervals.     (Hurst  &  Blackett.     6s.) 
Tinj  Wandering  RoMANorr.  By  Bart  Kennedy. 

A  wild  and  somewhat  Bulweresque  romance  of  a  picturesque 
and  mysterious  figure,  who  talks  like  a  book,  and,  in  the  first 
chapter,  quells  a  mob  of  miners  on  the  Yukon.     Subsequently, 


the  story  includes  a  group  of  Russian  political  exiles,  who  plot 
in  security  on  the  Chinese  coast  against  governmental  tyranny. 
The  end  is  hysterical.     (Burleigh.     .'Ss.  6d.) 

RiCEOFT  OF  Withens.  By  Halliwell  Sutcliffe. 

In  the  first  few  pages  of  this  novel,  by  the  author  of  A  Man 
of  Hie  Moors,  we  are  introduced  to  the  Lonely  Folk,  the  weird 
denizens  of  a  Yorkshire  waste,  who  feared  no  God,  "honoured 
no  king  save  old  Adam,  their  leader,  a  man  grown  old  in 
rapine,  and  in  misplaced  tenderness  of  heart."  The  Lonely 
Folk  bore  the  name  of  Careless,  and  their  motto  was,  "  Careless 
we  come  into  the  world,  careless  we  go  out  of  it."   (Unwin.   6s.) 

The  De.4n'8  Apron.        By  C.  T.  Wills  and  G.  Buechett. 

Rhoda  Hilton,  sweet  and  young  and  of  rather  humble  birth, 
becomes  the  wife  of  the  Dean  of  Xunchester.  The  world  says 
she  was  lucky ;  but  Mrs.  Plowden  says :  "  The  impertinence  of 
the  creature  to  speak  to  me  of  her  hushaud  as  '  the  Dean.'  "  An 
amusing  story.     (Ward,  Lock  &  Co.     Is.) 

BiACK  Rock.  By  Ralph  Conxoe. 

Black  Rock  is  a  Canadian  lumber  camp,  and  in  this  story  we 
learn  how  the  minister,  Mr.  Craig,  tendered  the  hearts  of 
rough  men,  and  got  them  to  form  leagues,  and  say  their 
prayers,  and  sing  the  "  Sweet  By  and  By,"  when  they  would 
have  stopped  at  "Lochaber  No  More."  The  episodes  are 
clearly  studied  from  Ufe.     (Hodder  &  Stoughton.     68.) 

The  Romance  of  Diaphon.  By  Roland  Seaton. 

Diaphon  is  the  DevU ;  and  this  is  a  story  of  the  Garden  of 
Eden,  professedly  translated  on  the  spot  from  inscriptions. 
Adam  figures  as  Angog,  and  Eve  as  Atema,  &c.  The  author 
says  :  "As  regards  the  authenticity  and  genuineness  of  the 
narrative,  there  must  necessarily  be  great  differences  of 
opinion."     Or  none.     (Digby  &  Long.     3s.  6d.) 

A  Touch  of  the  Sun.  By  Mes.  Aylmer  Gowing. 

The  heroine  of  this  story  is  a  Eurasian,  the  daughter  of 
a  British  colonel  and  an  Indian  lady.  Her  temperament  and 
her  love  affairs  are  the  matter  of  the  book.     (Burleigh.     6s.) 

A  Red  Beidal.  By  William  Westall. 

This  story,  says  the  author,  is  by  way  of  sequel,  or  supple- 
ment, to  his  romance.  With  the  Bed  Eagle.  The  new  book 
completes  the  history  of  "  Tyrol's  heroic  fight  for  God,  the 
Kaiser,  ariH  Fatherland."  It  is  told  in  the  first  person  by  a 
plucky  wielder  of  arms,  whose  father  fought  at  Austerlitz,  and 
it  is  full  of  ringing  blows.     (Chatto  &  Windus.     6s.) 

The  Member's  Wife.  By  Mes.  Heney  Chetwynd. 

The  member  was  Sir  George  Pemberley,  who  first  proposed  to 
Mary,  and  was  refused— owing  largely  to  the  dissuasions  of  her 
cousin  Sophia — and  then  proposed  to  Sophia  and  was  accepted ; 
and  then  lost  Sophia,  and  on  the  last  page  proposed  to  Mary 
again,  and  was  accepted.     (Pearson.     6s.) 

The  Histoey  of  a  Man.  By  The  Man. 

Mr.  A.  J.  Balfour  having  stated  in  a  speech  that  a  novelist 
ought  to  take  up  the  development  of  character  extending 
through  the  life  of  an  individual,  the  author  of  this  book  has 
attempted  to  fill  the  bill.  Whether  the  result  is  a  novel  or  not 
we  cannot  say.  It  may  be  autobiography ;  but  the  suggestion 
is  fiction,  and  we  therefore  place  it  here.     (Burleigh.     63.) 


Why  fear  the  night  ?    The  sun  may  sink 
And  never  rise  again  on  me  ; 
Yet  someone  that  I  love  shall  see 

It  blaze  above  the  eastern  brink. 

t/.  A.  Macy  in  ilie  "  Atlantic  Monthly.' 
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OF  THE 


ENGLISH  PEOPLE 


for  Five  Shillings  paid  on  giving  the  order  and  seven  subsequent  payments  of  Five  Shillings  each. 


[ESSRS.  MACMILLAN  is,  CO.,  Limited,  propose  to  take  advantage  of  a  recently  introdaoed  instalment  iTitem  of  lelling  book*  to 
circulate  a  new  and  beantifnl  issue  of  the 


ILLUSTEATED    EDITION 

OF 

Green's  Short  History  of  the  English  People, 

bnt  instead  of  taking;  orders  and  distribntine:  the  book  throng:h  the  medium  of  a  Newspaper,  as  has  been  done  in  a  reoent  well-known  oaM, 
Messrs.  Macmillan  intend  to  aell  the  work  through  Retail  Booksellers  thronghoat  the  country,  whom  they  will  appoint  their  Agents  for 
|the  purpose. 

Green's  Short  History  of  the  English  People 

bas  long  been  recognized  as  the  most  brilliant  and  most  readable  of  English  nistories,  and  the  Illustrated  Edition,  whioh  was  pnblislMd  a  few 
years  ago  under  the  supervision  of  Mrs.  G^reen  and  Miss  Kaf«  Norgate,  is  without  exception  one  of  the  most  attractive  and  instmotive 
pictorial  histories  in  existence,  and  is  a  book  that  should  be  in  the  possession  of  every  family  in  the  kingdom.  This  great  work,  whicli  waa 
produced  at  a  cost  of  many  thousand  pounds,  contains,  in  addition  to  the  complete  text  of  the  original  work,  no  le«  than 

Fourteen   Hundred    Illustrations, 

of  whioh  Two  Hundred  and  Fifty  are  Full -Page  Engravingt, 

*j       There  are  Two  Hundred  Portraits  of  various  historical  oharacters,  engraved  under  the  supervision  of  the  late  Mr.  Qeorge  Scharf,  Director 
bf  the  National  Portrait  Uallery.    The  volumes  also  contain  Thirty-two  Maps  and  Flans,  and  Eighteen  beautiful  Lithographic  Plates,  printed 
^  in  some  instances  in  as  many  as  sixteen  colours. 


THE     SPECIAL     EDITION 


f  this  important  book  will  be  issued  in  three  handsome  super-royal  8vo  volumes,  half -bound  in  scarlet  leather,  with  gilt  tope. 
Order  Forms  may  be  obtained  from  any  Bookseller. 


How  to  order  the  Special  Edition 

OP 

GREEN'S  ILLDSTRATED  HISTORY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  PEOPLE. 


If  you  wish  to  subscribe  for  the  Special  Edition  of  Green's  Illustrated  History  ask  your  Bookseller  for  an  Order  Form,  and  fill  it  np  with 
your  name  and  address.    Then  return  it  to  the  Bookseller,  and  at  the  same  time  hand  him  the  sum  of  Five  SbUlings. 

Your  order  will  then  be  booked,  and  a  complete  copy  of  the  Special  Edition  of  Green's  History  will  be  delivered  to  yoa  in  due  oonree. 

I.  On  receipt  of  the  complete  book  you  will  make  the  Bookseller  a  further  payment  of  Five  Shillings,  and  will  continue  to  make  sabaeqnent 
payments  at  the  rate  of  Five  Shillings  per  month  until  you  have  paid  up  the  whole  price  of  the  book — viz..  Two  Pounda. 

E.  Should  you  wish  to  pay  the  whole  amount  at  one  time,  a  pavment  of  Thirty-seven  Shillings  and  Sixpence  made  at  the  time  of  first  giving 
the  order  will  entitle  you  to  receive  a  copy  of  the  book  without  further  payment  or  liability  of  any  kind. 


MACMILLAN  &   CO.,  Limited,  St.  Martin's  Street,  Loudon,  W.C. 
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GEORGE    ALLEN 

THE    DREYFUS    CASE 

By  FRED  C.  CON'YBEARE,  M.A.  ('Huguenot"), 
late  Fellow  of  University  ColleRe,  Oxford. 

With  PORTRAITS  of  DREYFUS  before  and  after  Deerada- 
tlon-Esterhaiy  Mcrcicr-Billot -Boi8defFre-PelMcuic-Pic- 
auart  zola -Labor! -Cavaignac-Zurlindenj  and  Facsimiles 
of  the  Bordereau,  Letter  of  Dreyfus  to  his  Wife,  Esterhaxys 
Writing  Compared.    331  pages,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  33.  ed.  [Just  out. 

RUSEIN,   ROSSETTI, 

PRERAPHAELITI8M. 

England :  1851-1803.     Arranged  and    Edited    by.  W.    M.    ROSSEiri. 

Illustrated  with  12  Examples  in  Photogravure  of  Pictures  (■'f «'«?."' ^ 

the  Text)  chiefly  by  D.  G.  Rossotti.    352  pp.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  Designed 

Cover,  108.  8d.  net. 
N.B.-The  250  Large-Paper  Copies  for  EnR'and  and  America,  with  India 
Proifsnf  the  Plates,  and   .CONTAINING  THREE    ADDITIONAL   ILLUS- 
TRATIONS, reproduced  in  a  Larger  Size  for  this  Edition  only,  crown  4to  308. 
net,  have  all  bs  eu  taken  up.  L-"^"-  ^^' 

WISDOM   AND   DESTIMT. 

By  MAURICE  MAETERLINCK,  Author  of  "The  Treasure  of  the 
Humble."  Translated  by  ALFRED  8UTR0,  with  an  lutroduct.on 
chiefly  concerning  the  Author,  by  the  Translator.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
gilt  top,  371  pages,  Os.  net, 

EMMA. 

By  JANE  AUSTEN.  A  New  Edition  in  One  Volume.  With  87  lUn^ 
trations  by  Chris  Hammond,  an  Introduction  by  JOSEPH  J0C0I3S,  and 
Cover  Design  by  Turbayue.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top  or  edges. 
Designed  Cover,  Gs. 


SHROPSHIRE. 


New  Work  by  AUGU.STUS  J.  C.  HARE.  Illustrated  with  18  Woodcuts 
from  Drawings  by  the  Author,  and  a  newly  engraved  Map  of  the  County. 
Crown  Svo,  clothj  360  pages,  78.  6d. 

THE  WONDERFUL  HISTORY 

OF   PETER   SGHLEUIHL; 

OR,    THE    SHADOWLESS   MAN. 

By  0HAMI8SO.  With  an  Introduction  by  JOSEPH  JACOBS,  and 
8" Drawings  reproduced  in  Photogravure  by  Sir  Philip  hurne-Jones. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt.  Designed  Cover,  Ss.  Gd.  [Just  out. 

LETTER   AND    SPIRIT. 

Dramatic  Sonnets  of  an  Inward  Life.  By  A.  M.  RICHARDS.  With 
60  Full-Page  Illustrations,  embellishing  the  te.\t,  by  Anna  Richards. 
Demy  Ito,  Hand-made  Paper,  printed  on  one  side  only,  limited  to  300 
numbered  copies. 

1-26,  on  Japanese  vellum,  £1  2s.  net. 
26-300,  on  Hand-made  Paper,  £1  Is.  net. 
Mr.  G.  F.  Watts  says :  "  In  imaginative  comprehension  they  are  more  than 
illustrations,  they  are  inicrpretations.  I  find  in  them  an  assemblage  of  great 
ilualities  ;  beauty  of  line,  unity  and  abundance  in  composition,  variety  and 
(ippreciation  of  natural  effects,  with  absence  of  manner  ;  also  unusual  qualities 
an  drawing,  neither  academical  nor  eccentric,  all  carried  out  vrtth  great  brevity 
and  completeness."  By  JOHN  RUSKIN. 

OUR  FATHERS  HAVE  TOLD  US. 

Sketche-<  of  the  History  <if  Christendom.  A  Small  Complete  Edition  of 
the  BIliLE  of  AMIENS,  with  the  1  Engravings  and  Plan  of  the  Western 
Porches  of  Amiens  Cathedral.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  os.  net. 

THE   ART   AND   THE 

PLEASURES  OF  ENGLAND. 

The  Courses  of  Li'ctures  delivered  at  Oxford  during  1883  and  1881.  A 
small  Complete  Edition.  In  1  vol.,  with  Index.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  5s,  net. 

THE   STONES    OF   VENICE. 

A  NEW  EDITION,  JUST  COMPLETED. 

In  3  Volumes,  gilt  tops,  crown  Svo,  308.  net.  With  the  119  Woodcuts,  the 
6  Plates  in  Colour,  the  other  47  Full-Page  Illustrations  reproduced 
in  Photogravure  and  half-tone,  and  the  Text  as  originally  issued. 
Each  Volume  sold  separately. 

Volume  I.—"  THE  FOUNDATIONS."  With  21  Full-Page  Plates  and 
73  Woodcuts.    Cloth,  gilt  top,  lOs.  net. 

VoLUMB  II.— "8EA.8TORIE8."  With  20  Full-Page  Plates  and  38 
Woodcuts.    Cloth,  gill  lop,  10s.  net. 

VoLi-MB  III.— "THE  FALL."  With  12  Full-Page  Plates  and  9  Wood- 
cuts and  Index.    Cloth,  gilt  top,  10a.  net. 


DUCKWORTH  &JO;SJIEW  BOOKS. 

JOUBERT  :  a  Selection  from  his  Thoughts. 

Translated  by  KATHARINE  LYTTELTON. 

With    a    Preface    by    Mrs.    HUMPHRY    WARD. 

Crown  Svo,  pp.  xlii-221.  with  a  epecially-desijned  Cover,  dull  gold  top  58.  not. 

Limited  ISdition  of  75  Copies,  pr  nted  throughout  upon  Japanese  Vellum, 

bound  in  parchment,  and  cased,  £1  Is.  net. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  LORDS  QUESTION. 

Edited  by  ANDREW  REID. 
Editor  of  "Why  I  am  a  Liberal,"  "  Ireland,"  "  Vox  Clamantium,"  &c. 

Crown  Svo,  6s.  „   „,„,,    .,. 

Amo,i„  the  Conf'ibutors  are  .-The  Eight  Hon  LORp  monKSWELL,  the 
Hon.  PHILIP  STANHOPE,  M.P.,  ROBERT  WALLACE.  M.P.,  J.  G.  SWIFT 
MicNEILL,  M.P.,  MICHAEL  DAVITT,  MP.,  J.  H.  YOXALL,  M.l ., 
J\  CARVBLL  WILLIAMS,  M.P.,  Sir  WILFRID  LAWSON  Bart.,  M.P., 
F.  S.  S  I'EVENaON,  M.P.,  W.  T.  BYLES,  J.  THEODORE  EODD  Barrister-at- 
Law,  WALTER    WARREN,  JJarrister-at-Law,  the    Bev.   Dr.   LAWKbNUt, 

ANDREW  REID,  &c.  

MISS  HELEN  HAY'S  POEMS. 

SOME  VERSES.    By  Helen  Hay.    Fcap  Svo,  Ss.  6d.  net 

NEW  NOVELS. 
THE  ALTAR  of  LIFE.    By  May  Bateman.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Literature  says  :— "  The  book  is  one  of  great  dramatic  insight,  and  conveys 
an  impression  of  real  enthusiasm,  which  is  of  itself  sufflcient  to  single  it  out 
from  the  mass  of  current  fiction."  ^^ 

THE  WORLD  and  ONORA.    By  Lilian  Street.    Crown 

Svo,  68.  „ 

The  Outlook  says  ;— "  A  novel  decidedly  above  the  average. 

FROM  SEVBN   DIALS,    By  Edith  Ostlere.    Crown  Svo, 

The ''skeich  says :-"  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  in  ihis  story  Miss  Ostlere 

has  given  us  something  with  a  remarkable  flavour  of  Dickens Miss  Ostlere 

writes  with  a  strong  hand." 

A  HISTORY  of  RUGBY  SCHOOL. 

By  W.  H.  1>.  KOUSE.  of  Rugby, 

and  sometime  Fellnw  of  Christ's  College. 

Cambridge. 

Illustrated  from  Fhotograplis.  Contemporary 

Prhits,  Ac. 

Pott  4to,  58.  net. 

riwie*.— "  Mr.  House  haa  done  his  work 

\aeralurt.—  '  K  work  of  real  value  and 
distinction  wliicli  all  who  are  interesteil  m 
the  history  aiul  tiadit'ons  of  a  ereit  f  Junfla- 
tioii  will  .cad  with  pleasure  and  grati'ude. 

Dailu  Mail—An.  excellent  history  of 
Rugby  School."  ..      ^,  .         , 

IVorM— "A  better  or  worthier  history  of 
a  great  public  school  than  is  supplied  by 
this  Tolumo-whioh,  by  the  way,  is  well  arid 
amplv  illustrated-it  would  be  inipossible 
eveu  for  the  most  exacting  of    Old  Bjys    u> 

t>wt/oofc— "Mr.  Rouse  has  done  his  work 
thoroughly  and  affectioiiately.'' 

ll'eet!»  S'ua.-"  Moulded  into  what  will 
perhaps  stand  as  a  classic  among  school 
chronicles."  „,,     „        .         ,  ...„ 

Pall  itall  O^aef  e.— "Mr.  Rouse s  venture 
has.  to  our  minds,  proved  entirely  success- 

"Edumtulnal  riiiiM.-"  Very  well  written 
and  produced,  and  admirably  illustrated. 


TOM   TIT   TOT.      By    Edward 

CLOI^P.  Crown  Svo,  58.  net 
Timei.^"  He  has  written  an  extremely  in- 
teresting hook,  full  to  the  brim  of  tiuaint 
pictures  of  savage  philosophy  and  pleasint 
Buperstilion,  which,  according  to  the  newest 
lights,  are  one  and  the  same  thing." 

£a*l  Hnpltaa  Daily  Tiin^-—"  It  would  be 
as  easy  as  it  is  tempting  to  (juote  from  the 
rich  store  of  interesting  facta  which  Mr. 
Clodd  has  here  thrown  into  sucti  fascinating 
shape,  hut  I  must  content  myself  with 
1  SBuring  my  readers  that  'Tom  Tit  Tot' is. 
most  emphatically,  u  book  to  buy  and  re- 
joice  in." 

NEW  BOOK  BY  MAD.iME  BELLOC. 
HISTORIC     NUNS.      By     B.     R. 

BELLOC,     Author    of    "  In    a    Walled 

tiarden."    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
THE    HISTORY   of  QAMBLINQ 

in  ENGLAND.     By  JOHN  ASdToN. 

Small  demy  Svo,  7s.  (id. 

THB    TATLER      Edited,    with 

Introduction  and  Notes,  by  GEORGE  A. 
AITKEN,  Author  of  "Tte  Life  of 
Richard  Steele."  4  volumes,  small  demy 
svo,  with  Eugraved  Frontispieces,  bound 
ill  buckram,  dull  gold  top.  "s.  tid.  per 
volume,  not  sold  separately. 


London :   GEORGE   ALLEN,    156,    Charing   Cross   Road. 


MODERN  PLAYS   SERIES. 

Edited  by  R.  BRIMLEY  JOHNSON  and  N.  ERIOHSEN. 

FIRST  VOLUME  NOW  READY,  pott  4,to,  3s.  6d.  net. 

THE    DAWN.      By   Emile   Verhaeren.      Translated   by 

ARTHUR  8YMON8. 

SECOND  VOLUME  NEXT  WEEK. 

THB  STORM.    By  Ostrovskl.    Translated  by  Constance 

GARNETT. 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 
THE  BLESSED  DAMOZEL.    By  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti. 

With  an  Introduction  by  W.  M.  ROSSETTI,  a  Reproduction  in  Photo- 
gravure of  D.  G.  Rossetii's  Study  for  the  Head  of  the  Blessed  Damozel, 
and  Decorative  Designs  by  W.  B.  Macdougall.    Fcap.  4to,  6s.  net. 

PIPPA  PASSES.    A  Drama.    By  Robert  Browning.    With 

7  Drawings  by  L.  Leslie  Brooke,  reproduced  m  Photogravure.  Fcap.  4to, 
with  Cover  Design  bv  the  Artist,  blue  art  vellum  gilt,  gold  top,  5b.  net ; 
Large-I'aper  Edition,  limited  to  60  Copies,  printed  tliroughout  on  Japanese 

Times.'™-' The  edition  should  induce  many  people  to  read  or  re-read  one  of 
the  finest  and  most  original  of  Browning's  wi  rks." 

CHILDREN'S  BOOKS. 
THE  EVERLASTING  ANIMALS,  and  other  Stories     By 

EDITH  JENNINGS.    With  7  Coloured  Drawings  and  Covor^ Design  by 
Stuart  Beviin.    Large  crown  4to,  scarlet  cloth,  yellow  edges,  os. 
NEW  BOOK  BY  THE  AUTHORS  OF  "ANIMAL  LAND." 

SYBIL'S  GARDEN  of  PLEASANT  BEASTS.     By  Sybil 

"■*  ■■  ' — '    •' >■ — t    in    Colour. 


and    KATHARINE    CORBET.      Itcproduced    throughout 
Oblong  crown  4to,  5s. 

FABLES  by  FAL  in  PROSE  and  VERSE.    With  Pictures 

and  Cover   Design  by  Philip  Burnc-Joncs.    Sciuare   medium  Mo,  pinis 
cloth,  blue  edges,  iis.  6d. 

CATALOGUES    ON     APPLICATION. 

3,  HENRIETTA  STREET,  COVENT  GARDEN,  W.C. 
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The  Academy. 

Editorial  and   Publishing  Offices,  43,  Chancery-lane. 
Special  Notice. 

The  Academy  will  be  sent  post-free  to  every  Annual  Subtcribtr 
in  thi:  United  Kintjdoin. 

Price  fur  Unelmu;  Threepence;  postage  One  Halfpenny.     Price 
fi,r  5i  issues,  Thirteen  Shillings  ;  jipttage  free. 
To  SuiiscKiiiERs  Abroad. 

A  Thin  Paper  Edition  is  printed  each  week  for  Foreign  circu- 
lation, the.  postage  of  which  is  One  Penny.  Foreign  postage 
on  the  ordinary  paper  edition  is  Twopence. 

FoBEioN  Rates  rou  Yearly  Subscriptions. 

On  Thin  Paper 17«.  -id.,  including  postage. 

On  Ordinary  Paper  .  .  .  21s.  Hd., 

The  Academy  is  published  every  Friday  morning.  Advertise- 
ments should  rtach  the  (-^ce  not  later  than  4  p.m.  on  Thursday. 

All  business  letters  regarding  the  supjply  of  thepajter,  &c.,  should 
be  addressed  to  the  PUBLISHER. 

To  CoXTUIBUrORS. 
The  Editor  will  make  every  effort  to  retvrn  rejected  contributions, 

provided  a  stamped  and  addressed  envelope  is  enclosed. 
Occasional  contributors  are  recommended  to  have  their  MSS.  type- 

wriitev. 


The  "Academy's"  Awards  to 
Authors. 

Our  1898  Crowning. 

The  time  is  drawing  near  when  it  will  aj,'ain  bo  our 
pleasant  duty  to  crown  two  books  of  signal  merit  pub- 
lished during  the  year.  Last  January,  it  will  be  re- 
membered, we  awarded  our  Hundred  Guineas  Prize  to 
Mr.  Stei)hen  Phillips  for  his  volume  of  Poems,  and  our 
Fifty  Guineas  Prize  to  Mr.  W.  E.  Henley  for  Us  Essay 
on  Hums. 

It  18  our  intention  to  publish  our  awards  for  1898  in 
our  issue  of  January  14  next. 


Literature  in  1898:  A  Retrospect. 

List  December,  in  essaying  some  estimate  and  review  of 
the  previous  year's  literary  harvest,  we  were  led  to  make 
A  distinction.     We  laid  stress  on  the  flourishing  state,  on 
the  one  hand,  of  the  diurnal  literature  of  commerce,  on 
the  other  of   the   academic  literature  of  knowledge,  and 
suggested  that,  in  comparison  with  these,  that  highest  type 
if  literature,  which  is  art  itself,  was  being  pursued  with 
lit  rare  and  fainthearted   zeal.      And  now,  when  after 
twelvemonth's  lapse  we  return  to  a  similar  task,  tJiere 
-  nothing  which  appears  to  us  more  important  than  to 
■rate  and  enforce  the  same  truth. 
'  lie  .situation  is  not  altered,  and  it  would  bo  unphilo- 
I'hic  to  pretend  that  it  has  even  become  exaggerated, 
I'l  tliis  short  space  of  time.     Probably  there  is  no  period 
1  the  liistory  of  literature  in  which  so  large  a  proportion 
the  available  nervous  energy  of  a  nation  has  gone  to 


the  making  of  books.  And  what  cuniea  of  it  aU  ?  For 
one  thing,  a  constant  flow  of  witty  and  oKroeable 
writing,  admirably  culculatwl  to  proviilo  the  oveniug 
recreation  of  a  busy  day,  and  then  to  vanish  into  obUvion ; 
for  another,  the  slow  piling-up  of  painful  erudition, 
doBtinod  in  its  turn  to  be  »ubmergo<l  before  the  advancing 
tide  of  knowledge.  And  the  groat  bwk*.  tlie  l>ook»  Uiat 
food  the  soul  and  provide  the  reserves  of  spiritual  strongth 
and  spiritual  consolation  for  the  generations  to  come,  are 
not  written.  There  have  been  great  masters  amongst  us, 
but  one  by  one  they  are  dropping  away,  an<l  amongst  tlio 
younger  men  we  can  as  yet  see  none  to  take  their  ph»co. 
We  strain  our  eyes,  looking  into  the  void  for  him  who 
shall  be  king,  and  he  comes  not. 

There  are  two  features  in  the  literary  conditions  of  the 
day  which,  perhaps,  go  some  way  to  explain  this  paucity 
of   artists.      One  is  the  brilliancy  of  the  prize  which  a 
reading  democracy  dangles  before  its  favourites.     Of  old 
the  man  of  letters,  if  he  were  successful,  might  hope  at 
most  for  a  decent  competency  ;  now  the  authors  who  catch 
the  ear  of  the  public  count  their  royalties  in  untold  gold. 
Obviously  the  temptation  to   quit  the  narrow  path   and 
follow  the  primrose  way  is  enormously  increased.      The 
other  is  the   number  of  acute  and  warm-hearted  critics 
who  are  constantly  on  the  look  out  for  talent.     No  Keats, 
no  Chatterton,  has  any  chance  to-day  of  eating  his  heart 
out  in  obscurity  and  neglect;  he  is  much  more  likely  to 
find  that  he  already  has  a  reputation  and  a  name  on  the 
score  of  his  firet  thirty-two  page  pamphlet.     But  for  the 
artist  the  discipline  of  unsuccess  is  not  always  a  disservice. 
Shunned  by  the  world,  his  individuality  has  free  room  to 
develop;    it    follows  its  own   bent,  undeterred   and   un- 
warped  by  the  withering  showers  of  adulation.     The  easy 
conquerors  fall  easy  victims.     Instead  of  giving  us  models 
to  defer  to,  they  stumble  over  the  stone  of  tlie  popular 
election.     Tlicy  exhaust  themselves  in  the  effort  to  find  the 
lino  of  least  resistance  towards  a  banking  account,  or  to 
catch  the  golden  feather  of  a  fashionable  mode  before  it 
wings  its  way  back  into  the  inane.     But  Art  will  be  sole 
mistress  where  she  reigns.      You  cannot  serve  her  and 
Mammon ;  nor  hope  to  achieve  worthy  things  with  one  eye 
on  posterity  and  one  on  the  publishers. 

Nevertheless,  though  art  be  the   best  of  life,  aa  some 
say,  it   is   not   the  whole   of  life.     It   is   good,    also,    to 
add  your  little  grain  of  learning  to  the  vast  and  ever- 
increasing  heap  of  the  world's  inherited  wisdom.     It  is 
good,  even,  to  keep  a  wife  and  family  in  comfort  by  the 
intelligent  labour  of  your  pen.     And  while  in  the  follow- 
ing paragraphs  wo  shall  hope  to  call  especial  attention  to 
all  books  that  have   swum   into   our   ken   in  whicli   the 
stirrings  of  the  artistic  impulse  are  discernible,  yet  we 
make  no  apology  for  including  in  our  survey  others  which, 
if  analysis  were  pushed,  would  probably  seem  to  aim  either 
wholly  or  in  part  at  the  lower  ideals. 

Poetry. 

It  is,  however,  an  homage  that  we  do  to  art  by  giving 
poetry  the  pride  of  place,  for  poetry,  as  of  old,  is  the  unre- 
munerativo  Cinderella  of  letters.  Of  the  few  volumes  which 
we  can  take  seriously  at  all,  the  larger  number  display  some 
real  qualities  of  accomplishment  or  endeavour.     We  have 
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quite  recently  attempted  to  express  our  conviction  of  Mr. 
Meredith's  place  in  modem  poetry.  A  new  volume  by 
him  must  needs  be  an  event  of  importance ;  but  though 
Jiere  is  magnificent  stuff  in  the  Odes  in  Contrihition  to  the 
Song  of  French  History,  we  cannot  bring  ourselves  to  think 
that  Mr.  Meredith  is  here  at  his  best.  It  is  turbulent, 
troubled  song,  the  broken  chords  of  great  music,  rather  than 
the  masterpiece  itself.  Certainly,  for  sustained  melody,  for 
the  lucid  and  orderly  procession  of  imaged  thought,  the  three 
new  poems  in  the  book  hardly  endure  comparison  with  the 
fine  ode  on  "France,"  which,  written  in  1870,  is  now  re- 
printed as  their  comrade.  A  very  different  inspiration  from 
Mr.  Meredith's  marks  the  work  of  three  writers  who  may 
all  be  said  to  be  at  their  best  in  the  mood  of  elegiac  medita- 
tion :  Mr.  Stephen  Phillips,  of  whom  we  need  not  here  speak 
again,  Mr.  Laurence  Binyon,  and  Mr.  Watson,  whose  latest 
volume,  The  Hope  of  the  World,  however,  belongs,  strictly 
speaking,  to  1897,  but  appeared  since  our  last  "Retrospect." 
Some  of  the  qualities  of  Mr.  Stephen  Phillips's  work  are  re- 
produced in  that  of  his  cousin,  Mr.  Laurence  Binyon,  whose 
Porphyrion  showed  considerable  accomplishment,  but  failed 
to  convey  the  impression  that  its  writer  had,  for  the  present 
at  least,  anything  very  definite  or  significant  to  say.  Mr. 
William  Watson,  in  his  Hope  of  the  World,  on  the  other 
hand,  seemed  to  us  more  full  of  matter,  and  at  the  same 
time  more  full  of  music,  than  he  has  been  in  one  or  two 
recent  volumes.  The  lyric  cry  has  been  left  out  of  Mr. 
Watson's  composition  ;  but  his  thought  and  austere  regard 
for  style  are  valuable  and  tonic  characteristics  in  a  modern 
singer.  After  Mr.  Meredith,  and  after  these  two,  we 
place  Mr.  Henry  Newbolt,  who,  in  The  Island  Race,  extends 
somewhat  the  exceedingly  narrow  range  of  his  Admirals 
All.  Mr.  Newbolt's  is  honest  poetry — as  far  as  it  goes ; 
but  it  is  often  thin,  and  sometimes  imperfectly  distinguish- 
able from  rhetoric.  Nor  does  Mr.  Newbolt  seem  to  have 
much  of  an  ear,  either  by  nature  or  by  cultivation,  for  the 
delicacies  of  metre.  Mr.  Henley's  London  Types  will  not 
greatly  add  to  his  reputation,  being  rather  of  the  nature 
of  a  tour  de  force  in  verse  than  deliberate  poetry.  Two  or 
three  new  numbers  of  great  beauty  have  been  added  to  the 
collected  edition  of  his  Poems.  These  are  the  outstanding 
volumes,  but  we  should  not  like  to  leave  quite  unnoticed 
Mrs.  Tynan  Hinkson's  The  Wind  in  the  Trees,  Mr.  Laurence 
Housman's  Spikenard,  the  President  of  Magdalen's  By 
Severn  Sea,  Mr.  Warwick  Bond's  Another  Sheaf,  Mr. 
Ernest  Ehys'  Welsh  Ballads,  or  Mr.  Money-Coutts's  two 
1898  volumes.  A  reprint  of  Mr.  Wilfrid  Scawen  Blunt's 
Poems  has  brought  a  writer  of  talent  before  a  new  genera- 
tion, and  a  reprint  of  Shelley's  Victor  and  Ca%ire  has  caused 
some  regret  at  its  discovery. 

Essays. 

If  the  year's  poetry  is  rather  above  the  average,  against 
this  must  be  set  the  fact  that  the  essay  is  for  the  present 
practically  extinct.  An  exception  may  perhaps  be  made 
for  Mr.  Gissing's  critical  volume  on  Dickens.  Like  every- 
thing of  Mr.  Gissing's,  this  represents  a  strongly  indi- 
vidual point  of  view,  and  its  interest  is  enhanced  by  the 
fact  that,  as  writers  of  fiction,  the  essayist  and  his  subject 
have  used  diametrically  opposed  methods  in  the  treatment 
of  very  similar  material.     Mr.  Havelock  Ellis's  Affirmations 


are  an  honest  and  fearless  statement  of  opinions  with  which 
probably  no  one  will  more  than  half  agree.  And  the  gidf 
which  these  two  books  leave  unspanned  will  certainly  not 
be  filled  up  by  such  trifling  work  as  the  Assays  and  Reviews 
of  Mr.  D.  C.  Tovey,  or  Prof.  W.  M.  Dixon's  The  Republic 
of  Letters.  In  lighter  vein  is  the  anonymous  Pages  from 
a  Private  Biary,  which  abounds  in  literary  and  academic 
humour.  Two  volumes  of  essays,  critical  and  politico- 
philosophical,  by  Mr.  J.  J.  Chapman,  have  drifted  across 
the  ocean  from  New  York.  Both  of  them  are  distinctly 
remarkable. 

Literary  Drama. 

In  several  quarters  there  are  hints  and  signs  of  a  renewed 
desire  to  annex  the  drama  for  literature.  The  performances 
of  Maeterlinck's  Pelleas  et  Melisande,  as  translated  by  Mr. 
J.  W.  Mackail,  which  has  been  to  many  the  literary  event 
of  the  year,  will  probably  be  yet  another  force  in  the 
same  direction.  Indeed,  we  seem  to  see  traces  of 
Maeterlinck's  influence  in  Mr.  Maurice  Hewlett's  Pan 
and  the  Young  Shepherd.  In  a  sense,  of  course,  the  book 
is  derivative.  But  for  Lyly,  and  but  for  Fletcher,  it 
would  never  have  existed.  Yet  Mr.  Hewlett  shows  himself 
master  of  the  gift  of  pouring  new  wine  into  old  bottles. 
He  borrows  his  framework  deliberately  and  audaciously, 
but  he  informs  it  with  his  own  humour  and  richness  of 
imagination.  The  literary  drama,  too,  seems  to  be  the 
present  goal  of  Mr.  John  Davidson;  but  lie  does  not 
advance  far  towards  it  with  the  somewhat  diluted  poetry 
and  cumbrous  stage  machinery  of  Godfrida.  The  problem 
is  attacked  on  the  side  of  comedy  in  Tlie  Ambassador  of 
John  Oliver  Hobbes ;  and  in  the  witty,  conceited,  and 
remarkable  Plays,  Pleasant  and  Unpleasant,  of  Mr. 
G.  Bernard  Shaw.  We  watch  these  experiments  with 
much  interest,  but  as  to  the  likelihood  that  the  literary 
drama  will  once  more  become,  under  existing  conditions,  a 
vital  form  of  art,  we  are  distinctly  sceptical.  A  drama 
which  is  not  intended  primarily  for  the  stage  is  an  intoler- 
able paradox,  and  in  writing  for  the  modern  stage  the  artist 
has  to  submit  himself  to  hampering  limitations  which  arise 
not  from  the  essential  nature  of  the  drama  as  a  species  of 
art,  but  from  the  requirements  of  audiences  and  the  views 
of  players. 

Fiction. 

As  for  fiction,  several  old  reputations  have  been  well 
maintained,  and  two  or  three  new  ones  have  been  made. 
Mr.  Meredith  and  Mr.  Hardy  have  given  us  nothing  in 
fiction.  After  these  acknowledged  masters  come,  as  it 
seems  to  us,  Mr.  Henry  James,  Mrs.  Humphry  Ward, 
Mr.  Kipling,  Mr.  Gissing,  and  Mr.  George  Moore.  From 
each  of  these  there  is  a  volume,  from  Mr.  James  two. 
Both  In  tlte  Cage  and  The  Two  Magics  are  characteristio 
examples  of  the  writer's  later  manner.  In  the  one  the 
commonplace,  in  the  other  the  horrible,  is  transmuted,  by 
sheer  power  and  subtlety  of  treatment,  into  a  thing  of 
beauty.  Yet  we  hold  that  the  masterly  treatment  shown  1 
in  "The  Turn  of  the  Screw,"  the  first  story  in  The  Two 
Magics,  does  not  excuse  the  choice  of  such  an  unpleasant' 
— such  a  nasty — subject.  Mrs.  Ward  returns,  in  Ilelbeck  of 
Bannisdale,  from  the  problems  of  politics  to  the  problems  of 
creed  which  occupied  her  in  Robert  Msmere.     Like  till  her 
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liooks,  this  ono  is  profoundly  interesting,  with  a  genuine 
insight  into  character,  and  a  genuine  sense  of  spiritual 
tragedy.  A  single  story  in  Mr.  Kipling's  The  iMi/'s  IVork, 
that  of  "William  tlio  Con(|ueror,"  is  of  his  very  best,  and 
no  other  living  writer  could  have  caught  tho  simplicity 
and  the  pathos  with  which  it  is  done.  The  "  song  of 
simple  enumeriition "  grows  upon  Mr.  Kipling  in  a 
way  that  threatens  to  become  a  mannerism.  Mr. 
Gissing  strikes  a  new  vein  in  'J'/ie  Town  TravelUr,  and 
turns  from  bitter  analysis  of  sordid  middle-class  tragedies 
to  ironical  analysis  of  sordid  middle-class  humours. 
Mr.  George  Moore  hardly  repeats  in  Evelyn  Innes  the 
success  of  Either  Waters.  The  book  compels  respect  as 
a  determined  endeavour  to  see  and  to  create ;  but  the 
realisation  is  incomplete. 

Among  the  new  novelists  of  the  year,  distinctly  the  most 
notable  is  Mr.  Maurice  Hewlett,  whose  pastoral  drama  we 
have  already  mentioned.  In  The  Forest  Lovers,  as  in  Pan 
and  the  Young  Shepherd,  Mr.  Hewlett  is  adapting  to  his 
personal  use  an  ancient  genre.  The  book  is  a  romance, 
and  owes  sometliing  to  the  manner  of  Malory  and  of  the 
tradition  which  Malory  summed  up ;  but  it  is  living,  and  so 
imagined,  so  full  of  the  breath  of  the  woods  and  the  very 
spirit  of  romance,  as  utterly  to  reject  the  imputation  of 
artificiality.  Then  there  is  Mr.  Watts-Dunton,  long 
known  as  a  critic,  who  appeared  publicly  last  year  as 
a  poet,  and  this  year  as  a  novelist.  Aylwin  is  a  book 
curiously  alien  to  the  modem  fasliion ;  but  it  has  some 
strong  qualities,  and  contains  at  least  one  really  fine  study 
of  character — that  of  a  gipsy  girl.  There  is  observation 
in  the  Life  is  Life  of  the  clever  lady  who  writes  as 
"Zack";  analysis,  together  with  fine  dialogue,  in  Mr. 
Allan  Monkhouse's  Meredithian  Deliverance;  and  vigour 
of  style,  if  not  originality  of  concejjtion,  in  the  Lake  of 
Wine  and  Comte  de  la  Muette  of  Mr.  Bernard  Capes. 

These  writers  come  before  us  practically  for  the  first 
time,  although  Mr.  Watts-Dunton  has  had  his  esoteric 
reputation,  Mr.  Monkhouse  has  published  critical  essays, 
and  Mr.  Hewlett  has  written  several  books  which  have  not 
been  much  regarded.  Our  attention  is  next  claimed  by 
the  large  group  of  those  who  have  made  their  mark  once 
or  more  in  recent  years,  and  whose  successive  books  we 
naturally  watch  with  curiosity  and  hope.  A  few  of  these 
do  very  well  indeed.  Mr.  Joseph  Conrad,  without  losing 
anything  of  his  imaginative  power,  has  attained  in  Tales  of 
Unrest  to  a  firmer  hold  on  artistic  unity,  a  more  unerring 
rejection  of  the  superfluous.  Mr.  Stephen  Crane's  The 
Open  Boat,  though  not  revealing  any  new  quality  in  his 
work,  is  further  proof  of  his  impressionistic  vividness. 
Mr.  Wells,  again,  has  never  been  more  audaciously 
liintastical  in  his  general  conception  or  more  ingeniously 
vivid  in  working  out  his  details  than  in  The  War  of  the 
Worlds.  And,  if  it  had  only  ended  as  well  as  it  began, 
the  Gloria  Mundi  of  Harold  Frederic  would  have  very 
nearly  approached  the  quality  of  his  Illumination.  Then 
tliere  is  Mrs.  Gertrude  Atherton,  whose  exceptional  power 
of  interesting  is  triply  illustrated  in  His  Fortunate  Grace, 
in  American  Wives  and  English  Husbands,  and  in  The 
Californiatis.  And  there  is  "  C.  E.  Eaimond,"  whose  Open 
I  Question,  though  it  is  cumbrous  in  design,  is  distinguished 
'ly  many  passages  of  remarkable  strength.     On  the  other 


hand,  we  do  ncjt  tliink  that  Mr.  "  Benjamin  Hwift,"  in 
The  Dettroyer,  makos  any  advance  on  The  Tumuntor.  He 
is  still  full  of  affectations,  and  though  )te  souiotiiuea 
stimulates,  generally  fails  eitlier  to  please  ur  to  convince. 
Yet  we  believe  him  to  have  genius,  and  are  content  to 
wait  for  its  revelation.  Mr.  Zangwill's  Dreamer*  of  th* 
Ghetto  is  full  of  undisciplined  power ;  and  Mrs.  Normaa'a 
The  Crook  of  the  Hough  has  a  distinction  and  a  delioaoy  of 
observation  that  are  very  welcome.  Of  Mr.  Noil  Munro's 
John  Splendid,  and  Mr.  Men  Philli>ott'8  Children  of  the 
Mist,  of  both  of  which  we  think  highly,  more  is  said  on 
another  page. 

These  are  perhaps  the  outstanding  individualities,  but 
there  are  many  others  who  are  doing  good  but  unobtrusive 
work  in  fiction,  or  who  have  not  yet  quite  written  them- 
selves out  and  become  the  mere  hacks  of  the  circulating 
libraries.  Some  of  these  fall  under  familiar  categories. 
Thus,  idyll  is  represented  by  Mr.  Murray  Gilchrist's  Willow- 
brake  and  The  Rue  Bargain,  and  by  Mrs.  Do  la  Pasture'i 
Deborah  of  Todd^s;  slum  idyll  by  Mr.  Pugh's  Tony  Drum 
and  Mr.  Pett  Ridge's  excellent  Mord  Em'ly ;  romance  of  one 
kind  or  another  by  a  host  of  gallant  volumes,  of  which 
Mr.  Anthony  Hope's  Rupert  of  Henttau  comes  easily  first, 
and  which  include  Mr.  Benson's  The  Vintage,  Miss  Forbea 
Robertson's  The  Potentate,  Mr.  Conan  Doyle's  Tragedy  of  the 
Korosko,  Mr.  Stanley  Weyman's  The  Castle  Inn,  and  Mr. 
Crockett's  Red  Axe.  This  article  is  also  resolving  itself 
into  a  "song  of  simple  enumeration,"  but  there  are  yet  a 
number  of  books  which  it  would  be  unfair  to  leave 
unnamed,  although  they  do  not  very  well  lend  them- 
selves to  iuiything  in  the  way  of  classification.  Such, 
for  instance,  are  Miss  Brooke's  Stephen  Whapthare, 
Mr.  Ijocke's  Derelicts,  Miss  Fowler's  Isabel  Carnaby,  Mr. 
Burrow's  Fire  of  Life,  Mrs.  Blundell's  The  Duenna  of  a 
Genius,  Mr.  Thomson's  Indiscretions  of  Lady  Aienath. 
Comedy  is  represented  by  Mr.  Harland's  Comedies  and 
Errors,  Miss  Duncan's  Voyage  of  Consolation,  and  Mr. 
Hichens's  Londotters.  That  any  one  type  of  novel  has  now 
the  prerogative  of  the  public  purse  can  hardly  be  said. 
Last  year  it  was  distinctly  romance,  but  the  passion  for 
jingUng  spurs  and  swashing  blows  is  rapidly  paling,  and 
if  any  conscientious  writer  is  still  working  up  the  local 
colour  of  his  chosen  period  at  the  British  Museum,  he 
runs  a  chance  of  being  too  late  for  the  fair. 

Biography. 

Biographies  of  persons  of  more  or  less  importance 
continue  to  be  foisted  upon  a  willing  or  unwilling  world. 
We  do  not  think  that  these  artless  compositions  have  been 
any  shorter  or  less  tedious  than  usual,  but  we  fancy  they 
have  mercifully  been  less  numerous.  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen's 
Studies  of  a  Biographer  are,  of  course,  a  model  of  what 
such  things  should  be ;  but,  imfortunately,  the  piety  of 
survivors  will  rarely  content  itself  with  pages  where  it  is 
able  to  run  riot  over  volumes.  The  only  book  of  real 
significance  under  this  head  is  Mr.  Barry  O'Brien's  Life 
of  Parnell,  a  very  adequate  portrait,  from  its  own  point  of 
view,  of  that  enigmatic  and  eruptive  statesman.  Mr. 
Mackenzie  Bell's  Christina  Rossetti  is  barely  worthy  of  its 
subject.  Mr.  Laugh  ton's  Henry  Reeve  appeals  to  a  certain 
fund  of  insatiable  curiosity  about  those  behind  the  scenes 
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of  journalism.  Captain  Trotter's  John  Nicholson  preserves 
the  memory  of  a  notable  soldier  and  administrator. 
Several  Deans,  Edward  Thring,  the  sclioolmaster,  Henry 
Morley,  the  lecturer,  Frank  Lockwood,  the  advocate,  poli- 
tician, wit,  and  caricaturist,  have  all  found  their  chroni- 
clers ;  while  Major  Hume's  The  Great  Lord  Burghley, 
Mr.  Graham  Wallas's  Francis  I'lace,  Mr.  H.  B.  Irving's 
Jtidge  Jeffreys,  Miss  Foxcroft's  Sir  George  Savile,  Lord 
Halifax,  and  the  Autobiography  of  Arthur  Young,  stand 
on  the  border  line  that  divides  biography  proper  from 
history. 

History. 
With  history  we  enter  the  domain  of  the  literature  of 
knowledge,  and  here  the  exigencies  of  our  space  compel 
the  briefest  of  surveys  But  a  good  deal  has  been  done  in 
this  field  during  the  year.  Mr.  Wylie  has  brought  to  a 
close  his  learned,  if  rather  eccentric,  work  on  Henry  the 
Fourth.  Sir  James  Eamsay,  in  The  Foundations  of  Eng- 
land, sums  up  with  industry  rather  than  brilliance  the 
conclusions  of  a  quarter  of  a  century  of  research.  Prof. 
Maitland,  unequalled  for  the  depth  and  aeuteness  of  his 
investigations  into  legal  antiquities,  has  produced  two 
luminous  volumes  in  Township  and  Borough  and  Roman 
Canon  Law  in  the  Church  of  England.  Valuable  work  on 
the  same  lines  is  done  by  Mr.  Edward  Jenks  in  his  Law 
and  Politics  in  the  Middle  Ages ;  while  Mr.  Corbett's  Brake 
and  the  Tudor  Navy  and  the  first  instalment  of  Mr.  Oman's 
Art  of  War  are  valuable  contributions  to  the  subjects  on 
which  they  treat.  History  in  tlie  making  is  the  theme  of 
Mr.  G.  W.  Steevens's  With  Kitchener  to  Khartum — a  series 
of  keenly  observed  and  individually  expressed  papers  on  the 
camjiaign.  Another  campaign  is  recorded,  in  very  different 
fashion,  in  Sir  G.  S.  Eobertson's  Chitral,  while  Mr.  Bodley's 
France  is  a  remarkable  picture  of  a  contemporary  civilisation. 

Literary  History. 
From  history  we  pass  to  literary  history,  and  here  the 
central  point  of  interest  has  for  a  second  year  running  been 
Shakespeare.  The  ancient  controversy  as  to  the  Sonnets 
has  blazed  forth  with  new  fury  in  the  discussions  aroused 
by  three  works  of  considerable  importance — the  biographies 
of  the  poet  by  Dr.  Brandos  and  Mr.  Sidney  Lee,  and  the 
edition  of  the  Puems  by  Mr.  George  Wyndham.  Each  of 
these  books  is,  however,  more  or  less  noteworthy  on  quite 
other  grounds.  Some  interesting  speculations  as  to  the 
origin  of  the  Hamlet  myth  form  an  introduction  to  Mr. 
GoUancz'  edition  of  the  Amlales- Saga.  On  the  usual  flow 
of  summaries  and  literary  handbooks  we  have  no  room  to 
dwell,  but  mention  must  be  made  of  the  much-belated 
Globe  Chaucer,  of  the  rival  editions — Mr.  Henley's  and 
Messrs.  Coleridge  and  Prothero's — of  Byron,  and  of  Mr. 
Andrew  Clark's  admirable  edition  of  Aubrey's  Lives.  An 
essay  on  Montaigne  by  Mr.  M.  E.  Lowndes,  a  volume  of 
new  Charles  Lamb  letters,  and  a  i)amphlet  by  Mr.  W.  Hale 
White,  called  An  Examination  of  the  Charge  of  Apostasy 
against   Wordsworth,  complete  the  tale. 

Miscellaneous. 

Most  of  tlie  other  brandies  of  the  literature  of  know- 
ledge are  fairly  well  represented.  In  classics  we  note  the 
newly  discovered  Bacehylides  and  Messrs.  Grenfell  and 
Hunt's  second  volume  of   gleanings   from  the  Egyptian 


Papyri,  Mr.  Eendall's  fine  translation  of  Marcus  Aurelius, 
Mr.  Woodhouse's  Aetolia,  Mr.  Conway's  Italic  Dialects, 
and  the  magnificent  commentary  on  Pausanias  by  Mr. 
J.  G.  Frazer,  a  work  of  quite  unusual  scholarship  and  of 
literary  gifts  not  invariable  among  great  scholars.  In 
theology  and  folklore  there  are  Dr.  Abbott's  St.  Thomas  of 
Chnterlury,  Mr.  Lang's  Making  of  Religion,  and  Mr.  Clodd's 
Tom  Tit  Tot.  Sociology  yields  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sidney 
Webb's  Industrial  Democracy,  Mr.  J.  S.  Nicholson's  Prin- 
ciples of  Political  Economy,  Mr.  MaUock's  Aristocracy  and 
Evolution,  and  Mr.  J.  A.  Hobson's  monograph  on  John 
Ruskin :  Social  Reformer.  Mr.  Claude  Phillips's  Titian  is 
a  valuable  contribution  to  the  history  of  art. 

Books  on  travel,  especially  if  they  are  well  illustrated, 
seem  always  to  find  a  ready  public.  There  has  been  no 
lack  of  such  this  year,  and  among  the  rest  Dr.  Sven  Hedin's 
Through  Asia,  Messrs.  Harold  Spender  and  Llewellyn 
Smith's  Through  the  High  Pyrenees,  and  Mr.  Savage 
Lander's  In  the  Forbidden  Land,  seem  to  stand  out  most 
prominently.  Finally,  the  Annals  of  a  Publishing  House,  left 
unfinished  by  Mrs.  Oliphant,  are  taken  up  by  another 
lady,  and  Lady  Newdigate-Newdegate  in  The  Cheverels 
of  Cheverel  Manor  continues  her  selection  of  interesting 
records  from  the  muniment-room  of  her  historic  home. 

We  began  this  retrospect  in  a  somewhat  pessimistic 
mood.  But  the  long  roll  of  books  which  we  have  just 
rehearsed  has  served  to  remind  us  that  after  all  there  is  a 
vast  deal  of  honest  and  able  work  being  done  in  literature, 
even  if  not  much  of  it  is  on  what  we  choose  to  regard  as 
the  verj'  highest  level.  After  all,  the  spirit  of  authentic 
delight  comes  but  rarely.  And  he  comes  when  he  will, 
and  not  for  our  invocation.     He  may  come  to-morrow. 


Some  Younger  Reputations. 

"C.  E.  Raimond." 

There  are  grounds  both  for  congratulation  and  for  dis- 
quietude in  the  great  stride  made  by  this  writer  in  her 
latest  work,  The  Open  Question.  In  her  earlier  works,  her 
talent  seemed  decisively  and  exclusively  a  sliort-story 
talent.  It  is  true  that  her  first  book,  George  Mandeville's 
Husband,  was  not  precisely  a  short  story.  It  was  a 
vigorous  social  sketch,  showing  fresh  observation  and  a 
keen  sense  of  character,  but  marred,  in  point  of  art,  by 
the  ferocity  of  the  satire  with  which  "  George  Mandeville  " 
was  pursued  and  almost  persecuted.  The  most  memorable 
pages  in  the  book  were  unquestionably  those  depicting  the 
relation  between  Mr.  Wilbraham  and  his  daughter  Eosina ; 
while  the  death  of  Eosina  showed  a  rare  gift  of  unemphatio 
pathos.  As  yet,  however,  there  were  no  signs  in  "  C.  E« 
Eaimond's  "  work  of  the  large  and  patient,  if  cumber- 
some, faculty  which  has  designed  and  built  up  The  Open 
Question.  Nor  did  her  second  book  show  any  advance  in 
this  particular  quality.  More  artistic  than  its  predecessor, 
I'he  New  Moon  was  less  vivid  and  entertaining.  It  was  a  I 
slightly  elongated  short  story :  a  drama  of  sentiment 
worked  out  between  three  characters,  of  whom  one,  thai 
crystal-gazing,  omen-haunted  Milly,  was  very  subtly  and 
delicately  drawn.  The  impression  that  the  short  story  wasi 
this  writer's  true  sjihere  of  action  was  confirmed  by  hpn 
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third  book,  Below  the  Salt,  a  serioH  of  low-life  charnt^ter 
studios.  Only  three  of  them,  indeed,  were  in  strict  narra- 
tive form:  "The  Lucky  Sixpence,"  "  'Uustus  Frederick," 
and  the  story  which  gave  the  book  its  name.  The 
remaining  studios  wore,  so  to  speak,  portraits  in  dialogue, 
the  most  notable  being  the  grimly  realistic  "  Portman 
Memoirs "  and  the  irresistibly  comic  "  Fatal  (lift  of 
Beauty."  The  stories,  properly  so  called,  showed  a  largo 
measure  of  that  gift  of  manipulation  which  is  to  the  short 
story  wliat  construction  is  to  the  long  novel.  The  power 
to  see  and  record  was  everywhere  present ;  but  of  the 
intense  and  sustained  imagination  which  converts  the 
chose  rue  into  the  chose  vicm  there  was  as  yet  no  decisive 
evidence. 
Ilhe  sudden  ripening  of  talent  and  skill  in  The  Open 
\icestion  is,  as  we  have  hinted,  almost  too  sudden  to  bo 
regarded  without  disquietude.  There  are  "  flukes "  in 
literature  as  well  as  in  billiards  ;  and  we  cannot  but  ask 
ourselves,  Is  this  one  ?  A  "  fluke,"  however,  is  an  isolated 
stroke;  a  "break"  of  "flukes"  is  a  contradiction  in 
terms;  and  here  wo  have  a  long  "break,"  in  which 
stroke  after  stroke  displays  that  quality  which  John  Gano 
reverenced  in  his  mother,  an  "  iron  nerve  to  true  occasion 
true."  The  book,  indeed,  does  not  show  perfect  mastery 
of  design.  The  construction  is  essentially  right,  and  even 
inevitable ;  but  the  author  has  not  succeeded  in  guiding 
the  reader's  eye  along  the  main  lines  of  the  fabric.  This 
is  a  mechanical  fault,  but  far  from  unimportant.  The 
thoroughly  skilled  story-teller  would  have  managed  to  sot 
up  finger-posts  all  along  the  route,  to  show  the  reader 
■where  he  was  going.  As  it  is,  we  are  left  to  divine  tlie 
true  purport  of  the  book  until  it  is  just  half- finished  ;  and 
not  until  we  reach  the  twenty-second  chapter,  out  of 
thirty-six,  do  we  find  the  theme  definitely  formulated. 
It  is  not  our  business  to  say  precisely  what  should  have 
been  done.  It  might  possibly  have  helped  matters  to 
have  broken  up  the  story  into  five  or  six  "books,"  each 
with  a  title  suggesting  its  function  in  the-  scheme ;  but 
probably  somo  more  radical  measure  was  really  called 
for.  The  only  finger  -  post  vouchsafed  us,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  is  the  sub  -  title,  "  A  Tale  of  Two  Tempera- 
ments," and  this  is  far  from  sufficient.  But  this  lack  of 
due  foreshadowing  chiefly  affects  the  reader  who  comes 
to  the  book  without  the  slightest  knowledge  of  its  con- 
tents. Fortunately,  it  is  not  a  book  to  be  read  only  once, 
and  most  readers  will  approach  it,  even  for  the  first  time, 
with  a  certain  foreknowledge  of  its  theme.  And  the 
theme,  after  all — the  "open  question"  of  Optimism  v. 
Pessimism — is  of  secondary  importance.  What  the  author 
has  really  done  is  to  enrich  our  imagination  (we  might 
almost  say  our  experience)  with  two  absolutely  living 
characters.  John  Gano,  Ethan,  and  Emmie  are  admirably 
drawn ;  but  they  are  all  overshadowed  by  the  greatness 
of  Mrs.  Gano,  and  outshone  by  the  radiance  of  Val.  All 
critics,  we  believe,  have  acknowledged  the  heroic  strength 
of  Mrs.  Gano ;  to  our  thinking,  her  granddaughter  is  a 
still  finer  achievement.  We  foUow  her,  almost  literally, 
from  the  cradle  to  the  grave.  Turbulent  childhood,  in- 
ra^ent  girlhood,  passionate  womanhood — she  passes  from 
one  phase  to  the  other  as  though  by  the  imperceptible 
jwocoss  of  organic  development.     She  is  real  to  the  finger- 


tips ;  she  is  the  reverse  of  faultteiw  ;  yet  slie  dwelU  in  the 
memory  a»  an  ideal  of  braverj-,  loyalty,  and  generous 
vitality.  The  talent  to  which  wo  owe  tluH  creation  ought 
certainly  to  go  far. 


Mr.  Maurice  Hewlett. 

Mr.  Hewlett  has  been  doing  good  work  for  some  time ; 
but  not  until  this  year  of  '98  did  he  rjuite  find  his  way 
to  the  oar  of  the  people.  Renaissance  studies  and 
Italianised  sonnets  are  not  the  royal  road  to  public  favour, 
nor  even  a  byway  thither  :  to-day  a  man  must  tell  a  storj', 
or  his  light  remains  beneath  its  bushel  Mr.  Hewlett, 
the  time  being  ripe,  told  one  of  the  stories  that  was  in 
him — he  has,  we  hope,  many — and  sprang  straightway 
into  fame.  The  story  was  The  Forest  Lovers ;  and  whether 
or  not  it  contains  better  work  than  his  Earthwork  out  of 
Tuscany  and  his  MuKjue  of  Dead  Florentines,  it  is,  at  least, 
more  to  the  taste  of  most  readers.  For  stories  are  what  tired 
men  and  women  have  always  wanted  :  stories  that  shall 
enthral  and  beguile,  and  touch  iron  facts  with  gold ;  and 
he  who  can  tell  such  stories  is  more  to  be  esteemed  than 
all  the  essayists  and  sonneteers  in  Christendom.  Hence 
Mr.  Hewlett  might  have  gone  on  fashioning  his  exquisite 
Benaissance  embroidery  for  ever,  and  few  would  have 
marked  him  ;  but  no  sooner  did  ho  show  us  a  young  man 
riding  forth  to  do  his  duty  as  a  knight,  and  a  young 
maiden  in  need  of  succour,  a  rascally  Abbot  intent  upon 
cruelty,  and  a  scurvy  knave  called  Dom  Galors  who  had 
vowed  the  niaiden's  ruin,  than  he  was  counting  his 
followers  as  David  his  victims.  So  it  is  to  wield  a  pen 
the  handle  of  which  is  a  magician's  rod. 

For  Mr.  Hewlett  is  something  of  a  magician.  There  is 
magic  both  in  The  Forest  Lovers  and  in  Pan  and  the  Young 
Shepherd.  As  you  read  you  are  hypnotised,  translatetl- 
Mr.  Hewlett  has  a  gift  of  creating  light — radiance — and  of 
comiuunicating  it,  too.  He  does  not  merely  say  that  the 
sun  shines  and  the  southern  breeze  is  a-blowing :  he  so 
contrives  it  that  you  are  conscious  of  the  beams,  you  feel 
the  breath  01  the  morning  on  your  cheek.  The  Forest  Lover* 
is  a  most  persuasive  piece  of  modem  archaism.  This  is  not 
solely  because  of  this  gift  of  light  and  life ;  it  is  also  because 
Prosper  le  Gai  is  no  figure  in  ta2)e8tty,  but  a  man ;  and 
Isoult  no  labelled  bundle  of  beauties,  but  a  woman.  We 
can  see  all  round  them.  It  is  enough,  as  a  rule,  for 
the  "Malorists"  (as  wo  may  call  modem  experimentalists 
in  chivalric  romance)  to  call  their  knights  young  and  get 
on  with  the  emprise.  Mr.  Hewlett  does  more  :  he  proves 
Prosper's  youth  in  a  score  of  intelligible  ways,  so  that  he 
is  related  to  all  other  young  men  in  the  world,  and  thus 
made  a  thousandfold  more  interesting  than  the  onlinary 
insipid  symbol  of  such  legends.  Yotir  Malorist  as  often 
as  not  forgets  that  human  nature  is  stationar}',  solid,  and 
gives  you  a  kind  of  man  and  woman  that,  save  in  these 
stories,  never  was.  Mr.  Hewlett  goes  back  into  time  and 
calls  upon  his  fancy  only  for  periofl  and  scenery  and  con- 
ditions :  his  Neanias  and  Merlin,  his  Isoult  and  Prosper, 
his  Dom  Galors  and  Brotlier  Bonaccord  would  cut  a  per- 
fectly comfortable  figure  in  1898,  could  they  be  trans- 
planted there.     That  is  greatly  why  people  who,  as  a  mle' 
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hate  archaic  stories  think  that  there  never  was  anything  so 
fascinating  as  Ths  Fared  Lovers.  Another  point :  Mr. 
Hewlett  shows  things  happening.  In  William  Morris's 
romances,  for  example,  we  were  told  again  and  again  that 
the  land  described  is  a  land  of  gaiety ;  yet  no  one  in  the 
book  is  exactly  gay.  Mr.  Hewlett  calls  none  of  his 
creatures  gay :  he  displays  their  gaiety. 

His  own  enthusiasm  is  in  his  writings.  He  pleases  him- 
self. He  is  naturally  impatient  of  dulness  and  monotony 
and  inaction  :  hence  in  his  writing— that  being  a  matter  of 
personal  entertainment — he  can  create  just  such  a  world  as 
he  most  esteems  and  desires.  That  is  the  shining  privilege 
of  the  romancist :  he  can,  in  his  stories,  comjiensate  for  all 
the  rubs  of  real  life  by  inventing  an  imaginary  existence 
where  his  ideals  have  fuU  play.  Mr.  Hewlett  has  availed 
himself  of  this  permission  very  liberally,  and  this  is  largely 
why  The  Forest  Lovers  is  so  gay,  so  robust,  and  so  buxom. 
What  we  shall  one  day  look  for  from  him  is  a  minute  and 
poignant  treatment  of  a  tragedy  of  love.  He  has  that, 
we  believe,  within  his  grasp.     But  not,  perhaps,  yet. 


Mr.    Neil    Munro. 

A  MAN  will  be  judged  at  the  end  by  the  measure  of  his 
insight.  If  he  be  content  with  the  easy,  crude,  aspect  of 
things,  he  will  get  the  sure  doom  of  oblivion ;  but  if  to  the 
best  of  his  skill  he  seek  to  reproduce  the  exact,  adequate 
picture  of  the  world  in  his  keener  moments,  he  cannot 
speak  to  unheeding,  ears.  The  ordinary  Highland  tale 
has  dealt  in  twisted  English  or  mystical  generalities.  For 
Mr.  Munro  it  has  been  reserved  to  write  with  full  knowledge 
and  a  tender  skill,  and  set  forth  the  back-world  of  the 

Highlands,  the  thoughts 
of  its  men  and  women 
as  well  as  its  piper's 
fancies.  The  Lost 
Pihroch  was  a  moving 
book.  The  myths  were 
old;  men  had  written 
before  the  tales  of  the 
Lost  Tune,  and  Castle 
Dark,  and  the  "  Fairy 
Prince  from  the  Sea  "  ; 
but  the  cunning 
realism,  the  inweaving 
of  old  story  with  the 
living  sorrows  and  de- 
sires of  life,  was  a 
new  art  and  an  enchant- 
ing. So,  too,  the  other 
pieces  in  the  book.  "  Black  Murdo  "  was  a  tale  of  murky 
passion  wrought  out  against  a  background  of  dark  hills. 
"  War  "  was  the  epitome  of  the  Highland  character — 
brave,  generous,  inconsiderate,  crazily  heroic ;  and  it  was 
done  with  sureness  and  simplicity.  And  the  style  was 
haphazard,  rhythmical,  sharp,  and  strong. 

Then  came  John  Splendid,  and  we  saw  the  other  side 
of  the  back-world.  The  main  interest  now  was  character, 
the  puzzling  inconsequent  character  of  the  Gael  in  love  and 
war  and  true  friendship.  Before,  we  had  thought  Mr. 
Munro  the  cunning   interpreter  of   Gaelic   emotion   and 
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Gaelic  landscapes,  the  chronicler  of  idiosyncrasy,  above  all 
the  vates  sacer  of  the  intangible  world  of  myth.  But  here 
he  has  shown  new  gifts.  He  has  grappled  with  one  of  the 
greatest  of  fictional  problems — the  union  of  bravery  and 
incompetence  in  the  bookman-tumed-soldier — and  he  has 
justified  his  ambition.  The  shifting  heart  of  Argile  is 
shown  with  truth  and  a  rarer  sympathy,  and  as  a  foil 
there  is  the  soldier  of  fortune,  John  Splendid  himself,  who 
is  a  good  man  of  his  hands,  a  casuist  in  morals,  a  flatterer 
in  high  politics,  but  the  true  comrade  and  gentleman.  A 
dozen  other  things  in  the  book  have  the  clear  mark  of  truth 
— the  Dame  Dubh  of  Camus,  the  Widow  of  Glencoe, 
Stewart  the  Appin  renegade,  and  Young  Maclachlan.  But 
the  real  hero  is  not  John,  but  Gordon,  the  minister,  the 
soured,  pragmatical,  heroic  being,  who  worked  his  way  by 
sheer  honesty  into  John  Splendid's  esteem.  ' '  Yen's  no  type 
of  the  sour,  dour,  anti-prelatics ;  he  comes  nearer  on  the 
perfect  man  and  soldier  than  any  man  I  ever  met."  It 
says  much  for  Mr.  Munro's  breadth  of  sympathy  that 
within  the  same  covers  he  can  present  with  equal  truth 
and  minuteness  two  distant  extremes  of  character. 

The  book  is  not  without  its  faults.  Its  texture  is 
loose.  The  woman  is  poorly  done,  and  though  the  love 
interest  is  abstractly  satisfying  enough,  there  is  none 
of  the  zest  which  we  find  in  the  wars  and  wanderings. 
The  early  chapters  drag,  and  Mr.  Munro  at  times  loses 
the  fictional  interest,  and  writes  like  the  local  historian 
with  too  tender  an  eye  for  detail.  Yet  the  book  is  a 
fine  one  merely  as  dramatic  narrative,  and  when  John 
rides  off  to  the  "  old,  big  wars,"  past  Boshang  gate  and 
Gearron  hamlet  and  the  bend  "that  is  ever  the  beginning 
of  homesickness  for  all  that  go  abroad  for  fortune,"  we 
feel  the  sad  satisfaction  which  is  fitting  at  the  end  of  a 
great  tale.  In  the  Badenoch  and  Lochaber  wanderings  it 
seems  to  us  that  the  author  comes  near  the  height  of 
romantic  invention.  When  the  light  springs  out  from 
the  empty  house  of  Dalness,  or  the  noise  of  the  fiddle 
from  the  inn  at  Tynree,  we  catch  our  breath  with  sheer 
delight  in  a  cunning  picture. 

Mr.  Munro's  style  is  a  formed  and  studied  one ;  it 
exhibits  a  real  tradition,  and  has  none  of  the  tortured 
inappositeness  of  the  authors  who  labour  in  finding  the 
wrong  epithet  for  the  sake  of  vigour.  Once  and  again  it 
seems  to  us  that  his  Gaelic  knowledge  overmasters  him, 
and  he  spoils  a  fine  passage  by  a  cumbrous  involution. 
There  is  such  a  passage  (p.  242),  beginning  "I  know 
corries  in  Argile,"  which  would  be  a  fine  bit  of  prose 
but  for  the  heavy  piling  up  of  sentences  in  the  middle. 
In  single  phrases  he  has  a  subtle  and  happy  art : 
"Hound  us  rose  the  hills  grey  and  bald,  sown  with 
boulders  and  crowned  with  sour  mists  "  ;  "  The  land  of 
Lorn  was  black  to  the  very  roots  of  its  trees";  "His 
horse,  more  mad  than  ever,  was  disappearing  over  a  mossy 
moor  with  a  sky-blue  lochan  in  the  midst  of  it  "  ;  "I  see 
the  hiUs  lift  on  either  hand  with  splintered  peaks  that  prick 
among  the  stars."  In  longer  passages  we  get  a  swing 
and  a  cadence  which  is  on  the  brink  of  fine  poetry,  and 
at  the  back  of  this  gift  of  words  is  the  rarer  gift  of  the 
unforgettable  image.     Take  such  a  sketch  as  this : 

The  country  is  one  threaded  on  every  hand  by  tas  and 
brooks  that  drop  down  the  mountain  sides  at  almost  every 
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yard  of  the  way.  Nothing  was  to  hear  but  the  sound  of 
nnining  nnd  falling  waters,  every  brook  with  its  own  note, 
a  tinkle  of  gold  on  a  marble  stair  as  I  came  to  it,  declining 
to  a  murmur  of  sweethearts  in  a  bower  as  I  put  itn  banks 
behind  me  after  wading  or  leaping;  or  a  song  sung  in  a 
clear  spring  morning  by  a  girl  among  heather  hilln, 
muffling  behind  me  to  the  blackguard  discourse  of  banditty 
waiting  with  poignards  out  upon  a  lonely  highway. 


Eden  Phillpotts. 

Mb.  Eden  riiiLLroTTS  is  tliirty-fivo,  and  in  ten  years  has 
produced  sonio  dozen  volumes  and  one  or  two  plays.  Ho 
is  a  Devonshire  man,  and,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  has 
lived  long  in  London,  ho  knows  Dartmoor  better  than  the 
Strand,  and  loves  it  hotter  too.  He  is  a  literary  .craftsman 
who  has  extracted  a  livelihood  from  his  pen,  and  in  doing 
BO  has  written  every  sort  of  fiction,  and  found  his  local 
colour  in  many  climes,  from  Cairo  and  tlie  confines  of 
Russia  to  Moretonlianipstead  and  Buekland  Beacon.  A 
pillar  of  the  magazines,  he  has  practised  alike  humour, 
pathos,  and  mere  excitations.     Moreover,  he  can  versify 

with  skiU ;  some  of 
his  poems  for  children 
have  the  quaintest 
genuine  charm.  Look- 
ing back  now  upon  his 
career,  one  is  bound  to 
admit  that  he  has  pro- 
gressed quietly,  slowly, 
imperturbably,  towards 
a  goal  which,  though 
doubtless  he  himself 
had  it  in  view  from  the 
beginning,  has  only 
within  the  last  year  or 
two  been  made  clear  to 
his  admirers.  It  was 
the  publication  of  Lying 
Prophets  in  1897  which 
enabled  us  to  place  him 
as  the  modern  novelist 
of  Dartmoor  and  Dartmoor  folk.  That  book  was  very 
much  better  than  any  of  its  predecessors  by  the 
same  hand.  A  thing  of  distinguished  and  individual 
art,  it  had  style  and  it  had  strength ;  and  it  contained 
a  description  of  a  majestic  natural  catastrophe  which, 
whatever  Mr.  PhiUpotts  may  do  in  the  future,  will 
always  rank  with  his  best.  Lying  Prophets  received  the 
eulogies  of  the  most  discriminating  critics,  and  it  also 
contrived  to  be  a  popular  success,  which  was  singular. 
It  was  not,  however,  remarkable  for  its  humour,  and  this 
was  the  more  suiiirising  in  that  Mr.  Phillpotts  has 
a  spontaneous,  indeed  irrepressible,  tendency  towards 
humour.  Happily  the  same  limitation  does  not  apply  to 
ite  successor,  Children  of  the  Mint,  in  which  throughout  the 
broadest  humour  treads  on  tlie  heels  of  high  spiritual 
pathos.  Children  of  the  Mist  is  in  every  way  a  novel 
superior  to  Lying  Prophets,  closelier  knit,  simpler,  more 
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direct,  more  poignant.  It  has  ahuolute  maturity,  and  it 
is  an  achievement.  To  nay  more  in  thia  age  when  ovfliy 
week  brings  ite  own  new-bom  genius  would  bo  indiiicroet. 

Two  characteristics  are  notable  in  Mr.  PhilliKitto's  work. 
The  first  is  its  unalloye<l  English  quality.  Almost  alone 
among  those  of  our  younger  writers  who  love  words  for 
their  own  sake,  and  have  deep  feeling  for  form,  Mr. 
Phillpotts  owes  nothing  to  French  iniiuonces.  He  haa 
developed  a  style  and  a  system  of  construction  which  are 
as  simply  English  as  an  English  landscape.  The  second 
is  the  sombre  strength  of  his  imagination.  You  may  see 
this  quality  even  in  his  first  book,  Tlie  End  of  a  Life,  a 
little  novel  with  a  very  original  plot,  in  which  grave 
defects  of  crudity  and  a  too  elaborate  facetiousness  are 
nullified  by  sheer  power  of  imagination.  Mr.  Phillpotts 
realises  some  of  his  scenes  with  an  intensity  which  one 
might  call  desperate — scenes  of  simple  emotion,  dealing 
with  tlie  elements  of  humanity.  Take,  for  example,  the 
chapter  in  Children  of  the  Mist  entitled  "Before  the  Dawn," 
in  which  the  maternal  instinct  is  lifted  to  a  tragic  height 
of  pure  passion. 

For  the  rest,  Mr.  Phillpotts  is  an  earnest  student  of 
nature  and  the  rural  mind.  It  is  in  remote  villages  that 
he  finds  the  simplicities  of  life  and  the  backgrounds  of 
natural  beauty  which  appeal  to  and  consort  with  his 
temperament.  After  a  decade  or  so  of  London,  the  call  of 
the  "West  Country  has  80unde<l  imperious  in  his  ear,  and  he 
is  now  back  again  on  the  edge  of  Dartmoor,  in  touch  with 
those  sterner,  more  forbidding  aspects  of  nature  which  are 
his  special  predilection. 


Gertrude    Atherton. 

Mrs.  Atherton  is  only  at  the  beginning  of  her  career; 
but  she  possesses  the  luxuriant  fecundity  of  an  earlier 
time,  and  in  a  very  short  period  she  has  produced  six 
novels,  while  a  seventh  is  announced.  A  Whirl  Asunder 
was  the  book  which  first  attracted  attention  on  this  side  of 
the  water — whether  America  has  seen  earlier  work  of  hers 
we  know  not.  One  heard  of  A  Whirl  Asunder  as  something 
that  deserved  consideration.  Then  came  Patience  Spar- 
hatck,  and  suddenly  wo  were  aware  that  an  American 
woman-writer  of  real  importance  had  arisen.  Attention 
was  arrested  by  that  book.  It  gave  us  a  new  and 
surprising  impression  of  the  real,  tingling  America. 
There  was  masterful  power  in  it,  combined  with  a  fine, 
unashamed  feininine  touch.  The  women  were  startlingly 
alive.  The  scones  were  bathed  in  the  glow  of  romance — 
romance,  too,  drawn  legitimately  from  an  uncompromising 
realism ;  for  Mrs.  Atherton  is  of  those  who  know  that 

Romance  brought  up  the  nine  fifteen. 

Patience  Sparhawk  was  followed  by  American  Wives  and 
English  Husbands,  a  brilliant  cosmopolitan  study  which 
threw  a  cold,  new  light  on  the  idiosyncrasies  and  insulari- 
ties of  English  society,  but  which  was  noticeably  inferior 
to  the  former  work.  Patience  Sparhatck  was  verbose, 
sprawling,  irresponsible,  and  without  a  sign  of  the  literaiy 
touch  as  regards  its  style.  But  it  had,  most  emphatically, 
the  creative  fire.    The  other  book  had  all  the  same  faults, 
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with  considerably  less  of  the  fire.  It  seemed  as  if  Mrs. 
Atherton  was  not  taking  herself  quite  seriously.  It  is 
gratifying  to  note  a  change  for  the  better  in  her  latest 
book,  The  Californians,  throughout  which  one  is  conscious 
of  a  sincere  striving  after  form  and  conciseness,  and  also 
of  a  distinct  sense  of  resiwnsibility.  Mrs.  Atherton,  how- 
ever, has  yet  to  surpass  Patience  Sparhawh.  The  Califormam 
contains  two  portraits  of  women— Magdalona  Yorba  and 
Helena  Belmont— which  are  quite  worthy  to  stand  by  the 
side  of  Patience  Sparhawk.  Indeed,  we  think  that 
Magdalona  is  the  "most  subtle  and  authentic  of  all  her 
characters.  The  pictures  of  Californian  manners  in  the 
eighties  are  vi\-id,  convincing,  and  (to  us  English)  full  of 
piquant  novelty.  The  story  mysteriously  fails  somewhere 
—possibly  in  the  men.  Mrs.  Atherton  does  not  seem  to 
get  hold  of  her  male  characters;  we  fancy  her  normal 
high  courage  deserts  her  when  she  approaches  them. 
"Talk  about  the  complex  heart  of  a  woman,"  she  says 
somewhere,  "  it  is  nothing  to  that  of  a  man." 

She  has  shown  a  singular  insight  into  three  widely 
different     societies  —  that     of     England,    that    of     New 

England,  and  that  of 
California,  which  is 
half  Spanish.  She  is 
at  her  best  in  the  hand- 
ling of  high-spirited, 
highly-bred  women,  of 
whom  she  has  already 
produced  a  gallery.  Her 
heroines  are  like  race- 
horses, so  nervously 
alive,  so  delicately 
organised,  so  mettle- 
some. With  this  rare 
capacity  for  creating 
distinguished  women, 
with  her  sense  of 
romance,  her  breadth 
of  view,  and  her  ex- 
perience of  the  world, 
she  may  possibly  arrive  at  great  things ;  but  it  will 
be  necessary  for  her  first  to  study  the  technique  of  the 
English  language,  and  to  school  the  exuberance  of  her 
imagination  into  some  semblance  at  least  of  self-restraint. 
One  wonders  sometimes  whether  she  has  ever  heard  that 
such  a  thing  as  form  exists  in  art. 

One  point  we  must  touch  in  conclusion,  and  that  is  Mrs. 
Atherton's  undoubted  ability  to  write  a  really  thrilling, 
sensational  stcry.  Those  who  have  read  Patience  Sparhawk 
and  American  Wives  will  not  soon  forget  the  consummate 
natural  skill  with  which  she  leads  up  to  a  climax  of  sheer 
sensational  excitement.  S:ich  an  effect,  in  a  novel  of 
manners,  wo  take  to  be  out  of  place  and  a  disfigurement. 
But  we  should  much  like  to  hear  that  Mrs.  Atherton  was 
at  work  upon  a  tale  of  action,  the  characters  to  be  cigarito- 
smoking  caballeros  and  dark-eyed  languorous  senoritas, 
and  the  scene  laid  [in  Monterey  in  the  splendid,  idle 
forties. 


MRS.   GEaTErUE  ATltEfiTOX. 
Vhoto  by  W.  B.  Orove. 


The  Contributors'   Playground. 

"  Masks  and  Faces." 

The  late  P.  G.  Hamerton's  Chapters  on  Animah  is  a 
charming  companion  for  the  friend  of  "crits";  and  yet 
one  sometimes  finds  him  assuming  a  scientific  attitude 
that  suggests  not  only  an  aloofness  in  his  relations  with 
beasts,  but  also  an  indefinable  obtusoness  of  perception 
that  I  suspect  must  have  often  kept  him  shivering  on  the 
threshold  of  their  regards.  He  tells  us  that  "the  main 
difficulty  in  conceiving  the  mental  states  of  animals  is, 
that  the  moment  we  think  of  them  as  human  we  are  lost." 
I  temerariously  venture  to  traverse  that  statement. 

I  am  solaced  by  the  affections  of  a  fox-terrier  and  a  cat, 
who  are  playing  out  the  intimate  comedy  of  their  lives 
encouraged  by  my  applause.  These  creatures,  treated  as 
human  souls  under  agreeable  disguises,  respond  with  aU. 
the  intelligence  of  hiiman  souls  conformable  to  the  limita- 
tions of  their  masks.  If  my  spirit  moved  in  the  body  of 
a  Persian  cat,  just  so  would  it  dream  and  glow  in  my 
eyes,  as  I  gazed  content  into  the  heart  of  the  fire,  or 
pushed  my  furry  cheek  against  a  bountiful  hand.  If  it 
animated  a  fox-terrier,  just  so  would  it  display  its  glee 
as  I  hopped  on  three  legs  down  the  delightful  street,  or 
tore  with  reverted  ears  and  eyes  round  and  round  and 
round  the  table. 

With  a  limited  human  intelligence,  animals  possess, 
of  course,  the  blessings  and  curses  of  pocket-editions  of 
Man's  virtues  and  vices.  They  do  not  even  escape,  as 
Mr.  Hamerton  thinks  they  do,  "the  meanness  of  hypocrisy, 
which  is  one  of  the  least  pleasing  of  the  peculiarly  human 
vices."  True,  no  animal,  save  the  crocodile,  ever  adopted 
hypocrisy  as  a  permanent  rdle ;  but  that  all  of  them  can 
sustain  the  part  at  a  pinch  is  certain. 

Thus,  my  cat  "  Tib,"  who  is  confined  to  the  house 
except  under  stringent  conditions,  often  desires  to  take  an 
irregular  stroll.  He  is  purring  upon  blankets  in  an  upper 
room  ;  suddenly  the  kitchen  door  is  opened  ;  I  observe  his 
nostrils  working ;  he  has  sniffed  the  outer  air  !  He  rises 
and  stretches  with  elaborate  deliberation,  turns  his  eyes 
(not  his  head)  in  my  direction,  and,  his  reconnaissance 
being  satisfactory,  approaches  the  door  by  a  stealthy 
circuit,  rapt  in  desultory  meditation.  Thinning  himself  to 
the  thinness  of  a  lath,  he  melts  out  of  the  room.  I  am  at 
the  top  of  the  stairs  in  time  to  see  him  precipitating 
himself  down  the  last  flight  like  a  fall  of  ruined  angels. 
Arrived  at  the  kitchen,  he  enters  as  a  vacuous  lounger, 
and  winds  noiselessly  along  the  walls,  behind  pots  and 
chairs,  to  the  door.  He  is  detected  in  the  act  of  bolting, 
and  in  a  flash  is  White  Innocence  itself,  decently  composed 
upon  his  haunches,  dreaming  to  the  kernel  of  his  brain, 
and  honestly  facing  the  sun. 

And  at  night,  when  all  is  snug,  and  the  fire  a  compacted 
glow,  he  and  "Eob,"  forgetful  of  the  day's  misdoings, 
stand  up  and  wrestle  on  the  hearth-rug,  or  eye  each  other 
with  kindly  suspicion  from  opposite  chairs,  or  lie  with 
their  legs  about  each  other's  necks — meekly  anticipating 
the  day  when  the  lion  shall  lie  down  vrith  the  lamb,  and 
the  weaned  child  shall  put  his  hand  on  the  cockatrice'  den. 

E.  S.  B. 
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A  LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 

By  SIDNEY  LEE, 
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most  authoritative  of  all  existing  biographies  of  the  poet." 
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RHODESIA  and  its  GOVERNMENT.     By  H.  C.  Thomson,  Author 

of  "  Tlie  Chitral  Campaign  '*  and  of  "The  Outgoing  Turk."  With  8  Illustrations  and  a  Map,  large 
crown  8vo,  lOs.  6d. 
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Lucknow.    By  Col.  EDWARD  VIBART.    With  2  Portraits,  a  Plan,  and  10  Illustrations,  large 
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Edition.  New  Issue  in  crown  8vo  voloma*. 
Printed  on  Fine  Laid  Paper,  and  uniformly 
bound.  Adah  Beds,  38.  6d.  Tag  Mill  o>  TBI 
Floss,  Ss.  6d.  ScKirxs  0>  Clmical  Lnt,  3a. 
Sii.AS  Massik,  2s.  6d.  RoxoLA,  38.  fld.  Fiux 
Holt,  the  Radical,  Ss.  Sd.  Midolbiiakch,  Ts.6d. 
Daxiel  Deeoxoa,  78.  6d. 

SEORGE    ELIOTS    NOVELS.       Pocket 

Edition.    Tastefully  bound. 

ADAM  BBDE.    3  vols.,  pott  8to,  clotb,  gilt  top,  3s. 
net ;  bound  in  leather,  te.  6d.  net. 

SCENES  OF  CLERICAL  LIFE.    3  vols.,  pott  Svo. 
cloth,  gilt  top,  38.  net ;  bound  in  leather,  4s.  (hL 

net. 


innocent  wife.' 

EATRINA:    a  Tale  of  the   Karoo. 

of  "  Jan ;  an  Afrikamler."    Crown  8vo,  1 


By  Anna   Howarth,   Author 


Vanity  Fair.—"  A  stride  far  in  advance  of  *  Jan ' ;  very  interesting  as  a  story,  well  balanced  in  treat- 
ment, dignified,  and  restrained." 


London:  SMITH,  ELDER   &  CO.,  15,  Waterloo  Place, 


and  other  ttlusiralions.  New  Edition  in  1  Tolame* 
Crown  8vo,  "s.  6d. 

WISE,  WITTY,  and  TENDER  SAYINGS, 

in  Prose  and  Verse.    Selected  from  the  Works  of 
Cieorge  Eliot.    New  Edition,  (cap.  8ro,  3s.  6d. 


WILLIAM    BLACKWOOD    k    SONS 
Bdinburgh  and  London. 
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THE  BEDFORD 
SHAKSPEARE. 

A  Pocket  Edition 
of  12  Volumefl,  I61110, 
clotli  gilt,  in  neat 
cloth  cape,  antique 
paper,  price  21  s. 
Also  kept  in  half. 
white  cloth,  with 
pale  blue  watered 
silk  sides,  in  elegant 
case  to  match.  An 
eilition  is  also  pub- 
lished witb  red  line 
border,  in  cloth  and 
various  styles  of 
leather  bindings  as 
i  Host  ration. 

The  volumee  are  of  the  handiest  possible  size,  each  measuring  ;U  by  o  inched,  and  they  are 
esquisiteb'  printed  on  fine  paper  from  new  type  specially  chosen  for  its  clearn«^«a.  The  text 
has  been  most  cacefuUv  prepared  from  comparisons  of  the  best  editions,  inchming  the  cele- 
lirated  First  Folio  of  16W  and  the  limrtos. 

STORIES    from    SHAKSPEARE       By    M.   Surtees 

TOWNESKND.  With  upwards  of  120  Original  Illustrations  by  the 
Author.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  top.  Price  Os. 
Lovers  of  litcature  will  be  grateful  for  any  attempt  to  ingraft  an  early  apnreci'atio'i  of 
the  uoblest  works  in  the  language  upon  the  minds  of  the  youoff,  and  a  real  treat  for  tho«e  not 
yet  old  enough  to  enjoy  Shafespeare  at  first  hand  is  supplied  iu  "  Htorit^s  from  Shikspeare,"  in 
which  the  great  master's  dramati'!  language  ha4  been  simnlified  by  converting  it  into  narra- 
tive form,  and  Eupplemt'ating  it  by  copious  and  artistic  illustrations. 

"The  book  is  one  that  will  make  many  little  eyes  glisten  with  delight.*'— Daily  Xew». 
EDITED  BY  ANDREW  LANG.    ILLUSTRATED  by    L.  LESLIE  BROOKE. 

THE  NURSERY  RHYME-B  lOK.     With  upwards  of 

100  Drawings  bv  L.  Leslie  Brooke,  and  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
ANDREW  LANG.    Medium  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges.  6s. 
"'The  Nursery  Rhyme-r>ook,'  edited  >»y  II  r.  Ling,  i**  likaly  to  prove  a  blessing  to  mother?, 
a  mine  of  wealth  to  nurses,  and  >«■  ca8u><  belli  in  nurneries  to  unreoorded  time;  for  itfl  iKtetry 
and  its  pictures  are  jointly  and  severally  '  distinctiv  precious.' "—  Wtfrld. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  *' LITTLE  LORD  FAUNTLEROY." 
Medium  svo,  clo'Ii  gilt,  giU.  edges,  6.s. 

TWO  LITFLE   PILGRIMS'  PROGRESS :    A  Story  of 

the  City  Beautiful.      With  12  Original  Illustrations  by  R.  W.  Macbeth, 

A.R.A. 
"Two  Little  Pilgrims'  Progress"  is  Mrs.  Burnett  at  her  very  best;  with  that  wondruiis  eift 
she  possesses  of  enchanting  her  readers  by  dealing  with  same  great  raainspring  of  human 
Interest,  she  leads  them,  by  means  of  the  deltghtfullittle  character  studies  she  hi«  given  to 
the  world,  to  the  consideration  of  some  of  those  great  aims  which  both  young  and  old  must 
learn;  and  she  does  it  with  a  delicacy  of  handling  and  with  a  tact  so  charming  that  one  c*n 
only  lay  down  the  volume  with  the  feeling  tliat  one  has  been  given  minethinfj  and  cordiallv 
re-echo  the  truth  contained  in  the  last  sentence  -'  Nature  never  made  a  human  hand  without 
putting  into  it  Bonuithin^  to  give.'" 

Small  fcap.  Uo,  cloth  j^iU,  3s.  6i. 

THE   CAPTAIN'S   YOUNGEST ;   Piceino  and  other 

Stories.    By  Mrs.  F.  H.  BURNETT.   Illustrated  by  Reginald  D.  Birch. 
"Mrs.  F.  Hodgson  Burnett  has  rarely  done  anythinK  liner,  stronger,  or  more  exquisittsly 
tender  than  her  new  story,  which  makes  up  one  of  the  most  delightful  gift-books  of  the 
season."— Cowrt  Journal.  

POPULA.R  RE-ISSUB  OF  MR.  MARSHALL  MATHER'S  LANCAaHTRB 
STORIES. 

In  crowrn  8vo,  cloth  gilt»  3s.  6d.  each. 

LANCASHIRE  IDYLLS.    By  Marshall  Mather. 

Tlie  Atfienfpum  says:— "Th^^  simplest  st  <rj-  in  the  world,  yot  told  with  a  force  and 
delicacy  that  for  tlie  nonce  raise  into  poetry  the  trivial  and  every-day  incident.' 


By  Marshall 


London  :  FREDERICK  WARNE  &  CO,, 
CHANDOS  HOUSE,  BEDFORD  STREET,  STRAND,  W.C. 


FREDERICK  WAKNE&CO/S    « 

BOOKS     FOR    CHRISTMAS. 


HANDSOME    PRESENTS. 

A    VERITAliLE    BOOK-LOVKR'S    LIBHARY. 

CAMEOS  of  LITERATURE  from  Standard  Authors. 

In  13  Volumes.    Size  of  volume.  61  by  3J  ins.    Each  volume  is  uniquely 
produced,  with  Photogravni-R  Frontieiiieco. 
Stvlk  I.  In  cloth  gilt,  in  neat  cloih  case,  pric-!  2l8. 
Sttli  II.  In  half-white  cloth,  watered  silk  sides,  richly  gilt,  and  gilt  top, 

in  elegant  folding  caS9  to  match. 
Ptii.k  III.  In  French  morocco,  gilt  edges,  in  neat  lock  casa. 
Tho  works  of  over  iVi  niitliors  who  oocuiiy  famoue  positions  in  English  Literature  h«vo 
been  drawn  from,  a  sliort  bmiiraphical  intraluction  acoomp«njing  each  telection.  anu  ine 
wliole  will  form  a  reiiresentative  collection  thoroughly  up  to  date,  anil  worthy  of  a  place  ol 
honour  in  tvery  library. 


THE  SIGN  of  the  WOODEN  SHOON. 

MATHER. 

The  JiooJctnan,  in  the  series  of  articles  on  New  Writers,  refers  to  "  The  Sign  of  the  Wooden 
Shoon  "  as  *'  one  of  the  truest  and  most  nathetic  interpretations  of  the  character  of  a  l-xMility 
which  has  been  publisbetl  — '  The  Sign  of  the  Wooden  Shoon  '  w«s  not  written  to  order  but 
because  of  a  passion  that  was  on  him  to  8pe».'t  for  the  folk  whom  he  had  leameJ  to  love." 

NEW  VOLUME  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  "  QUIET  STORIES  FROM  AN 
OLD  WOMAN'S  GARDEN." 

Crown  8\'0,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  top,  3s.  Od. 

IN  the  SHADOW  of  the  HILLS.    By  Ahson  M'Lean. 

The  Birminiiham  LuUu  Gazettt  says  :— "  In  these  days  of  '  problfni-solvintf  *  novels  and  tine 
WTitinp.  it  is  most  refreshing  to  And  an  author  who  can  interest  us.  This  Miss  M'Lean 
succeeds  in  doing  t^  the  full  —  It  is  not  often  that  so  much  pleasure  can  be  obtained  from  a 
book  60  unpretentious  and  bo  homely. 

A  Complete  Catalogue  of  Chrigtwan  BooTrs  fn  he  had  t^n  4ppUrnHon, 


6s. 


By  GEANT  AtLBN. 

LINNET  :  A  Romance. 


6s 


By  R.  S.  WARREN  BELL. 

BACHELORLAND  :    A 

story  of  the  Temple  Courts. 
•,*  With  cover  and  title  page  by  .Tohn 
Hassall. 


\AR.    GRANT    RIOHARDS'S    LIST. 

Illustrate    Chrulmas  Catalogve  uUI  be  fcruarded  post  free  on  appi:catiun. 

(Ipinions  of  tht  Press. 

•'  Brightly    written. 
...Kvidently  Mr.  Grant 
Allen  set  out  to  surpass 
liiuuelf,  and  did  so." 
Weekly  Sun. 

"I  roar  over  *  Bache- 
lorlaiid.'..  I  Und  not  a 
dull  page  in  it.  Isroilt) 
over  its  fresh  humour, 
its  kindly  satire,  its 
lliackersyan  philoso- 
I  phy  "— JA'  Star. 

■■  The  siory  is  power- 
j  iully  told  ;  and,  apart 
from  the  story,  many 
I  will  he    interested    in 
I  leading  about  a  race 
in   whose   nature   the 
author   finds    on    the 
surface    the    irrespon- 
sible gaiety  of  a  people, 
childlike  In  their  reck- 
less    light  •  hearted- 
ness." — Scotgirmn, 

•■  A  Unished  study  of 
musical  life  in  Ger- 
many.. .A  very  readable 
and  artistic  piece  of 
work." 

Dundee  Adverliier. 
'■  A  moving,  pathetic 
story  of  Irish  peasant 
life.. ..There  is  some- 
thing of  the  quality  of 
Millet's  pictures  there- 
in."—^cad«tn(/. 

*'  Exceedingly  forci- 
bly told." — Queen. 

"A  strong  and  Indi- 
vidual piece  of  work." 
}fanchester  Guardian. 


By  HUGH  CLIFFORD,  British  Resident 

at  Pahang,  Author  of  "Studies  in  Brown 

Humanity "      and      "  In      Court      and 

Kampong  " 

SINCE   the  BEGINNING: 

A  Tale  of  an  Eastern  Land. 


6s. 


3s.  6(1. 


By  ELIZABETH  GODFREY". 

POOR  HUMAN  NATURE. 


By  KOSA  Ml'LHOLLAND  (Lady  Gilbert  . 

NANNO  :   A  Daughter  of 

the  State. 


By  R.   MURRAY  GILCHRIST. 

2s.6d.,THE   RUE   BARGAIN. 


6s. 


6s. 


is.  6(1. 


BOOKS    FOR    CHILDREN. 

By  F.  AN8TEY,  Author  of  "Vice  Versa." 

Wiih  Cover,    Decorations,    and    over   (0 

Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne 

PALEFACE  and  REDSKIN, 

and  other  Stories  for  Boys  and  Girls. 

By  Mm.  FARMILOE  and  E.  V.  LUOAS. 
Mm.  FamoUoe  has  made  for  this  book  PO 
fnll-page  drawings,  and  these  are  repro- 
duced hi  colours,  and  accompanied  by 
ex'^Ianatory  verses  from  the  pen  o^  Mr. 
K.  V.  Lucas. 

ALL  the^  WORLD  OVER. 

By  W.  J.  STILIMAN, 
Author  of  "  Billy  and  Hans." 

LITTLE  BERTHA. 


Is.  ed. 


each. 


6s. 


THE  DUMPY  BOOKS  for 

CHILDREN'.    Edited  bv  E.  V.  LUOAS. 
I.  THE  B'LAMf— THK  AMELIORA- 
TOR —   THE       SCHOOLBOYS 
APPRKr^TICE.   BvB.V.  LUCAS. 
II.  MBS.  TURNER'S  CAUTI0N4RY 

STORIES. 
III.  THE   BAD   FAMILY.      By   Mrs. 
FEN  WICK. 

I        CHRISTMAS  PRESENTS. 

Edited  by  WILFRED  WHI ITEN.  With 
I  a  cover,  title-page,  and  end-papers,  by 
i        Mr.  William  Hyde. 

I  LONDON    in   SONG.     A 

I       Collection  of  Verses  inspired  by  the 
!        Love  and  Knowledge  of  London, 


"  A  very  amusing 
production  ;  the  fan  is 
genuine,  and  has  the 
right  touch  of  extrava 
gance."— TAe  World. 


"  What  a  delightlul 
amasement  is  in  sto'-e 
tor  the  lucky  child 
who  gets  '  All  the 
World  Over  '  for  i 
Christmas  present." 

Aberdeen  Free  Pretg. 


"  One  of  the  prettiest 
and  best  of  modern 
fairy  tales ...  A  work  of 
genius,  not  the  less 
precious  for  the  simple 
form  it  takes." 

Dundee  Advertiser. 


"  Admirably    suited 
(or  children." 
Wettmintter  Gazette. 


"  A  delightful  collec- 
tion,"— Punchy 


By  Mrs.  ALICE  MEYNELL.  vvhite  parch - 
7S  fid  ment,  with  g*een  ribbon  ties.  Edition 
'  "■  ""  limited  to  550  copies. 

net.     The  FLOWER  of  the  MIND. 

A  Choice  amontr  the  Best  Fof  ms. 


3s. 


''One  has  difficulty 
In  remembering  any 
recent  anthology  more 
laintily  attired... a 
harming  book." 

Manchester  Guardian 


*'  An  extremely  inter- 
esting contribution  to 
HI  jdern  anthologies." 
LiUraturt. 


5s. 

net  each 
volume. 


By  RICHARD  LB  OALLIESXE. 

A  "Breviaty  "  Editi'>n,  reset  in  new  t3P9. 

and  limited  to  one  thousand  copies,  lor 

sale.    Bound  in  green  calf, 

RUBAIYAT     of     OMAR 

KHAYYAM.    A  Paraphrase, 

JANE  AUSTEN.     WIN- 

CHKSTER  EDITION,  10  vols  SENSE 
AND  SENSIBILITY,  2  vols,  MASS- 
FIF.LD  PARK,  2  vols,  PRIDE  AND 
PREJUDIOE,  2  vols.  EMMA,  2  vols 
PERSUASION,  NORTHANGKR  ABBEY 


"Exquisitely 
leal,"— QuMn. 


poet- 


"Handsome  and 
beautifnlly  printed 
volumes," — World. 

"The  charming 
edition," 

Westmintter  Oaiette. 
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Favourite  Books  of  1898. 

Some  Notable  Readers. 

This  year,  in  accordanue  with  our  custom,  we  have  sent 
to  a  number  of  well-known  men  and  women,  both  literary 
and  practical,  a  request  that  they  would  name  the  two 
books  which,  during  the  past  year,  they  have  read  with 
most  interest  and  pleasure.  A  large  number  of  replies 
have  already  been  received,  and  these  we  print  below. 

Some  of  the  gentlemen  to  whom  the  request  was  sent 
were  unable  to  reply  to  it.  Mr.  Lecky  asked  to  be  excused 
from  satisfying  "this  new  Inquisition."  Mr.  Sidney  Lee 
wrote  :  "I  have  been  so  busy  with  my  own  book  this  year 
that  I  have  read  hardly  any  current  literature  at  all,  and 
cannot  recall  anything  that  greatly  impressed  me  at  the 
moment.  I  am  sorry  not  to  be  more  helj)ful."  Dean 
Hole  said :  "I  have  had  so  little  leisure  for  reading  new 
books,  that  it  would  be  presumptuous  for  me  to  make  a 
selection."  Both  Mr.  B.  E.  Prothero,  the  retiring  editor 
of  the  Quarterly  Review,  and  Mr.  Cf.  W.  Prothero,  his 
successor,  prefer  sUence ;  and  certain  other  gentlemen, 
whose  opinions  would  have  had  great  interest,  were  out  of 
town. 

We  come  now  to  the  replies  : 
The  Bishop  ok  Oxford. 
Crawford's  Corkone. 
Duncan's  A  Voyage  of  Consolation. 


Archdeacon  Sinclaiu. 

Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson. 
Kipling's  Captains  Courageous. 


Canon  Fakuak. 

Fitchett's  Deeds  that  Wort  the  Empire, 
A.  R.  Wallace's  This  Wonderful  Century. 


Eev.  Newman  Hall. 
Shakespeare. 
Life  and  Letters  of  Prof.  Henry  R.  Reynolds,  D.D. 


The  Chief  Eabbi  (Dr.  Adler). 

Bit  Ethik  des  Judenthuins  dargestellt  von  Prof.  Dr.  M. 

Ijazarus. 
Prof.  Robertson's  The  Poetry  and  the  Religion  of  the 

Psalms. 


Sir  John  Lubbock. 

Presuming    you    mean   comparatively  new  works- 
Lord  Roberts's  Forty-one  Years  in  India. 
Mackail's  Latin  Literature. 


Mr. 


Alfred  R.  Wallace. 

The  two  books  which  pleased  and  interested  me  most 
in  1898  were  (omitting  novels,  which  are  too 
numerous  and  good  to  put  two  above  all) : 

The  Ballad  of  Reading  Gaol. 

Bellamy's  Equality. 


Mr.  Edward  Cloud. 

Bury's  Annotated  Edition  of  Gibbon's  Decline  and  Fall 

of  the  Ron\an  Empire. 
Frazer's  Pausanias. 


Prof.  SiLVANUs  p.  Thompson. 
Oiusti's  Letter*  Seelte. 
Browning's  Paraeehut. 
A    bad    third,    Silvanus    P.    Thompton's    Michael 
Faraday :  His  Life  and  Work. 


Sir  Robert  Ball. 

Mark  Twain's  More  Tramps  Abroad. 
Percival  Lowell's  Mars. 


Mr.  Luke  Fildbs,  B.A. 

Lord  Roberts's  lorty-one  Years  in  India. 
Tennyson's  Life,  by  his  Son. 


Mr.  Walter  Crane. 

William  Morris's  The  Sundering  Flood, 
Evans's  English  Masques. 


The  CoMTEssE  DE  Martxl  ("Gyp"). 
Edward  Conte's  Charles  Saiirageon. 
Anatole  France's  Le  Mannequin  d' Osier. 

Mrs.  Chaioie  ("John  Oliver  Hobbes"). 
Theodore  Watts-Dunton's  Agltein. 
Benjamin  Swift's  The  Destroyer. 


Miss  CHARLorrE  M.  Yo.\(iE. 

Conan  Doyle's  I'he  Tragedy  of  the  Korotko. 
Life  of  the  Earl  of  Selborne. 


Mrs.  Harrison  ("Lucas  Malet"). 

I  have  read  with  most  interest  Zola's  Pari*;  with 
most  pleasure  Maurice  Hewlett's  Forest  Locert. 


"Maxwell  Gray." 

S.ngs  of  Action,  by  Conan  Doyle  ;  A  Highland 
Lady's  Memories,  by  Miss  E.  Grant,  of  Rothie- 
murchies  (afterwards  Mrs.  Smith  of  Balsiboys). 
That  is,  supposing  you  mean  new  ones  ;  but  I  could 
not  get  Nicholson's  new  Life,  probably  the  best  of 
aU. 


Miss  Braddon. 

I  am  so  poor  a  reader  of  new  books  that  I  cannot 
name  two  which  I  dare  venture  to  say  have  pleased 
and  interested  me  most  in  this  year.  The  books  I 
have  most  enjoyed,  and  which  were  new  to  me,  are 
Wolfe  and  Montcalm,  and  La  Salle,  and  the  Diseorery 
of  the  Great  West,  by  Francis  Parkman.  These 
form  part  of  a  series  containing  the  history  of  the 
French  and  English  in  America. 


Mr.  Rider  Haggard. 

Mahan's  Life  of  Helton. 

Conan  Doyle's  2'he  Tragedy  of  the  Korosko. 


Mr.  E.  F.  Benson. 
Marsh's  The  Beetle. 
Stoker's  Dracula, 


Mr.  F.  Anstey. 

Steevens's  With  Kitchener  to  Khartum. 
W.  Pett  Ridge's  Mord  Em'ly, 
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Mr.  8.  E.  CiiocKETT. 

Kipling's  The  Uaifs  Work. 

The  volumes  of  TIte  Dictiomi-y  of  Natioml  Biography 
issued  during  the  year. 


Mr.  W.  "W.  Jacobs  . 

1  regret  to  say  that  I  have  only  read  about  two  or 
three  books  this  year  ;  and  as  they  were  by  friends, 
I  don't  think  that  I  am  qualified  to  answer  this.  A 
book  which  gave  me  very  great  pleasure  indeed  was 
The  Nigger  of  the  "  Narcissus  "  ;  but  that,  I  believe, 
was  not  one  of  this  year's  books. 


Mr.  J.  K.  Jekome. 

Moore's  Evelyn  Innes. 
Zangwill's  Dreamers  of  the  Ghetto.- 


Sir  Charles  Dilke,  M^P- 
Busch's  Bismarck. 
Bismarck,  the  Man  and  the  Statesman, 


Mr.  Michael  Davitt,  M.P. 
Crawford's  Corleone. 
Busch's  Bismarck.  ■ 


Mr.  Joseph  Arch,  MaP. 

Nature  and  Life,  by  Collyer  (an  American). 
Macaulay's  Life  and  Letters,  by  Sir  George  Trevelyan. 


Mr.  Alfred  Harmswoeth  {Daily  Mail). 
Busch's  Bismarck. 
Barry  O'Brien's  Parnell. 


Mr.  Edward  T.  Cook  {Daily  News). 
Busch's  Bismarck. 
O'Brien's  Parnell. 


Mr. 


C.  K.  Shorter  {Illustrated  London  News). 
Hewlett's  Forest  Lovers. 

Prothero's   Letters   of  Lord  Byron,  Vols.  I.  and  II. 
(This  last  contains  enough  new  Byron  material  to 
be  entitled  to  coimt  as  a  new  book.) 


Mr.  Andrew  Lang. 

Sebastian  Evans's  The  High  History  of  the  Holy  Grail. 

Scottish    History    Society's    The   Memorials    of  John 
.  Murray  of  Broughton. 


Mr.  Edmund  Gosse. 

The    two    new    English    books   which    pleased    and 
interested  me  most  in  1898  were  : 
Foxcroft's  Life  and  Letters  of  Halifax. 
Sir  George  Eobertson's  Siege  of  Chitral. 


Mr.  Wilfred  Scawbn  Blunt. 
Sto'w's  Chronicle  of  England. 
Doughty's  Travels  in  Arabia. 


Sir  Edwin  Arnold. 

Kipling's  The  Day's  Work. 
Sadi's  Gulistan  (in  the  Persian). 


Mr. 


Norman  Gale. 

Sir  George  Eobertson's  Siege  of  Chitral. 

Ollivant's  Owd  Boh. 

(Were  A  Shropshire  Lad  a  product  of  1898  I  should 
choose  this  in  preference  to  Owd  Bob.) 


Mr. 


Egbert  BroHANAN. 
Hewlett's  Forest  Lovers. 
Sarah  Grand's  The  Beth  Book. 

I  am  confining  the  record   of  my   impressions  to 
works  of  imagination  only. 


Mr.  A.  W.  Pinero. 
Life  of  Henry  Reeve. 
Mrs.  Ward's  Helbeek  of  Bannisdale, 


Mr, 


A.  E.  EorES  ("Adrian  Eoss"). 
Wells's  War  of  tlte  Worlds. 
Hewlett's  Forest  Lovers. 


Mr.  G.  E.  Sims. 

Lenard  Merrick's  The  Actor  Manager. 
Pett  Eidge's  Mord  EmHy. 


Mr.  George  Grossmith. 

Conan  Doyle's  Rodney  Stone. 
Kipling's  7  he  Day's  Work. 


Mr. 


W.  Blake  Odgers,  Q.C. 
Sidney  Lee's  Life  of  Shakespeare. 
Bertha   and   Florence   Upton's 
Seaside. 


The    Golliwogg  at  the 


Mr,  Frederick  Wedmore. 
Virgil's  Georgics. 
Maeterlinck's  La  Sagesse  et  la  Destinee. 


Mr.  Oscar  Browning. 
Oman's  Art  of  War. 
Arthur  Chuquet's  La  Jeunesse  de  Napoleon. 


Take  me  to  some  lofty  room, 

Lighted  from  the  western  sky, 
Where  no  glare  dispels  the  gloom, 

Till  the  golden  eve  is  nigh  ; 
Where  the  works  of  searching  thought, 

Chosen  books,  may  still  impart 
What  the  wise  of  old  have  taught, 

What  has  tried  the  meek  of  heart ; 
Books  in  long  dead  tongues  that  stirred 

Loving  hearts  in  other  climes, 
Telling  to  my  eyes,  unheard, 

Glorious  deeds  of  oldeu  times  ; 
Books  that  purify  the  thought. 

Spirits  of  the  learned  dead, 
Teachers  of  the  little  taught, 

Comforters  when  friends  are  fled. 

From  William  Barnes'  "  Poems  of  Rural  Life» 
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AFBREY   BEARDSLEY   IN   THE  BOOM    IN   MENTONE   WHERE   HE  CIED 


Aubrey  Beardsley. 

I  WONDER  whether  people  who  know  Aubrey  Beardsley  only 
through  his  work  ever  realise  how  young  he  was.  When 
the  world  first  began  to  talk  of  him— when  Mr.  Tennell 
first  wrote  of  him  in  the  Studio,  and  Mr.  Dent  undertook 
the  publication  of  his  first  book,  the  Morte  D^ Arthur  — 
Aubrey  was  not  yet  one-and-twenty.  He  was  barely  five- 
and-twenty  when  he  died.  And  at  the  moment  of  his 
utmost  celebrity,  when  the  world  was  talking  loudest  of 
him,  during  the  winter  of  1894-95,  he  was  twenty-two. 

For  my  part,  I  could  only  think  of  him,  I  can  only 
remember  him,  as  a  boy.  Oil,  a  marvellously  precocious 
boy,  a  boy  who  had  read,  observed,  reflected— a  boy  (as 
a  great  critic  said  of  him)  who  had  found  a  "  short  cut" 
to  the  mastery  of  his  art — a  boy  of  genius,  indeed ;  but 
still  a  boy,  and  a  singularly  bright,  frank,  boyish  boy,  at 
that.  He  had  all  a  boy's  freshness,  enthusiasm,  exuber- 
ance, all  a  boy's  eagerness  and  relish  for  the  fun  and 
the  romance  and  the  pleasantness  of  life.  His  enjoyment 
of  things — his  enjoyment  of  books,  pictures,  music,  of 
the  opera,  the  play ;  his  enjoyment  of  London  and  Paris, 
of  the  London  streets  and  the  Paris  streets,  their  beauty, 
their  action  and  suggestion  ;  his  enjoyment  of  people,  of 
conversation,  of  human  sympathy  and  intercourse ;  his 
enjoyment  of  hia  own  gifts,  his  own  achievements,  and  of 


his  success,  the  recognition  he  had  won — it  was  boyish, 
boyish ;  it  was  fresh  and  young  and  eager.  He  had  a  boy's 
curiosity,  a  boy's  craving  for  adventure,  experience,  and  a 
boy's  capacity  for  seeing  the  elements  of  adventure  in  the 
simplest  doings — that  is  to  say,  a  boy's  imagination.  A 
little  dinner  at  a  restaurant,  an  hour  spent  in  a  cafe — nay, 
oven  a  ride  on  the  top  of  an  omnibus,  or  a  walk  in 
Kensington  Gardens — held,  for  his  unspoiletl  imagination, 
the  elements  of  adventure.  Taking  his  house  in  Cambridge- 
street,  furnishing  and  decorating  it — that  was  a  great 
adventure.  Starting  the  Telhw  Book  with  me,  and  after- 
wards the  Savoy  with  Arthur  Symons — those  were  tre- 
mendous, breathless  adventures.  And  he  had  a  boy's 
fondness  for  a  "  lark,"  a  boy's  playfulness,  mischief. 
He  loved  a  romp,  a  masquerade,  a  harmless  practical 
joke.  One  evening  I  was  seated  in  my  study,  when  the 
servant  brought  a  visiting-card,  on  which  was  written, 
"  Miss  Tibbett  and  Master  Tibbett."  I  went  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  there  was  Miss  Beardsley  with  a  tall 
boy  in  an  Eton  jacket.  The  tall  boy  in  the  Eton  jacket 
— Master  Tibbett,  if  you  please — was  Aubrey,  jubilant, 
laughing  for  deUght  in  his  own  prank. 

He  had  a  boy's  playfulness,  mischievousness.  And 
when  I  hear  honest  folk  deploring,  horror-struck,  the 
quality  in  his  work  which  it  has  been  the  fashion  some- 
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what  cheaply  to  describe  as  "  decadent " — whon  I  hear 
them  crying  out,  "All,  yes,  moiistrous  clever,  certainly; 
but  so  immoral,  so  depraved ! " — I,  who  knew  the  boy, 
can  only  shake  my  head  and  smile.  For  I  know  that  what 
they  hold  up  their  hands  at,  as  depraved,  immoral,  was 
nothing  more  than  the  mischievous  hiunour,  or,  if  you 
like,  the  devilry,  of  the  boy — who,  boylike,  loved  to  give 
Solemnity  a  shock.  I  do  not  say  tliat  it  would  not  have 
been  better  if,  in  his  work,  he  had  restrained  this  mis- 
chievous humour ;  but  I  do  say  that  it  was  nothing  worse 
tlian  mischievous  hiunour.  If  Aubrey  had  lived,  he  irould 
have  restrained  it ;  or,  rather,  he  would  have  outgrown  it, 
he  would  linve  left  it  behind  him.  He  would  have  sown 
his  wild  oata,  and  had  done  with  tliem. 

For  the  man  in  Aubroy  Beardsley,  the  man  as  dis- 
tinguished from  the  boy,  the  man  the  boy  was  developing 
into — had  developed  into  during  the  last  sad  year  of  his 
life — was  a  man  of  very  deep  and  serious  feelings,  of  very 
high  and  earnest  aims.  Aubrey  Beardsley's  temperament 
was  essentially  the  religious  temperament.  A  hundred 
times,  in  a  hundred  ways,  one  felt  tliat  this  was  so ;  one 
would  even  tell  him  to  his  face  that  it  was  so — at  which 
he  would  perhaps  laugh  a  little,  quietly,  gently,  a  laugh 
that  was  by  no  means  a  disavowal.  And  just  at  the 
threshold  of  that  last  sad  year,  he  acknowledged  that  it 
was  so ;  he  became  a  Catholic.  He  became  beautifully, 
serenely  devout — not  in  any  morbid  or  effeminate  sense, 
but  in  the  right  sense,  the  wholesome,  manly  sense.  His 
heart,  his  life,  were  tilled  witli  the  joy  and  the  love  it 
is  the  merit  of  the  Supreme  Faith  to  bestow.  In  all  his 
wretched  bodily  suffering,  at  Bournemouth,  at  Dieppe, 
and  in  the  end  at  Mentone,  he  had  that  to  help  him. 

The  portrait  accompanying  tliese  few  words  was  taken 
in  his  room  at  Mentone,  a  little  more  than  a  twelvemonth 
ago.  Aubrey  never  allowed  Christmas  to  pass  without 
sending  something  to  his  friends.  His  friends  received 
this  portrait  from  him  at  Christmas — the  last  Christmas  of 
his  young  wonderful  life. 

Hekry  Haeiand. 


A  Boy's  Authors. 

In  the  current  number  of  the  Fuhltc  School  Magazine  will 
be  found  an  accoTznt  of  a  young  reader  and  his  preferences. 
The  young  reader  is  a  health}*  schoolboy  just  in  the  teens, 
who  has  enough  method  to  keep  a  record  of  the  books  he 
reads  and  enough  judgment  to  append  critical  marks. 
The  number  of  books  is  146.  "  He  opens  the  ball,"  says 
the  writer  of  the  article,  "  with  six  works  by  Charles 
Dickens,  beginning  with  the  Pichrick  Papen,  followed  by 
fovir  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  a  like  number  by  Harrison 
Ainsworth,  and  then  small  batches  by  Miss  Braddon, 
Wilkie  Collins,  Rider  HaggUrd,  Charles  Eeade,  Hawley 
Smart,  and  the  French  author  whom  he  calls  '  Gabouria.' 
Up  to  this  point  the  list  is  apparently  made  out  '  in  order 
of  merit,'  for  below  the  novels  of  '  Gabouria  '  we  find  the 
note,  'From  here  the  list  is  chronological,'  and  thenceforth 
the  works  of  all  authors  are  ranged  indiscriminately.  This 
leads  to  some  curious  combinations.  Thus  in  one  place  I 
see  12  s,  Uohert  Ehmere;  V29,  LittU  Lord  Fauntltroy ;  130, 
The  Kreutzer  Sonata.  .  .  . 


Beside  a  number  of  the  names  I  find  n  large  red  star 
and  on  referring  to  the  footnote  I  see  that  this  signiiies, 
'  Intensely  interesting.'  The  books  so  honoured  are  : 
Frank  FairUgh,  The  Woman  in  White,  The  Jfoonstone, 
Grijfith  Gaunt,  Th«  War  Trail,  The  Ueadhu  Horseman, 
King  Solotnen's  Mines,  She,  Mr.  Barnes  of  New  York,  A 
Queer  Race,  Micah  Clarke,  and  a  book  called  Mammon 
Worship.  Charles  Dickens  and  Sir  Walter  Scott  would 
have  been  gratified  could  they  have  known  that  this  boy 
would  place  a  formidable  dagger  opposite  the  names  Th^ 
Pickwick  Papers,  Martin  Chuzslewif,  David  Copperjield, 
Iranhoe,  and  Kenilworth,  for  this  dagger  is  intended  to 
convey  that  the  books  referred  to  are  '  of  literary  value.' 
I  suppose  that  his  conscience  would  not  allow  him  to  dub 
these  works  '  Intensely  interesting  '  ;  but  feeling  that  he 
could  not  sustain  his  reputation  as  a  boy  of  literary 
penetration  if  he  let  them  go  without  any  notice  at  all, 
he  had  recourse  to  the  above  kingly  compliment.  Four 
books  are  marked  witli  the  double  dagger,  the  sj'mbol  of 
'Amusing.'  These  are  :  Vice  Versd,  A  TVamp  Abroad, 
Three  Men  in  a  Boat,  and  Mr.  Barnes  of  New  York,  the 
latter  thus  receiving  the  special  grace  of  a  double  reference. 

The  above  may  be  taken,  I  suppose,  to  comprise  his 
favourable  criticisms.  AVhen  he  comes  to  those  which 
are  xmfavourable,  his  style  g^ws  more  concise  still — 
almost  rudely  concise.  He  affects  no  '  smart  slating,' 
he  stoops  to  no  cynicism  :  he  merely  marks  the  books  he 
dislikes  with  a  cross,  and  writes  in  his  footnote  '  Rot ' ! 
The  works  which  call  down  this  uttennost  expression  of 
my  young  friend's  disgust  are  strangely  varied.  The 
majority  of  them  bear  names  which  are  quite  imfamiliar 
to  me,  and  are  probably  not  inaptly  criticised ;  but  it 
seems  imkind  to  so  summarily  condemn  From  Log  Cabin 
to  White  House,  The  Master  of  Ballantrae,  and  The  Channings. 

But  if  his  condemnation  is  severe  he  makes  up  for  it  by 
the  fervour  of  his  admiration  when  he  finds  a  book  he 
likes.  He  seems  to  have  deemed  it  incumbent  upon  him 
to  put  upon  record  what,  in  his  judgment,  is  the  best  book 
that  ever  was  written.  The  title  of  the  work  upon  which 
liis  fancy  has  fallen  he  has  surrounded  with  all  manner  of 
doral  designs  in  various  coloured  inks.  The  name  thus 
decorated  is  The  Moonstonf." 


Paris   Letter. 

(From  our  French  Correspondent.) 

M.  Emile  Zola  in  the  guise  of  a  humorist  is  something 
novel.  His  publisher,  M.  Fasquelle,  has  just  issued  an 
edition  de  lujte  of  La  Fi't*  de  Coqim-ille,  wonderfully  illus- 
trated by  M.  Andr6  Devambey.  It  is  a  huge  Norman 
joke,  and  may  be  instructively  compared  with  Daudet's 
ever  delightful  Tartarin.  Tartarin  so  sunny  and  vivid  and 
sparkling,  all  grace  and  charm  and  delicate  humour :  the 
other  as  gross  and  heavy  as  a  cask  of  cider  and  the  loud- 
mouthed laughter  of  peasants.  Coqueville  is  a  little 
Xorman  fishing  village  inhabited  by  a  couple  of  hundreds 
of  souls.  For  several  centuries,  the  historian  assures  us, 
the  natives  bore  the  single  surname  of  Mahe,  until  one 
Floche  suddenly  came,  who  married  a  maid  of  the  house 
of  Mahe,  with  fatal  results  for  the  dominant  family.     In 
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time  the  Floches  became  prodigiously  prtjlific  and  ousted 
the  Main's  of  their  prestige  and  belongings.  The  state  of 
Cofjuevillo  M.  Zola  defines  us  a  civil  war  between 
150  Floches  and  fifty  Mahi's.  There  was  nobody  else 
except  the  cure,  who  tried  to  keep  the  peace  between  them, 
and  the  agent  from  Grandport  who  bought  their  fish. 

One  day  the  fisher- lads  returned  to  Coqueville  dead-drunk. 
Instead  of  mackerel,  they  had  fished  up  a  barrel  containing 
a  mysterious  liquid.  The  natives,  including  the  cur^,  were 
filled  with  envy,  ami  the  mayor  set  out  upon  the  high  seas 
in  Hoarch  of  similar  luck.  lie  ciiino  back  with  two  barrels. 
The  Floches  went  out,  and  brought  back  three  more.  They 
were  liqueurs  of  all  colours  of  the  rainbow,  but  nobody 
could  give  them  a  name,  not  even  the  gendarme  known  as 
the  Emperor,  "  because  he  had  served  under  Charles  X.," 
who  was  supposed  to  know  everything  and  a  great  deal 
more  as  well,  and  to  have  drunk  at  every  source  of  intoxica- 
tion. Even  the  cur^  found  it  a  g^reat  hardship  to  be 
obliged  to  get  drunk  without  knowing  precisely  on  what. 
As  soon  us  the  barrels  were  emptied  those  who  were  sober 
enough  had  only  to  put  otit  to  sea  and  haul  in  a  fresh  half- 
dozen.  The  village  drank  in  a  body  on  the  beach  from 
early  morning  till  late  at  night,  and  lay  about  the  sands 
sleeping  off  the  fumes  of  li(juor  beneath  the  stars.  Men, 
women,  and  children  lived  on  swoet  liquids  and  fiery 
alcohol  for  several  days  and  several  nights,  and  did  not 
even  make  any  pretence  of  going  home  at  morning. 
The  weather  was  superb,  fortunately,  and  the  Norman 
constitution,  we  know,  is  tough.  After  a  week  of  wonder  at 
the  prolonged  absence  of  the  ( 'oqueville  fishermen,  the 
agent  of  Grandport  decides  to  visit  the  village  and  ascertain 
the  cause.  lie  goes  to  the  mayor's  house,  and  finds  it 
empty — beds  unmade,  kitchen  in  disorder.  He  visits  the 
curate  and  finds  no  sign  of  life.  The  village  streets  are 
empty,  all  the  street  doors  ajar,  not  a  soul  in  view,  no 
sound  of  voice.  Another  Taruscon  after  the  exodus.  But 
lo !  down  on  the  beach  he  descries  all  Coqueville  asleep  in 
various  attitudes — the  mayor,  the  gendarme,  the  (utre,  all 
the  babies,  youths,  and  maidens,  men  and  women,  and  the 
old  folk  dead-drunk,  with  dozens  of  empty  barrels  about 
them.  An  English  vessel  had  been  wrecked  hereabouts, 
and  this  was  the  consequence. 

As  broad  farce  the  book  is  most  amusing.  If  it  lack 
the  shades  and  delicacies  of  humour,  if  it  lack  the  balance 
of  probability — well,  these  are  not  virtues  M.  Zola  has 
accustomed  us  to  expect  iu  his  colossal  works.  But  it  is  a 
novel  achievement  on  his  part  to  make  us  laugh.  His 
touch  is  lighter,  more  cleanly,  and  more  good-humoured 
in  this  inoffensive  and  funny  little  farce  than  we  could 
have  believed.  It  is  Daudet  at  a  very  long  interval,  with, 
in  fact,  all  the  breadth  of  France  between  them,  with  the 
difference  between  the  juice  of  the  vine  and  that  of  the 
apple.  But  it  shows  Zola  in  a  new  light,  and  that  is 
always  desirable. 

M.  Augiiste  Filon's  new  book  on  the  French  theatre, 
Le  Dumas  a  Roitand,  is  a  far  more  valuable  addition  to 
dramatic  criticism  than  his  superficial  study  of  the  English 
theatre.  Here,  at  least,  he  is  in  thorough  sympathy  with 
his  subject,  and  no  critic  who  dislikes  England,  English 
ways,  and  English  character  as  M.  Filon  so  candidly 
admits  that  he  does,  can  hope  to  compass   an   effective 


undr-rstanding  of  the  English  stage  or  drama.  I  luppotA 
no  Frenchman  refliding  in  England  for  yean  ha«  ev««r 
written  less  capable  nonsense  on  the  subject  of  Knglnnd, 
of  her  drama  and  her  literature,  than  M.  Filon  in 
the  deadly  dull  pages  of  the  lieiuf  dei  Deux  Mondti. 
M.  Filon  is  right,  to  my  mind,  in  giving  the  first 
place  in  French  (contemporary  dramn  to  Alexandre  Dumas. 
L«»  JeuMi  will  none  of  him,  but  then  it  is  the  way  with 
U»  Jeurui  to  do  away  with  all  older  reputations  than  their 
own.  But  this  idle  exercise  of  their  impertinent  wit  does 
not  hurt  their  betters.  Dumas  will  happily  be  read  when 
they  are  not  remembered.  H .  L. 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

Ma.  Frank  Harris  has  decided  on  a  complete  cliange 
of  scene  and  life.  From  the  task  of  editing  the  Saturday 
Jleriew  the  wearied  Titan  is  retiring,  and  Monte  f'arlo, 
instead  of  London,  will  be  his  future  haunt.  There  is  talk 
of  an  hotel,  and  of  a  member  of  the  old  Halurdaij  stalT 
being  associated  with  his  late  chief  in  the  new  enterprise. 


LoRn  Emly,  who  has  this  week  become  a  Home  liuler, 
lives  at  Terroe,  Limerick,  and  is  the  son  (by  a  French 
mother)  of  the  first  Lord  Emly,  a  man  of  herculean  pro- 
portions, and  hence  generally  known  as  "  Little  Em'ly." 
This  father,  the  first  peer,  had  some  reputation  in  the 
House  of  Commons  as  Mr.  Monsell;  and  Mr.  Gladstone 
made  him  first  a  Postmaster-General,  and  then  sent  him 
"  up."  Of  the  other  peers  who  turned  ag^nst  their 
maker  when  Home  Rule  was  introduced  ho  waa  one ; 
and  the  fact  that  he  was  a  Roman  Catholic  added,  in  Mr. 
Gladstone's  estimation,  to  the  nastiness  of  the  knock — it 
caused  him,  he  admitted  to  a  friend  in  his  cautious  way, 
"  painful  meditation."  Had  he  lived,  he  would  of  course 
have  been  delighted  that  the  son  of  his  old  friend  should 
become  a  recruit  to  the  cause,  at  a  moment  when  recruits 
seem  to  be  much  a-  wanting.  Lord  Emly  has  a  particularly 
enthusiastic  temperament,  and  is  a  stirring  speaker.  His 
voice  will  be  heard  in  the  land. 


When  the  Young  England  Movement  was  in  full 
swing  in  the  forties  it  had  for  one  of  its  aims  the  retention 
of  the  labourer  upon  the  land.  He  was  to  be  called  a 
peasant,  for  one  thing,  and  the  "  noble "  was  to  plaj 
cricket  with  him  and  to  climb  the  May-pole  on  village 
greens.  With  Disraeli  for  its  novelist  with  a  purpose, 
and  with  Faber,  Jjord  John  Manners,  and,  in  a  sense, 
Monckton  Milnes  for  its  laureates,  the  movement  gavs 
expression  in  prose  and  verse  to  its  hopes  and  fears  for  the 
future  of  agriculture  in  England.  Faber,  in  particular, 
dreaded  the  flight  of  the  countrymen  into  the  towns — the 
towns 

That  spurn  the  weight  wherewith  the  green  earth  lies 
On  peasant  spirits  with  her  mysteries. 
But  nothing  could  stay  that  exodus;  and  Faber  himself  left 
the  Rectory  of  Elton  and  settled  in  King  William-street, 
Strand,  to  found  the  Oratory  which  has  its  home  now  in 
South  Kensington.  Where  these  men  failed  to  persuade  a 
town-attracted  generation,  the  modem  novelist  shall  scarce 
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succued.  Indeed,  Mr.  Eider  Haggard  speaks,  in  Ms  farm- 
ing articles  in  Longman's  Magazine,  not  so  much  as  social 
reformer,  or  resthete,  or  novelist,  but  merely  as  landed 
proprietor.  He  cannot  get  skilled  labourers  in  Norfolk 
under  sixty  years  of  age,  and  a  youth  for  his  farm  he  has 
not  found  after  two  years  of  searching.  It  is  a  miserable 
story,  but  an  inevitable  ;  and  is  not  the  literary  man  himself 
(t»  say  nothing  of  the  artist)  to  whom  the  country  has  been 
commended  by  the  practice  of  poets,  from  Wordsworth 
to  Tennyson,  as  gregarious  as  the  agrarian  population? 
Mr.  Eider  Haggard  himself  we  should  charge  with  being 
never  so  happy  as  when  he  is  in  town. 


Lady  Butler  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  hear,  before 
leaving  England  for  the  Cape,  that  another  of  her  pictures 
has  found  a  place  in  a  public  gallery.  This  is  "Balaclava," 
which  has  just  been  presented  to  the  Corporation  Gallery 
at  Manchester  by  Mr.  E.  Whitehead.  Of  Lady  Butler's 
other  works,  "The  Eoll  CaU"  is  at  Windsor  and  "Eorke's 
Drift"  at  Osborne.  "  Quatre  Bras"  is  in  the  National 
Gallery  at  Melbourne  ;  "The  Eemnants  of  an  Army  "  in 
the  Tate  Gallery ;  "  Scotland  for  Ever !  "  in  the  Town  Hall 
at  Leeds;  while  "Steady  the  Brums  and  Fifes!"  is  in 
poBsession  of  the  regiment  whose  bravery  it  commemorates 
— the  "  Hie  Hards  "  of  the  Peninsular  War. 


Mb.  Sargent,  E.A.,  has  completed  a  portrait  of  Miss 
Octavia  Hill,  particularly  interesting  both  for  personal 
and  for  artistic  reasons.  Mr.  Sargent  has  usually  had 
young  women  for  his  sitters,  and  women  who  have  not 
the  history  of  the  world's  suffering  traced  by  sympathy 
on  their  faces.  In  so  far  as  Miss  Octavia  Hill  has  given 
Mr.  Sargent  new  points,  he  has  made  them  welcome,  and 
has  succeeded  in  capturing  them  upon  his  canvas.  Miss 
Hill,  whose  social  work  is  so  much  after  Mr.  Euskin's 
own  heart,  had,  nevertheless,  a  difference  in  old  days 
with  "  The  Professor."  That  is  over  now ;  and  one  of 
Miss  Hill's  great  pleasures  has  been  to  get  a  recent 
message  of  affectionate  greeting  from  the  invalid  of 
Coniston. 


The  passage  of  arms  between  Mr.  Prothero,  the  editor 
of  the  Qtcarterly  Review  (who  is  retiring  in  favour  of  his 
brother),  and  "  The  London  Correspondent "  (which  ought 
to  be  read  "  One  of  the  London  correspondents  ")  of  the 
Manchester  Guardian  is  hardly  conclusive.  Mr.  George  W. 
Eussell  is  weU  known  as  one  of  the  best  informed 
of  the  contributors  to  the  "London  Letter"  in  question, 
and  he  it  was,  one  may  assume  from  internal  evidence, 
who  offered  the  Quarterly  a  review  of  Cardinal  Manning's 
Life  at  the  time  of  its  publication.  It  was  "  declined 
with  thanks  "  (a  rare  experience  with  him),  and  he  has 
lived  to  tell  the  tale,  the  other  day,  with  his  own  infer- 
ences, in  a  paragraph  in  the  Manchester  paper.  Moreover, 
he  has  drawn  the  editor  whose  judgment  he  impugns — the 
great  editor  of  the  Quarterly,  throwing  anonymity  to  the 
winds,  has  entered  the  lists  with  a  "  would-be  contributor  " 
in  the  pages  of  a  provincial  paper.  This  is  the  letter 
which  establishes  or  suggests  more  new  precedents  than 

one: 

Sir, — Your  London   correspondent    states    that   I,    as 
editor  of  the  Quarterly  Review,  declined  to  publish  a  review 


of  Cardinal  Manning's  Life  on  the  ground  that  the  book 
was  not  of  "  sufficient -interest  or  importance,"  and  that 
my  decision  was  characterised  by  Mr.  Gladstone  as  "the 
most   amazing  editorial  judgment  which  had  ever  come 
under  his  notice."     Your  correspondent's  first  statement 
is  absolutely  untrue,  and  therefore  Mr.  Gladstone's  opinion 
is  worthless.     Your  paragraph  illustrates— and  in  this  lies 
its  only  public  importance— the  travesties  of  truth  which 
were  so  often  palmed  off  upon  Mr.  Gladstone  as  facts  in 
order  to  elicit  his  opinion  for  subsequent  quotation.     The 
facts    are    these.      The    Life  of  Cardinal  Manning  was 
published  at  Christmas,   1895,    and  the  earliest  date   at 
which  the  book  could  be  reviewed  in  the  Quarterly  was 
April,  1896.     In  that  interval  such  a  book  was  certain  to  be 
read  by  everyone,  to  be  discussed  everywhere,  and  to  be 
reviewed    in    every  newspaper   and    magazine.     It  was, 
laoreover,  a  biography  which  partly  owed  its  triumphant 
success  to  its  mass  of  minute  personal  detail.     It  left,  to 
quote  an  expression  used  by  Mr.  Gladstone  in  my  hearing, 
"  nothing  to  be  said  at  the  Day  of  Judgment."     A  would- 
be  contributor  to  the  Quarterly  asked  to  review  the  Life. 
My  reply  was  to  the  effect  that  the  book  was  so  interest- 
ing and  important  that  by  April  it  would  have  been  read 
by   everyone,   that  no   personal    details   remained   to  be 
added,  and  that  if  there  were  the  would-be  contributor 
could  add  nothing,  as  he  had  already  given  his  personal 
impressions  of   Canlinal  Manning.     In  other  words,  the 
book  was  too  interesting  and  important  to   be  reviewed 
three    months    after    its    publication.      Mr.    Gladstone's 
opinion  was  therefore  elicited,  and  is  now  quoted,  on  a 
statement  which  is  the  exact  reverse  of  the  truth. — Yours, 
i^tc,  E.  E.  Prothero. 

December  2,  189S. 


Mb.  Prothero  may  not  mean  it,  but  his  letter  is  the 
condemnation  of  Quarterlies  out  of  their  own  mouth.     It 
is  not  only  the  Life  of  Manning,  but  nearly  every  book  of 
importance,  that  is  "read  by  everyone,  discussed  every- 
where, and  reviewed  in  every  newspaper  and  magazine," 
to  use  the  all-inclusive  words  of  Mr.   Prothero,  before  a 
Quarterly  can  touch  it.     The  Manning  biography  made  no 
new    difficulty,    it  merely   illustrated  an  old   one,    long 
apparent  in  a  world  of  quickened  conditions.     Moreover, 
the  enormous  length   of  the  Manning   biography— each , 
volume  containing  some  800  large  pages  of  close  print—  - 
made  it  a  book  which  the  daily  reviewer  could  read  only  1 
in  part  for  his  instantaneously  published  notice;   and    tl 
was  therefore  eminently  a  book  which  gave  a  quarterly 
periodical  one  of  its  few  opportunities.     That  Mr.  Eussell, 
who  was  a  friend  of  the  Cardinal  as  well  as  of  Mr.  Glad- 
stone (and  had  a  hand  in  the  final  reconciliation  of  those' 
two   estranged    old  friends),    had  said  his  say  elsewherei 
may  have  been  a  legitimate  objection  against  him   per- 
sonally  !is   a   contributor;    but    it   does    not    touch    the 
omission  of  any  article  at  all,  or  lessen  the  interest  of  the 
epitaph  Mr.  Prothero's  letter  provides  for  periodicals  pub- 
lished only  four  times  in  a  year. 


The  private  view  of  Mr.  Hyde's  illustrations  of  Mr, 
George  Meredith's  Nature  Poems  and  his  series  of  Londm 
Impressions  attracted  a  little  crowd  of  unusually  interests 
spectators.  Mr.  George  Meredith,  who  came  to  Londoi 
that  afternoon,  was  not  able  to  fulfil  his  wish  to  be  there 
but  his  son,  and  host,  Mr.  William  Maxse  Meredith  wa( 
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80  was  Mr.  Hyde  himself,  and  Mr.  John  Davidson,  one  of 
the  earliest  to  recognise  the  peculiar  genius  of  this  artist 
in  black  and  white.  Another  tribute  was  paid  from  a  less 
expected  quarter,  for  two  of  the  drawings  were  bought  by 
Mr.  Balfour. 


I 
I 


Robert  Browning. 

Died  at  Vknick  10  p.m.,  Decemder  12,  1889.) 

The  lamp  is  out !     The  house  of  clay 

•Stands  dark  and  tcnautlcss  to-day  I 

"  To  him  and  us,  is't  loss  or  gain  ?  "  you  tay. 

See !     Yonder  flashed  a  meteor  bow ! 
An  instant  only,  and,  beyond  the  flow 
Of  salt  lagoon,  we  saw  the  ocean  glow. 

An  instant  only  I     Then  the  night 

Seemed  darker  than  before  the  light 

That  broke  our  blindness  with  its  arrow  flight. 

The  darker  ?— Yes  I     But  have  we  learned 

In  vain,  for  what  our  spirit  yearned 

— The  wider  world,  whereon  that  meteor  burned  ? 

A  world  outside  our  little  woe 

Kept  wholesome  by  the  ebb  and  flow 

Of  mighty  tides !— Gain  surely,  this  t  J  know  ? 

80  stand  we  at  the  outer  gate 
Whence  beamed  a  beacon  light  of  late. 
But  now  untenanted,  dark,  desolate. 

Yes  I     House  all  darkness,  but  the  road 

Of  life  where  shone  that  kind  abode. 

The  brighter  for  the  Pisgah  sight  bestowed  ! 

For  Meteor,  Master,— both  made  plain, 

Around  a  life  of  seeming  bane, 

God's  reconciling  ocean. — This  our  gsin 

And  hi»  ? — Yet  greater,  for  away 

From  night,  he  sees  in  deathless  day 

His  faith  fulfilled — Love,  Power,  come  fuU  in  play  ! 

Frederic  Bretox. 


Drama. 

How  little  the  subject  of  a  play  matters  in  comparison 
with  its  treatment  is  curiously  exemplified  in  "  On  and 
Off,"  which  furnishes  the  Vaudeville  with  one  of  the 
liveliest  and  most  riotous  farces  seen  in  the  West-end 
theatres  for  many  a  day.  M.  Bisson,  author  of  "Le 
Controleur  des  Wagons-lits,"  of  which  "  On  and  Off"  is  a 
translation,  can  claim  no  sort  of  originality  for  his  plot.  In 
this  respect  the  Vaudeville  piece  is  only  one  of  a  whole 
brood  of  farces  traceable  to  "Le  Mari  a  la  Campagne,"  a 
piece  by  Bayard  produced  at  the  Comodie  Frangaise  nearly 
sixty  years  ago.  I  have  had  the  curiosity  to  turn  to  the 
contemporary  records  of  "Le  Mari  a  la  Campagne." 
Theophile  Gautier  deplored  the  fact  that  Bayard,  who  was 
one  of  Scribe's  cleverest  disciples,  should  have  descended 
to  such  a  mechanical  piece  of  work.  He  did  not  foresee 
the  immense  popularity  that  the  piece  was  destined  to  enjoy 
■even  at  the  Maison  de  Molitre.     In  "  On  and  Off "  all  the 


essentials  of  Bayard's  theme  are  reproduced — the  flighty 

husband,  the  tyrannical  mother-in-law,  the  double  life  on 
the  husband's  part  that  his  domestic  trials  induce  him  tu 
resort  to.  The  mechanism  of  the  story  is  changed,  but  not 
the  motive.  This,  indeed,  has  >>een  the  case  with  all  the 
adaptations  of  the  original  idea,  the  various  authors  di«- 
jilaying  their  ingenuity  in  finding  a  pretext  for  the  evil- 
doer's frequent  absences  from  home.  In  "  I>a  Plantation 
Thoraassin,"  for  example,  he  is  the  proprietor  of  a 
mythical  estate  in  the  West  Indies  ;  in  "  lia  FlamlM»yante  " 
the  captain  of  an  imaginary  ship.  M.  Bisaon  brings  the 
idea  up  to  date,  his  hero  lieing  inspector  to  a  Sleeping  Car 
Company.  In  all  cases,  needless  to  say,  the  denouement  of 
the  story  is  the  discovery,  by  the  prying  and  suspicious 
mother-in-law,  of  the  pot-aux-rotes.  Perhaps  M.  Bisson  is 
a  little  indebted  to  one  of  his  predecessors,  Alfred  Henne- 
quin,  author  of  "La  Flamboyante."  Henne^iuin's  hero 
was  bowled  out  by  the  fact  of  there  being  a  real  vessel  of 
that  name,  and  the  special  misfortime  of  Ghjorgfe  (iodfray 
in  "  On  and  Off,"  is  that  a  namesake  of  his  own  occupies 
the  very  post  that  he  claims  to  hold  in  tlie  Sleeping  Car 
Company's  service. 

With  all  the  points  of  resemblance  existing  between  this 
piece  and  its  numerous  congeners,  one  can,  nevertheless, 
ungrudgingly  recognise  and  applaud  the  spontaneity  and 
freshness  of  M.  Bisson's  treatment.     Whenever  the  story 
threatens  to  flag,  he  is  ready  with  some  droll  episode  that 
throws  the  house  into  convulsions  of  laughter.     Take  that 
of  the  winking  lady  for  example,  the  demure  victim  of  a 
sort  of  St.  Vitus's  dance  which  makes  all  the  men  she 
meets  believe  that  she    is  encouraging  their  advances. 
Curiously  enough,  M.  Bisson's  piece  is  entirely  unobjec- 
tionable from  what  may  be  called  the  Mrs.  Grundy  point 
of    view.     When  in  French   farce  of    the  conventional 
pattern  a  mart  volage  absents  himself  from  the  conjugal 
roof,  one  has  no  difficulty  in  guessing  how  he  spends  his 
time.    The  adapter  is  obliged  to  cover  up  the  hero's  delin- 
(juencies   by  some   clumsy  and   transparent  device.     But 
M.  Brisson  makes  the  adapter's  path  smooth  for  him.     To 
be  sure,  George  Godfray  seeks  the  relaxation  of  female 
society,  but  it  is,  so  to  speak,  pour  le  ban  motif,  since  he 
represents  himself  as  a  divorce,  and  is,  in  fact,  scheming  to 
obtain  a  divorce  from  his  wife  so  as  to  make  g^ood  his 
word  to  his  innamorata.     One  would  almost  suppose  that 
Bisson  had  written  expressly  with  an  eye  to  the  English 
and  American  market.     Literary  this  class  of  piece  is  not ; 
it  has  not  mended  its  ways  by  a  hair's-breadth  since  it  met 
with  Gautier's  condemnation.     But  "  On  and  Off  "  is  ex- 
cellent fooling;  it  keeps  the  house  in  roars  of  laughter, 
mainly  at  the  malefactor's  expense,  who  finds  in  his  name- 
sake a  veritable  Nemesis,  thwarting  all  his  plans ;  and  the 
author's  comic  resource  enables  him  to  obtsdn  a  rreie«ndo 
effect  in  his  last  act,  where  the  wretched  husband,  be- 
wildered by  a  telephone,  which  enjoins  him,  in  solemn 
accents,  to  repent,  and  confronted  with  the  members  of 
household   No.    1    as  he  is   sitting  down  to   dinner  with 
household  No.  2,  shrieks  with  terror  under  the  belief  that 
he  is  the  victim  of  hallucinations.     It  may  be  noted  that 
it  is  the  author  who  contributes  most  liberally  to  the  even- 
ing's fun.     There  are  but  two  parts  of  anj*  moment  in  the 
piece ;   those  sustained  by  Mr.  Giddens,  as  the  husband. 
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and  Mr.  Paul  Arthur,  as  his  terrible  friend,  all  the  others 
being  what  are  technically  known  as  "feeders." 

What  a  contrast  is  afforded  between  this  effervescent 
piece  of  nonsense  and  the  witless,  incompreliensible  so- 
called  farce  furnished  to  the  Court  Theatre  by  Mr.  H.  Y. 
Esmond  under  the  title  of  "  Cupboard  Love."  It  seems 
impossible  for  our  younger  writers  to  catch  the  true 
farcical  spirit.  M.  Bisson  is  "  mechanical,"  no  doubt,  in 
one  sense,  but  his  irrepressible  vis  comica  asserts  itself  at 
every  turn  ;  while  Mr.  Esmond  is  mechanical  without  the 
smallest  gleam  of  humour  or  character,  or — I  will  not  say 
common  sense,  but  plausibility  in  his  dramatic  scheme. 
Mr.  Esmond,  who  affects  "  new  "  methods,  ought  to  pray 
to  be  delivered  from  his  friends  in  the  Press.  They  try  to 
persuade  him  that  eccentricity  is  genius. 

The  parody  of  Shylock  given  by  the  Elizabethan  Stage 
Society  was  not  the  only  or  the  worst  solecism  of  which 
the  members  of  this  curious  body  were  guilty  in  their 
performance  of  "  The  Merchant  of  Venice  "  given  the 
other  day  at  St.  George's  Hall.  They  professed  to  produce 
the  play  "after  the  manner  of  the  sixteenth  century" — it 
was  so  stated  in  the  bond — i.e.,  the  programme.  Yet  a 
professional  actress  sustained  the  part  of  Portia,  although 
it  is  certain  that  no  women  acted  on  the  English  stage 
before  the  middle  of  the  seventeenth  century,  while  the 
stage  was  lit  by  gas  and  footlights  instead  of  suspended 
candles,  which  were  employed  almost  up  till  Garrick's  time. 
On  the  part  of  an  ordinary  amateur  dramatic  societj',  such 
incongruities  would  not  matter.  But  the  Elizabethan 
Stage  Society  appeals  to  the  public  for  funds  on  the  ground 
that  its  work  is  "  educational."  J.  F.  N. 


The    *'  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An  Offer  to  Authors. 
The  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion 
with  the  Academy  iovite  works  in  MS.  for  consideration. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  No  fee  for  readiog  and 
reporting,  or  for  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  was  set  lorth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  an  assumed  name  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "  Academy  Bureau  " 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  should  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  applies  only  to  books  that 
have  not  been  pubUsbed,  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors 
of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSS.  submitted  to 
them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss.  They 
cannot  enter  into  correspondence  with  authors  on  the  subject 
of  books  criticised  in  the  Bureau,  or  as  to  completed  agree- 
ments. 


The  Conscieaxe  Wakd. 


By  "  Goddess." 


The  chief  figure  in  this  strange  tale  is  the  Goddess  Desma, 
who  dwelt  in  the  Temple  of  Honour  and  wielded  a  Wand. 
The  shrine  was  visited  by  Socialist  demagogues,  liars,  mothers 
who  neglected  their  chUdren,  girls  addicted  to  the  reading  of 
sensational  novels,  and  other  persons  in  tiouble  about  then- 


souls.  They  touched  the  Wand,  and  then  the  goddess  p 
them  right  about  their  sins.  The  novel  was  designed  to  be  a 
social  satire  ;  but  it  is  written  in  a  vein  too  serious.  We  have 
found  it  rather  hard  reading.  The  writer's  whimsical  idea  is 
good ;  but  he  has  not  sufficient  intellectual  agihty  to  do  it 
justice. 

The'  Hall  or  Tebpsichoke.  By  "  Tentative." 

Back  to  the  days  of  old,  poet. 
Back  to  the  olden  days  ! 

Back  to  the  time  when  the  poet's  rhyme 
Led  through  wholesome  and  cleanly  ways. 

Nor  stooped  to  paint  the  loathly  taint 
Of  carrion  soul-decays. 
This  vigorous  "foreward"  drives  us  backward  in  high  expec- 
tation; but  our  hope  is  scarcely  realised.  "Tentative"  has  a 
pleasant  mind,  and  we  feel  that  there  are  ideas  in  it  worthy  of 
expression  ;  but  she  has  not  yet  found  her  singing  voice.  Her 
lines  are  invariably  blameless  from  the  moraUst's  point  of 
view,  and  many  of  them  are  pretty ;  but  we  have  been  unable 
to  find  a  single  one  which  holds  a  thought  original  or  expressed 
with  original  force.  StUl,  as  we  have  said,  we  feel  that 
"  Tentative"  has  an  undiscovered  vein  of  poesy  in  her  mind. 

Poems.  By  "  Mtjsophilus." 

"  Out  of  the  Depths,"  the  piece  with  which  this  volume 
opens,  is  genuinely  poetical.  It  is  so  good  that,  after  having 
read  it,  we  thought  we  had  chanced  upon  a  poet  of  rare  merit, 
and  were  delighted.  Alas !  the  other  pieces  are  so  much  in- 
ferior that  it  is  difficult  to  realise  that  they  were  written  by  the 
same  hand.  Most  of  them  are  in  tortuous  measures,  and 
singidarly  lacking  in  the  spontaneous  sincerity  which  charac- 
terises "Out  of  the  Depths."  Even  when  "Musophilus" 
adopts  a  simple  measiu-e,  there  is  usually  something  wrong. 
For  example ; 

I  sit  and  dream  that  hand  in  hand  we  glide 
Still  o'er  the  bosom  of  the  teeming  lake, 
And  sigh  that  from  this  dream  I  e'er  should  wake — 

My  fancy  winging  me  to  thy  sweet  side. 

Why  teeming?  Teeming  with  what?  Trout?  That  cannot 
be :  in  winter  trout  have  sought  the  streams.  Coarse  fish  ? 
What  have  they  to  do  with  the  love  scene ':  The  truth 
obviously  is  that  teeming  was  put  in  because  two  syllables  were 
needed  at  that  part  of  the  line.  We  cannot  allow  our  poets  to 
make  patchwork. 

A  New  Morality.  By  J.  S. 

This  comedy  would  be  impossible  on  the  stage.  The  chsirac- 
ters  pop  in  and  out  exactly  as  they  are  wanted  by  the  author. 
That  would  not  please  the  audience,  who  would  wish  to  know 
how  the  characters  were  always  at  hand  so  conveniently.  As 
literature  the  play  has  merit.  The  dialogue  is  neat  and 
humorous.  Indeed,  it  is  almost  too  much  so.  Each  character 
speaks  exactly  like  every  other.  In  short,  the  author  has  pro- 
jected himself  into  all  the  characters.  That  is  right ;  but  J.  S. 
has  forgotten  that  it  is  necessary  to  give  individuality  to  the 
characters  in  a  play.  The  most  we  can  say  of  this  work  is  that, 
absurd  as  it  is  from  all  practical  points  of  view,  it  show* 
intellect  and  promise. 

Divided.  By  "  Miltoxise." 

This  volume  has  had  a  long  journey.  It  has  come  to  us- 
from  Canada.  We  should,  therefore,  have  been  particularly 
happy  to  find  it  a  work  which  we  could  accept.  Unfortunately,  _ 
we  do  not ;  and  the  nature  of  the  disqualification  makes  our 
disappointment  all  the  more  acute.  The  novel  is  excellent  in 
all  respects  save  one.  The  characters  are  vividly  individualised ; 
the  dialogue  is  natural  and  good ;   the  story  itself  holds  our 
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attentiou  ;  but  the  author's  seuse  of  syntax  is  almost  quite 
uncultivated.  In  real  life  one  sometimes  falls  in  with  a  game- 
keeper or  other  unsophisticated  porsou  who  can  toll  a  story 
charmingly ;  but  how  would  the  story  look  if  we  read  a 
printed  word-for-word  report  of  it  'i  It  would  not  do  at  all. 
Errors  in  spoken  expression  do  not  disturb  one  if  the  s]>eak<>r 
has  genius ;  but  they  destroy  our  interest  in  the  printed  page. 
' '  Miltouise  "  is  like  the  gamekeeper  whom  we  have  in  memory. 
He  has  the  genius  for  story-telling ;  but  he  is  not  practised  in 
the  technical  art.  He  should  have  Uividrd  revised  by  some 
expert  friend. 


A  Street  Romance. 


By  H.  p. 


i 


We  should  like  to  dissuade  H.  P.  from  taking  any  further  steps 
towards  having  this  novel  published.  It  strikes  us  as  being  one 
of  the  follies  of  buoyant  youth.  It  is  not  unamiable ;  but  it  is 
unwise,  and  stern  critics  would  consider  it  revolting.  We  can 
believe  that,  although  obviously  resolved  upon  "  realism,'' 
H.  P.  intended  to  discover  the  soul  of  good  in  things  evil. 
It  might  even  be  said  that  he  is  not  in  that  respect  unsuccess- 
ful. Still,  with  all  his  industry,  he  has  not  redeemed  the 
unnatural  and  horrible  situation  out  of  which  the  story  sprang, 
and  much  of  the  "realism"  is  merely  inartistic  coarseness. 
H.  P.  has  an  energetic  intellect  and  a  good  style.  As  he 
will  probably  write  an  excellent  novel  when  his  mind  and  his 
methods  have  been  chastened  by  experience  o  life  and  study 
of  the  masters,  he  can  afford  to  sacrifice  this  essay  without 
remorse. 


For  Fickle  Fame. 


By  M.  p. 


"  She  could  never  glide  down  the  stream  of  life  trusting  to 
chance  or  others  to  guide  her  safely,  her  hand  must  hold  the 
reins  and  conquer  Fate's  iiery  steed."  That  is  a  fair  specimen 
of  M.  P.'s  writing.     What  is  Fate's  fiery  steed ;  and  what  is 

,  the  absurd  animal  doing  in  a  stream  ?  We  ask  these  questions 
in  order  to  indicate  the  directions  in  which  M.  P.  should  criti- 
cise herself.  It  is  sadly  clear  to  us  that  the  lady  has  not  yet 
attained  to  more  than  a  very  rudimentary  understanding  of 

[  literature. 


The  Wages  qv  Love. 


By  "  loNOTus." 


This  is  a  romantic  drama  of  English  life  in  the  seventh 
century.  There  is  a  certain  incongruity  between  the  period 
and  the  very  modern  language  of  the  play  ;  but,  considered  by 
itself,  the  language  is  excellent.  Much  as  we  admire  the  work, 
we  do  not  think  that  there  would  be  a  sufficient  market  for  it 
as  a  booklet.  It  strikes  us,  also,  as  being  in  certain  respects 
not  quite  adaptable  to  the  requirements  of  the  stage  ;  but  there 
would  be  no  harm  done  if  "  Ignotus  "  submitted  it  to  the  con- 
sideration of  a  manager. 


EOBEET  SURTEES. 


Edited  by  X.  Y.  Z. 


X.  Y.  Z.  has  made  a  selection  from  the  poems  of  Robert 
^Surtees,  who  caused  a  considerable  stir  among  men  of  letters 
rly  in  the  century.  A  few  of  them  Scott  quoted  in  T/** 
{imtrdsij  vf  the  Scuttiah  Bonier ;  all  of  them  were  published 
a  volume,  now  out  of  print,  which  was  issued  by  the 
Burtees  Society  in  18o2.  Not  being  quite  able  to  make  up  our 
Own  minds  about  the  documents  before  us,  we  have  consulted 
firm  of  large  experience  in  Scots  literature.  We  thought 
»t  they  might  have  a  special  interest  in  what  X.  Y.  Z.  has 
one.  80  they  have ;  but  what  they  said  to  us  confirms  our 
ear  that,  interesting  as  the  poems  are  to  the  bookworm  and 
ither  antiquaries,  there  would  not  be  a  sufficient  sale  for  the 
little  volume.  We  suggest  that  X.  Y.  Z.  should  weave  the 
poems  into  a  biographical  essay,  to  be  offered  to  lihckwood  or 
some  other  magazine  of  rank  in  scholarship. 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.  g. 

Last  week   wo   set  a  paper  of   ten   (|aestion>.     Th«w  ooaatotad 
of  the  oonclading  words  of  ten  works  of   fletioo,  and  were  •• 
follows  : 
1.  "  P»p»,  oome ! " 

The  Pro/euor.    (C.  Bront*-.) 


2. 


"  His  fate  wax  destined  to  a  foreig^n  itrand, 
A  paltry  fortress  and  an  '  humble'  band  ; 
He  left  the  name  at  which  the  world  ^rew  pale, 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  •  Tale.' 


leankoe.    (Soott.) 


3.  Such  are  the  changes  which  a  few  years  bring  alont,  and  so  do 
things  pats  awar,  like  a  tale  that  ii  told  I 

Olil  Curlotity  Shop.    (Dickens.) 


4.  Bat  the  chickens  were  wiser. 

Story  of  an  African  Farm. 


(0.  Sohreiner.> 


i>.  His  wife,  the  Lady  Alexandrina,  is  to  be  seen  in  the  one-hone 
carriage  with  her  mother  at  Baden-Baden. 

Small  Umite  at  Aliington.    (TroUope.) 


6.  And  I  have  by  me,  for  my  comfort,  two  strange  white  flowers — 
shrivelled  now,  and  brown,  and  flat,  and  brittle — to  witness  that 
even  when  mind  and  strength  had  gone,  gratitude  and  a  mutual 
tenderness  still  Uved  on  in  the  heart  of  man. 

Time  Muehine.    (Wella.) 

7.  But,  taking  a  glance  at  the  others  of  her  late  company  of  acton 
she  compresses  her  lips. 


TKr  KgoUt.    (Meredith.) 


8.  Bat,  in  spite  of  these  deficiencies,  the  wishes,  the  hopes,  the 
confidence,  the  predictions  of  the  small  band  of  true  friends  who 
witnessed  the  ceremony,  were  fully  answered  in  the  perfect  hap- 
piness of  the  union. 

Emmu.    (Jane  Austen.) 


'  Yon  see,  I  know  \ 


I  been  a  sinner  myself." 
mb  Tide. 


(Stevenson.) 


10,  What  do  you  think  it  was .' 

Alice  Through  the  Loohing-glaiti. 


(CarroU.) 


No  competitor  has  run  all  ten  to  earth  ;  bat,  having  decided  that 
six  correct  answers  out  of  ten  is  proportion  enough,  we  have  sent 
a  copy  of  Mr.  Whitten's  London  in  Somj  to  Mr.  L.  F.  Powell,  2, 
Cowley-place,  Oxford,  who  traced  eight  of  the  quotations  :  to  Mr. 
F.  P.  Wilde,  Ilminster,  Somerset,  who  traced  seven  ;  and  to  Mr. 
F.  C.  Wioken,  G,  Tonlmin-street,  8.E.,  Mr.  J.  T.  Cave,  Binsted, 
Cambridge,  and  Mr.  F.  Mines,  10,  Newgate-street,  E.C.,  who  traced 
six  each. 


Competition  No.   10. 

Let  those  in  vitreous  tenements  who  dwell 

Forbear  the  flinty  missile  to  propel. 
These  lines  are  a  highflown  rhyming  paraphrase  of  the  proverb ; 
"  Those  who  live  in  glass  houses  should  not  throw  stones."  We  ask 
our  readers,  taking  the  above  couplet  as  a  model,  to  apply  similar 
treatment  to  any  other  proverb  they  may  select.  There  are  no 
restrictions  as  to  metre  or  length  ;  but  the  proverb  must  be  a 
familiar  one,  and  the  paraphrase  must  be  in  rhyme  and  be  high- 
flown.  To  the  author  of  the  best  effort  a  cheque  for  one  gnineft 
will  be  sent. 

Answers,  addressed  "Literary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43 
Chancery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post 
of  Tuesday,  December  13.  Each  answer  must  be  accompanied  by 
the  coupon  to  be  found  at  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of  p.  454. 
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Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  December  8. 

THKOLOGICAL  AND  BIBLICAL. 
Sheldon  (C.  M.),  In  Uls  Steps  iWanl,  lock)    1/0 

HISTORY  AND  BIOGRAPHT. 

Hall  (Rev.  Nrwnmii),  An  Autobiography (Cassell)  lJ/8 

Conybcaro  (F.  T.),  The  Drej-fue  Case   (George  Alien.) 

Fairfield  (C),  Borne  Aooount  of  George  W.  Wilshere,  Baron  Brain  well 

(Macmillan)  lOrO 

Davis  (F.),  The  Romano-British  City  of  Silehester.... (Andrevfs)    8,0 

Bennett  {B.  N.),  The  Downfall  of  the  DorvisheB  (Methuen)    3/8 

C«««reBco(('ountciis  B.  M.>,  Cavour  {Ma«millan)    J/6 

Tnm  Punch.    Tlie  Political  Life  of  Mr.  Gladstone.    Vol.1 (Brartbnry) 

Barlow  (O.),  A  History  of  the  Dreyfns  Case (Simiikln)  10/« 

Hourst  (Lieut.),  French  Kntciprise  in  Africn (Chapman)  2»/0 

Hiatt  (('.),  Kllen  Terry (Bell) 

Rickett  (A.),  Prophets  of  the  Coiitury (Ward,  Lock)    6/0 

Kennedy  (A.),  The  Story  of  the  West  Indiea (Marahnll)    1/6 

Jtstrow  (M.),  The  Religion  of  Babylonia  and  Assyria (Ginn  &  (3o.) 

Field  (L.  F.),  An  Introdnction  to  the  Study  of  the  Renaissance 

(Smith,  Elder)    0/0 

Dtlke  (Sir  0.  W.^,  The  British  Empire (Chattol    3/0 

Thompson  (8.  P.^,  Michael  Faraday (Cauell)  21/0 

Bright  (G.  H.),  Life  Story  of  Sir  (^harles  T.  Bright  (Oonstoble)  63/0 

POBTRy,  CRITICISM,  BELLBS-LETTRES. 

Coulson  (F.  R.),  A  Jester's  Jinglea  (Skofflngton)  2,6 

Jackson  (G.  H.),  The  Demon  of  the  Wind (Long)  3/6 

Thomas  (H.),  Ballads  of  Evolution (Camborne  Printing  Co.)  net  2/6 

Ford  (R.),  Vagabond  Son^a  and  Ilallads  of  Scotland (Gardner) 

Jewitt  (W.  H.I,  The  Nativity  in  Art  and  .Song    (Stock) 

Bailey  (11.  J.  S.),  Stmy  VersM (Stock)  2/6 

■Carpenter  (A.  L.l,  Edmund:  A  Metrical  Tale  (Stock) 

Haelie  (W.),  TJie  Vis'on  of  God  (from  Riickert) (MacLehoso) 

Morison  (J.\  Rifts  in  the  Reek   (Blackwood)  8/0 

A.  v..  Olivette (Burleigh)  LO 

Matheeon  (A.),  Love  Triumphant dimes)  8/0 

Rose  (G.  B.),  Renaissance  Masttre   (I^itnam's  Sons)  6/0 

Deny  (O.),  Love;  A  Poem   (Andrews)  1,0 

Shkw  (B.),  The  Perfect  Wagxerit*   (Richards)  36 

Bedford  (W.),  Love  Triumphant  (Stock) 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Molesworth  ^Mrs.),  Miaa  Mouse  and  Her  Hoys (Maemillan)  2/6 

Thoma.i  (R.  H.\  Spiderland    .  ...; (ChJawick  Press)  2/6 

Thynne  iR.),  Irish  Holidnys,  or.  Studies  Out  of  School  (Long)  6,0 

A.  H.  S.,  Lessons  in  Line  for  Little  Learners (Stock) 

Avory  (H.),  The  Dormilnry  Flag    (Nelson)  8/0 

C^lwell  (J.  M.),  One  Summer  by  the  Sea  (Nelson)  3/6 

EDnCATIONAL. 

Browne  (P.  J.),  Trigonometry  at  a  Glance    net    2/0 

Herbart  (J.  F.),  Letters  and  Lectores  on  Education tSwan)    4/6 

Briggs  iW.),  Tutorial  Algebra (Olive) 

TRAVEL  AND  TOPOGRAPH  T. 

^imliam  (R.  B.  C.^,  Mogreb-El-Acksa (Heinemann) 

Mathews  \C.  K.),  The  Annals  of  Mont  Blano (Unwin) 

Miller  yW.),  Travels  and  Politics  in  the  Near  East (Unwin) 

Diiiay  (A.),  The  New  Far  East (Cassell)  10.0 

Goinness  tl^).  Across  India  at  the  Dawn  of  the  20th  Century 

(Religious  Tract  Society)    3/6 
^VhitUker  (T.),  SighU  and  Scenes  in  Oxford  City  and  University 

(Oassell) 
SCIENCE,  NATURAL  HISTORT,  PHILOSOPHT,  ETC. 

«I  (H.  R.),  Instinct  and  Reason    (The  Maemillan  Co.)  12/6 

uUivan  (W.  B.  W.),  Morality  as  a  Religion  (Sonncnschetn)    6/0 

NEW  BDtTIONS. 

.BooU(       Walter),PeT«rilofthe  Peak  (Svols.)  (Dent)    46 

Whittier  (J.G.),PoeUcal  Works  (Frowde) 

Symonds  (J.  A.    Skotclies  and  Studies  in  Italy  and  Greece.    Third  Series 

(Smith.  Elder)    7/6 
Boms  (R.),  Poems  (Temple Classics,  1  vols.) , (Dentl  each    1.6 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

«rilllUi8  (Major  A.),  Mysteries  of  Police  and  Oime  (2  vols.) (Cassell) 

GUI  (Vra.  L.),  The  More  Excellent  Way (Frowde)    m 

KlUot(W.(;.l,  Amateur  Clubs  and  Actors (Arnold.  15/0 

Whelen  (F.),  London  OoTemmcnl ...(Richards)    3/6 


Reid  (A.),  The  House  of  Lords  Question (Ducliworth)    6/0 

The  London  University  Guide,  1898-9 (Univ.  Corr.  Coll.  Press)  gratis 

Souvtnir  iff  the  2\tt  Annual  Meeting  qfth*  Library  Association 

(Library  Supply  Co.)  net    2/3 


Tfn   new    novels  of   the    week,   numbering  fifteen,   are 
catalogued  ekewhtre. 


Correspondence. 

The  Education  Department  and  Copyright. 

Sir, — Nearly  the  whole  of  the  details  in  the  New  Code 
of  Instruction  to  be  given  in  Evening  Schools  on  the  two 
"special  subjects"  of  sick  nursing  and  of  ambulance 
have  been  "compiled"  from  J.  Bentall  Endean's  transla- 
tion of  The  Care  of  the  Sick,  by  Dr.  Billroth. 

When  this  fact  was  brought  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
Lords'  Committee  of  the  Privy  Council  on  Education  they 
replied  that  their  own  schemes  and  the  alternative  schemes 
of  the  St.  John  Ambulance  Association  had  been  supplied 
by  that  association  ;  that,  on  applying  to  it  for  its  answer 
to  the  claim  of  the  translator,  Dr.  Cantlie,  of  the  Charing 
Cross  Hospital,  who  "  compiled  the  alternative  schemes," 
denied  in  toto  that  any  reference  whatever  had  been  made 
to  Dr.  Billrotli's  work,  and  Sir  H.  Perrott,  the  association's 
secretary,  claimed  that  the  whole  "  compiled  "  syllabi  of 
the  four  schemes  in  the  Code  were  "entirely  original" 
"  compilations,"  and  for  them  there  was  no  indebtedness  to 
Dr.  Billroth. 

This  answer  my  Lords  sent  to  the  translator.  The  reply 
thereto,  immediately  returned,  gave  ample,  absolute,  and 
irrefragable  proofs  of  the  actual  and  positive  piracy  com- 
mitted, a  piracy  proved  beyond  question  by  the  words  of 
the  book,  and  its  general  consecutive  order  of  arrangement 
being  "  compiled "  into  the  syllabi  of  the  Code.  This 
reply  has  been  for  six  weeks  under  consideration  by  my 
Lords  and  by  the  St.  John's  Association,  and  now,  from 
the  reply  received,  the  "  in  toto  "  is  gone,  and  Dr.  Cantlie 
is  silent;  the  " entirely  original "  and  the  "denials"  of 
Sir  H.  Perrott  are  gone,  and  the  St.  John  Ambulance 
Association  is  silent;  and  my  Lords  tacitly  admit  the 
piracy,  for,  in  their  reply,  they  have  not  dared  to  offer  a 
single  word  in  its  defence,  but  seek  to  shelter  themselves 
by  re-stating  the  source  whence  the  schemes  were  derived) 
and  by  saying  that  "my  Ix)rds  do  not  consider  that  any 
useful  purpose  would  be  served  by  prolonging  this  corre- 
spondence." Had  there  been  no  infringement.  Dr.  Cantlie, 
the  Association  of  St.  John,  and  my  Lords  would  at  once 
have  indignantly  repudiated  the  charge. 

Here,  then,  we  have  the  Education  Department  accepting 
and  condoning  a  gross  and  grievous  infringement  of  copy- 
right, continuing  to  use  the  fruits  of  that  infringement, 
and  tliat  without  offering  one  word  of  apology  for  the 
theft  committed.  Is  not  this  a  high  e.Kample  of  morality 
to  be  set  before  the  rising  generation  in  the  public  Evening 
Continuation  Schools  of  the  kingdom  ? — I  am,  &c., 

Dec.  5,  1898.  J.  Eussell  Endkax.     ' 


*,^*     Owing   to  pressure  on  our  spaci-  other  letters  are  held 
over. 
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TKIItr)  BDIXroN  NOW  BKAPY. 

COLLECTED  POEMS.    By  Austin  Dobson.    With 

iMtem  I'ortrait.  Third  Edition.  Urown  8ro,  cloth  (lit,  <)•.  AIM  to  b« 
lia<l  in  levant  morocco. 

NEW  VOLCUl  or  FAIKT  TALKS  BT  LAUBINCK  B0D8M1K. 

THE  FIELD  of  CLOVER.     By  Lanrence  Hoqb- 

MAN.  With  Mvcrnl  llluMrntii  n>,  Tltlr.l'lir<^.  ■n<l '^'">"'  I""""  'O' lh» 
Author.  Crown  Kvn,  e».  Alwi  Fifty  Copiea  on  Whatman  I'aiier,  with 
lUuDtnitkins  CD  Jai.Hu«M  vellum.    {In.  out.  , 

ISABELLA  ;  or,  the  Pot  of  Basil.    By  John  Keats. 

FroliiM.|y  IIRifirated  nilh  rcccraica  B<r<lerr,  Fall-Faie  Pictuici,  and 
iDilial  Letters  by  W.  B.  MacDoufrall.    C'icwn  4Io,  10a.  eJ.  | 

The  Otaigow  Berald  ny»  :  "The  whole  volume  iit  an  artlKtic  gem."  , 

The 5eo/OTi(i)i  Mya :  "llic  took.aaa  «hole,  lormaaabeaLtKula 'prtucDta- 
tion  volame '  aa  ia  likely  to  appear  this  neanon.'*  ' 

SIDELIGHTS    of   NATURE    in    QUILL    and 

GBAYo.v.     h      K.  i.  RDWABDE8.     And  »  lllaatruliona  by  titoiga     i 
Haitc,  K.I...-.,  li.D.A.    Crown  8vo,  6».  I 

The  ArtUI  wya ;  "  Whoever  t.uya  thia  l»ck  will  have  hefon  »  porMirrd  of     , 
one  <<(  the  moat  charming  collectiona  ol  rural  picture*  it  ba>  ever  been  bta  lot 
to  come  acroea.^  i 

AN  EDITION  DE  LCXE  OF  THOMAS  A  KEMPI8. 

THE  IMITATION  of  CHRIST.     With  a  Frontis- 

piece  to  Ettch  Book,  and  I'iile-i'HKe  and  Cover  Deisigiia  by  Laurence 
Hontman,    Narrow  demy.  15a.  net. 


VOL.  VI.  NOW  BEADY. 


TMK  HTANlJAlin  HuHK  US  1HK  '■  f"  iHillDOEN   I.AM>" 

TRAVELS  in  TARTaRY.  THIBET,  and  CHINA. 

By  MM.  HL'CandOAHK'l  (liiM.4111.  Bei.rii.t  Kdilion.  Trana.alad  fiua 
tta  rrenoh  by  W,  HA/.LI'IT.  Huh  iuO  lllatuattona,  and  Map.  Ou* 
vcl.,  MO  pp  ,  rlotb,  >a.  i  paper,  ' 


"It  In  pUaaant  to  have  old  iii«n.»rlca  lativtd  liy  th»  rtceipt  of  M.  Iia«'a 
•Iravel».'  ^'—Jlhmnix, 

"An  Inlcrmtlng  and  v*iy  valuable  bock M   flue,  u,  itlxm  lb.,  laak  of 

writinarlell.  had  a  geuliiR  (f  r  minute  and  pan*  lettdera 

of  Mr,  tandor'ahtok  whowii>ti  to  aapplemet.t  '.)n#tb« 

forlitdden  lard  thtre  ^ivtn.we  can  recoCDO>.-i         .    ..    • .  ,1    ...    T1m« 

cannot  mar  the  inivteat  ol  bla  aod  ILUaljat'i  daiiig  aiul  tuutmlul  utm- 
fT\a»,"-Ac(numg,  

TK'o  nii'oiriA.^T  MATnr.iiATirAL  nooKS. 
LECTURES  on  ELEMENTARY  MATHEMATICS. 

iSf  JOHU'H  J.i)Llri  ],A<iI(ANtiK.  With  Vi,xu%,i  i4  U  ■  *  .K.or 
leo  |>i>.,  {m,  Iiicluo'i*  \.t*U\tkm  Ml  "  AmJ.iueiic/'  "Al(ri'i»,  '  'ir* 
fUafilblioD  of  Nuimrical  K(|uaiii.ii«."  febil  "Ti  t>  Uta^e  trf  (  Nivr-  ,r,  \im 
fiolalioo  of  I'rotlciii*. '  A  iummKeT\Mt:r  it  mstllciiMlUcal  «ip<wtlkis« 
Nerer  before  |/ubli»bwl  in  Kiii(li»b,  n«  r  m  •e(j«nii«  form  Itt  Fn&cb. 

THE  STUDY   and  DIFFICULTIES  of  MATHS- 

MATII'H,  By  A.  LK  MUKUAN.  'i'o  pp  ,  c  >.tb,  (>.  Blorldatea  In  • 
masterly  manner  the  nmin  difllrjltiia  r.f  ari'bmetir,  alaebra.  UigO' 
nometry,  and  the  l»Ki<'  of  matbamaUca.  Of  inaatUBMhi  t>1d*  to 
atodenia  and  inatructora.  [Mkortl$. 

A   NEW  LIGHT  ON   HKHRKW  HIBTOBY. 

HISTORY  of  the  PEOPLE  of  ISRAEL.    From  the 

KarlirKt  limia  to  the  Lolruct  en  of  Jerutalem.     By  Frolcator  C.  H. 

COBNILL,  of  ih*  L'nivetaltr  of  KOnlg>lier(r,  Germany.     :itt  pp  ,  olott, 

■lit  topa,  7a.  M.      Translated    by   i'toleuor    W.   H.  CAMRLTM       A 

lax-inating  portiayal  of  Jewiah  biaicry  by  on*  of  tba  foranoat  Of  <M 

Testament  icholiiriu 

"  We  veicoma  I^ofeaaor  ComiU'a  volame  baeass*  it  la  •  pl«hi  Tafahn  of 

critiral  reaulis.    We  may  go  further  and  say  tbat  it  doea  morn  to  mftka  dtml/ 

intelligible  tba  trend  of  e'enU  in  begirnlifia  of  Hebrew  history,  which  tla 

I'entatiucb  leavia  <.)>acured.    It  saya,  clearly  and  well,  a  yreat  tieal  that  on 

tcLalf  of  intelligent  Biblical  study  cugtt  to  ba  MJd  and  driven  l.oii,e." 

lAterari  World, 


THE  HISTORY  of  the  POPES.     From  the  Close       THE  PROPHETS  of  ISRAEL.    By  Professor  0.  H. 


of  the  Middle  Asei..  Iirawn  from  the  Secret  Archive*,  of  the  Vatican 
and  other  Original  Hourres  From  the  Gensan  of  Dr.  LUDWIG 
PA.STOR.  hklited  by  Fr.  ANTBOBDS,  of  tbe  Onuory.  Vola.  I.  to  VI. 
Demy  8to,  24a.  set  per  2  voia. 

NOW  COMPLETE. 

MANUAL  of  CATHOLIC  THEOLOGY.     Based 

on  ".-.heel..  r.V  Drifroatik."  liy  J08KHH  WILHKLM,  I).I>.,  I'b.I)., 
and  TUOUAS  B.  IK;aNNELL,  B.D.  VoIk.  I.  and  II.  Lemy  8vo,  16a. 
each. 

8KCOND  KDITION. 

TEN   YEARS   in   ANGLICAN  ORDERS.     By 

"  VI  ATI^K."    Crown  Svo,  2a.  eu. 

The  Dulitin  Beviev  eaya :  "  We  recommend  the  book  to  all  who  have 
friends  in  the  Anglican  romronnion.  If  they  can  get  them  to  read  it  they  will 
be  doing  a  real  work  of  charity." 

TWELFTH  TH0D8AND. 

THE     COMPLETE     WORKS     of     SIR     LEWIS 

MORRIS.     Iiiflu'linjf  MylU  and  L>ric».     With  lateat  Poi trait.    Crown 

8v'i,  cloth,  plain,  0». 

THE  ROYAL  HOUSEHOLD.     By  W.  A.  Lindsay, 

Q.C  rontains  a  Record  of  all  those  in  Waiting  from  1837  to  I6U7,  and  a 
heprint  of    the  I'lincipal    Ceremoniala   aa   published    in   the  London     ■ 
OazetU. 

The  7> DIM  BO} a:  "  Mr.  Lind>ay'a  book  ia  to  be  c(iEiEei:ded  aa  an  eicelleat 
piece  of  work,  very  accurate  ai.d  fiainstaking." 

ELIZABETHAN    SONNET-CYCLES.      Edited   by 

MALTHA  fCOaK  CBOW.    Vela.  IIL  aid  IV.    rtap.  »>o,  tt.  pervoL 


By 


I'OHNILL.  Popular  Sketches  of  Old  Testament  History.  Barond 
Kdition.  lot  pp.,  cloth,  with  Fmniispiece,  Michael  Angelo'a  Mtaes  ta.  i 
paper,  witbont  rromiapiaca.  Is.  ed. 

A  DARINO  BOOK. 

THE    GOSPEL   ACCORDING  to   DARWIN. 

Dr.  WooDH  HUTCHI.Sbo.V.    241  pp.,  iluth,  ila. 

AX  IMI'ORTANT  PaVCHOUKHCAL  B<K)K. 

TRUTH  and  ERROR ;  or,  the  Science  of  Intellec- 
tion.   By  Major  1.  W.  I'OWELL.   i2l  pp.,  elotb. 

A    Mivr.i.  BY  lUiiiM'.i)  ir\n.\Ki! 
A     PILGRIMAGE     to     B£ETHOV£N.       With    a 

Merzotlnt  Pcrtiait  of  BeathortB.    Large  p««t  iiu,  boarda,  2a.  (d. 


THE  PRINCIPLES  of  BACTERIOLOGY.     By  Dr. 

FEKDI.VANU  ULl'PE.  Tiiiris!iit«.l  by  Prof.  F„  O,  JORDAN.  With 
28  lllnatratione,  StO  pp.,  cloth,  ta.  Tba  dbly  ngfjioua  and  atrielly  i^MO- 
date  latrodoetion  to  Bactarloloior  niatiiix.  [/■  Ikt  j 


AN  AMUSING  BOOK  FOB  CHILDBEN. 

COONS.      By  E.  W.  Kemble. 


COMICAL 

Iila>tiationa  en  axety  i-ageacd  a  Cover  in  colour. 


With 


Ollot.gtto,  ea. 


The  Jeadtmt  >8}a:  "A  work  of  aorerlalivedraDgbtfmassbipaiid  genalna 
drollery  by  tb«  beat  lirisg  delineator  ol  negro  life." 

THE  EPIC  of  HUMANITY;  or,  the  Quest  of  the 

ICcal.    kdiud  by  an  Apologist.    Crown  bvo,  7a.  ed. 


TUO  DKLlnnrFI.L  cnitlSTMAS  HOOKS. 

KARMA:   a  Story  of  Early  Buddhism.     By  Dr. 

PAUL  CARUK.  Third  Jsriaueae  Art  EdUico.  Cttf  papar,  lied  in  aOk, 
f|iuintly  Illustrated,  Zs.  M. 
Connt  Lio  Totsroi,  who  iracslated  thia  statr  Into  Baaalan.  aays  -.  "Thia 
lale  baa  giestly  pleved  me  with  ita  nalveti  aa  well  aa  wua  ila  |«>jtnndity.  I 
resd  It  to  the  cbildrtn  aLd  they  likeil  it.  And  amon*  giows-np  pvpU  ita 
reading  always  gave  rise  to  Cf nversati.^  aU  ui  the  grmyaat  problcma  of  life, 
ana  to  my  mu.d  thia  la  a  very  good  lecummenilatioo.''^ 

NIRVANA:    a    Companion    Story   to    "Karma^" 

lUnatrated  by  Japaneaa  Artiata  and  printed  in  Japan.    (Mp*  (apar.  3a. 

itELininy  of  sriKSfr.  LrnuAiir. 
No.  32.    A   MECHANICO   PHYSIOLOGICAL 

THF.OBY    <  F    OKOASIf    EVOLUTION.      By  i  ABL    VoN    NA<.KLI. 
£2  pp.,  |iaper,  M. 

No.  33.   CHINESE  FICTION.     By  Dr.  George  T. 

CANDLIN.    Wiib  Illnatratiooa  from  Original  Cbinesa  Works.    At  ip.. 
paper,  Od. 

Full  Catalogue  of  Ih*  Riligion  of  Science  Libnrj  and  ImpoHanl  Worki 

ty  Piof  Un  KULLER.  Prof   TH.  RIBOT.  and  Dr.   PAUL  CARU8.  Ac. 

frtt  on  opfilicalion. 

OPES  COURT  PUBLI8HIX0  COMPANT,  Chieaco. 


London 


KEGAN    PAUL,   TRENCH,   TRUBNER   &   CO.,  Limited, 

PATERNOSTER  LOUSE,  OHABIKO  CB0S3  ROAD,  W.C. 
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F.  Y.  WHITE  &  GO.'S  LIST. 

TffE  TBTRD  SDTTION  NOW  READY. 

In  illoBtrated  Pap^r  f 'nver,  price  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
WINTClt*S    ANNUAL. 

(Fourteentli  Year  of  Publication.) 

TWO      HUSBANDS. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 


NEW  ROMANCE  HT  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 

In   cloth    gilt,    price  3s.  Oil.,  with   Illustmtions   by 

Harold  IMEfard. 

THE     BUSY     SWORD. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "^THB  INDUNA'8  WIFE."  Ac. 

NEW  BOOK  BY  J.  JAMES  HEWSON. 
In  1  vol.,  price  38.  6d. 

A    HANDFUL     OP    TRUMPS. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "  THIS  and  MY  PIPE." 


NEW  BOOK  By  GEORGE  GRIFFITH. 
In  I  vol.,  price  3s.  Cd. 

f  GAMBLES    WITH     DESTINY. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of    "BRITON  or  BOER,"  "THE 
•  •«  DE3TINED    MAID,"  &c. 

NEW  NOVEL.— In  paper  cover,  price  Is. 

THE  PORTRAIT  OF  A  WOMAN. 

By  C03M0  CLARKE.  Author  of  "  Sorely  Tried,"  &o^ 

POPULAR  NEW  SIX-SHILUNQ  NOVELS. 
Now  Ready.   Fourth  Edition. 

HEART      AND     SWORD. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 
"  John  Strange  Winter  has  achieved   one  of   her  greatest 
successes."— AA«iffi^I'i  Daily  Teliaraph. 

,  ,'•  John  Straage  Winter  givei  us  of  her  best."— ir/iiiefta»  Bxview 

Now  Ready,  the  Fourth  Edition  of 

MR.  WILLIAM   i.E  QUEUX'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

IF.  SINNERS    ENTICE     THEE: 

■■''         A  Romance  of  the  Riviera. 
F  "  We  recognise  in  him  a  careful  weaver  of  astonishing  plots, 
sufficiently  original  to  satisfy  an  exacting  critic,  and  worked 
up  with  au  ability  tliat  is  as  rare  as  it  is  refreshing." 

Litirar]/  World. 

THE    BOHEMIAN     GIRLS. 

By  FLORENCE  WARDEN, 
or  of  "The  House  on  the  Marsh,"  "Girls  will  be  Girls."  &c. 

WOMAN    OF    IMPULSE. 

By  H.   FALCONER  ATLEE, 
Author  of  "  The  Seasons  of  a  Life."  Ac. 
NEW  NOVEL  BY  C.  V.  ROGERS. 

HER     MARRIAGE     VOW. 

By  C.  V.  ROGERS. 
F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  W.C. 


NEW     BOOKS. 


JUST  READY. 

RAIDERS  and  REBELS  in 
SOUTH  AFRICA. 

By    Mrs.    GOODWIN    GREEN. 

With   14    Full-Page   Illustrations  by  the 
Author. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra^  5s. 


FLASHLIGHTS  onNATURE. 

By    GRANT    ALLEN. 

With  150  Illustrations  by  Frederick 
Enock. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

"  Charming     and     romantic     scientific 
chats." — Review  of  Reviews. 


DOWN   the   STREAM    of 
CIVILIZATION 

By;.WORDSWORTH  DONISTHORPE. 

With  104  Illustrations  from 
Photographs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


MR.  ELK<N  MATHEWS'  LIST. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP    '  ADMIRALS  ALL." 

SBCoXn  KDITrON,  crown  Sto.  .'is.  net. 

THE  ISLAND  RACE.  By  Henry  Newbolt. 

Of  tbe  forty  Poems  in  this  Volume,  twelve  appeared  ia 
"  Admirals  All,"  now  iu  a  Fourtecatti  Edition. 
"Not  without  a  touch  of  trepidatiou  did  we  open  Mr. 
Newbilt'fl  BBflOud  book  of  poetry.  Could  he  keep  up  to  the  high 
gt-indard  of  inspiratiin  a  id  accomplishment  set  in  his  booklet 
•  Admirals  All.  There  had  not  I'een  wautiuK  critics  to  predict 
that  Mr.  Newbolt.  like  the  Admirals  of  his  song,  had  '  said  his 
g*y'  and  that  notliinR  more  could  be  expected  of  him  —  *  The 
Island  Kace.'  let  us  say  at  once,  puts  the  croakers  to  hhame. 
It  contains  not  bin  I?  better  ttian  the  best  thinRs  in  "Admirals 
All.'  for  the  excellent  reason  that  these  thiufre  were  perfect  in 
their  kind  and  could  not  be  bettered. . .  .Scarcely  a  poem  of  the 
whole  forty  is  without  its  note  o(  metrical  charm,  its  memorable 
line  or  staiiza."— /Ja-iy  (JhrotvcU. 

READY  TO-DAY,  fcap.  8vo,  Ss.  6d.  net. 

THE    GARLAND     OF    l^EW    POETRY. 

With  a  Cover  Design  by  Laurence  Biiiyon.  The  Kintt 
Volume  of  au  Annual  Anthology  of  Unpublished  Pieces  by 
various  Writers,  including  contributionB  by  Victor  Plarr. 
Ijaurence  Binyon,  "Anoaos."  Selwyu  Image,  Keginald 
Balfour,  kv. 
SHILLING  GARLAND  SERIES.  No.  X.    NOW  READY. 

SECOND   BOOK   OF  LONDON  VISIONS. 

By  LAURENCE  BINYON. 

NOW  RRADY,  crown  8vo,  .is.  net. 

IN  A  VILLAGE:  A  Volume  of  Poems. 

By  JOHN  A.  BRIDGES. 
"The  redder  who  cares   for  the    humorous   sketches  of  a 
shrewd  and  humane  observer  of  our  country  life  will  find  abun- 
dant gratification  in  this  volume." — Spectator. 

NOW  READY,  medium  4to,  IBs.  net. 

BALLADS  AND  ETCHING^.     A  Book  of 

Ballads.      By  ALICE    SARGANT.      With  B  Etchings  by 

AVilliam  Strang.  R.P.E. 
"  Mr.  William  Str.ing*8  fine  etchings  give  distinction  to  "  A 
Book  of  Ballads."     They  are  quite  the  best  thinijs  that  this 

accomolished  artist  has  done  for  some  time  past Some  of 

the  ballads  have  much  of  the  rugged  directuess  and  simplicity 
of  the  old  ballads."— 3/'a?ic/ie8l«*  Guardian. 

NOW  READY,  p'lBtSvo,  33.  6d. 

PAPERS  FROM  PUNCH.     By  H.  Devey 

BRtiWNE.     With  Illustrations  by  G,  Du  Maurier,  Liuley 

Sambourne.  J.  Bernard  Partridge,  4c. 
"  Mr.  Devey  Browne  is  one  of  those  poets  who  will  be  content 
with  a  small  pinnacle  on  Parnassus,  but  his  work,  if  usually 
anonymous,  is  probably  better  known  than  that  of  many 
another  versifier  who  g'jcs  for  higher  flights.  He  has  always 
had  a  ready  faculty  fur  laying  hold  of  topical  subjects— as.  for 
instance,  when  he  seized  upon  a  statement  in  the  Daily 
Graphic  that  the  new  Japanese  Press  Bill  i»ro]iibited  women 
from  becoming  pul)Usher3  or  editors,  whei  ein  tlie  ingenuity  of 
the  rhymes  is  surely  worthy  of  a  Browning  "—Daili/  Graphic. 

NOW  READY,  roval  Utaio.  is.  ed.  net. 

MORE    BABY   lAyS.      By  Ada   Stow. 

With  14  Pictures  by  Edith  Calvert. 

London  :  EfyKIN  MATHEWS.  Viaro  fttreefc.  W. 


GEORGE     NEWNES, 
7-12,   Southampton   Street,   W.O. 


WILLIAMS' &NOBGAT£'S  LIST. 

READY  on  DKCEMBER  istli.  price  6s.  6d. 
AN    OUTLINE    OF   THE 

HISTORY  of  the  LITERATURE  of 
the  OLD  TESTAMENT. 

With  Chronological  Tal)le8  for  the  History  of  ttir  Isriielites,  and 
other  Aids  to  the  K.vplanatioii  of  the  Old  Testament.  By 
E.  KAUTZ3CH,  Professor  of  Theology  at  the  University  of 
Halle.  Reprinted  from  the  "puci'lement  to  the  Transla- 
tion of  the  Old  T-siament."  Edited  by  the  AUTHOR. 
Translated  by  JOHN  TAYLOR,  D.Litt.,  M.A.,  4c. 


NOW  READY,  cloth,  6b. 

FOR    CHRIST  and   the    TRUTH. 


,  H. 


MARTYN. 


By  the  Rev. 

"A  penes  of  religious  studies.  They  give  evidence  of  wide 
reading  of  the  mo>t  recent  theological  and  scientific  literature, 
and  are  m  irkpd  by  considerable  vigour  of  thought  and  expres- 
sion."— Gliteyow  Herald. 

*'  People  who  are  much  disturbeil  by  the  cr'ticisms  which  are 
now  directed  against  Ohristianiiy  will  find  much  to  reassure 
them."— i>MiMi«e  AHvertiimr . 

"  A  volume  of  ser  mons  well  worth  printing,  b^  a  wnter  who 
has  read  aud  thought  much  on  the  subject  of  Christian  doctrine. 

There  is  very  much  valuable  aud  suggestive  criticism  aud 

e.\p08ition."— Zi«aminff(ort  ChronicU. 


THEOLOGICAL    TRANSLATION    LIBRARY. 

Jl'Bir  SERIFS. 

J  UST  PUBLISHED,  Vol.  I.  of  the  Fourtli  Year.    Demy  8vo, 

price  lOi.  (Jd. 

A  HISTORY  of  DOOMA.— Vol.  V. 

By  Dr.  ADOLPH  HARNACIv,  Ordinary  Professor  of  Church 

History  in  the  University,  aud  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Academy 

of    Science,    Berlin.      T'anslated    from  the  Third  German 

Edition    by  Rev.  JAMES  MILLAR,  B.D.    Edited  by  Rev. 

Professor  A.  B.  BRUCE.  D.D.  . 

"This  valuable  work,  the  translation  of  which  may  be  justly 

regarded  as  one  of  the  most  important  events  that  has  happened 

of  recent  times  to  our  theological  literature.  We  earnestly  hope 

that  manyof  our  readers  will  find  it  possible  to  procure  this  and 

the  other  works  of  the  Theological  Translation  Library." 

Primitive  Methodist  (^uarUrly. 

"The  translation  is  goo<l creditably  free  from  the  bar- 

biribins  so  common    iu    translations,  and  can  be  read  with 
ldea«ure  "—Principal  Rai.nv  in  the  Critical  Riview. 

"  No  work  on  Church  History  in  recent  times  has  had  the  in- 
fluence of  Professor  Harnack's  *  Historv  of  Dogma."'— Timea. 

"The  third  volume  of  Harnack's  *  History  of  Dugma  '  needs 
but  the  announcement  of  its  issue.  The  work  is  known ;  the 
translator  now  is  known  also.  One  wondered  if  ever  we  were  to 
see  the  '  History  of  Dogma  '  in  English  ;  no  one  hoped  to  see  it 
in  better  Engliah  than  t\\iB."—Expo8Uor]f  Tiines. 

" A  book  which  is  admitted  to  be  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant theological  works  of  the  time."— Daily  News. 

WILLIAMS  &   NORGATE, 

14,  HENRIETTA  STREET,  COVENT  GARDEN.  LONDON; 

20.  SOUTH  FREDERICK  STREET.  EDINBURGH; 

ASD  7.  BROAD  STREET,  OXFORD. 


JARROLD  &  SONS'   NEW  BOOKS. 

A  CONSPICUOUS  SUCCESS. 

FIFTH    EDITION    NOW    READY. 

MAURUS  JOKiE'S  WORLD-FAMED  NOVEL. 

A   HUNGARIAN   NABOB.     By   Maurus 

JOKAI.     Traufilatedby  R.  NLSBET  BAirf.    6s. 
"  The  work  of  a  genius.    The  novel  is  by  a  master  alike  of  the 
architecture  of  plot  aud  of  the  decoration  of  phrase." 

Fall  Mall  Gazette, 
NEW  CHEAP  EDITION  OF  SOOTT  GRAHAM'S 
POPULAR  NOVEL. 

A   BOLT   from   the   BLUE.     By   Seott 

GRAHAM.  Author  of  "The  Golden  Milestone,"  &,c.    :Js.  Gd. 
"Well  told.     The  characters  are  all  human.    The  situations 

are  strong  in  themselvoB  and  powerfully  set  forth Above  the 

averageof  society  novels." — Athenitmm, 

NEW  BOOK  BY  THE  AUTHOR  of  "JONATHAN  MERLE  " 

A  BIT  of  WOOL.    Old  Days  and  Now-a- 

Days.  By  E.  BOYD  BAYLY,  Authorof  "Jonathan  Merle," 
"  Alfreds.  Holme,"  &c.  38.  «d. 
"The  character-painting  is  exceedingly  true  to  life.  The 
author's  outstanding  quality  is  a  power  of  glorifviug  common- 
jjlace  things  by  a  new  way  of  putting  them  before  us  that  is 
infinitely  attractive.  It  is  a  good  book  and  one  that  will  bear 
reading  a  second  time."— Wia«j70u;  Herald. 

T.  W.  SPEIGHT'S  SENSATIONAL  NOVEL. 

IN   the  DEAD  of    NIGHT.      By  T.   W. 

SPEIGHT.  Author  of  "The  Heart  of  a  Mystery."  "The 
Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke."  &c.  3s.  fid.  f'^econ  '  Edition. 
**No  insignificant  contribution  to  the  season's  fiction.  The 
plot  is  very  good.  The  remarkable  series  of  sensations  set  forth 
with  considerable  hkill  succeed  in  riveting  the  attention  and 
arousing  the  curiosity  of  the  reader.  Air.  Sneight's  novel  is 
undoubtedly  cleverly  pieced  together."— irorW. 

A  CHEAP  EDITIONof  MAY'  CROMMELTN'S  NEW  NOVEL 

FOR  the  SAKE  of  the  FAMILY,    By  May 

CROMMKMN.   Author  of  "  B.iy  Rouald."    "Miss    Daisv 
Dimitv,"&c.    3i.  6J. 
'*A  thrilling  domestic  drama  of  the  olden  time  with  just  suffi- 
cient ot  old-world  flivour  to  give  it  zest.    Is  not  wanting  in 
vigorous  characterisation,  and  It  is  easy  to  predict  that  it  will 
become  one  of  the  writer's  most  popular  novels." — iforning  Post 

HUNGARIAN    LITERATURE:    an    His- 

torical  and  Critical  Survey.     Bv  EMIL  REICH.    Doctor 
Juris,   Author' of  *' Hi^itory  of  Civiliaition,"  "Histtuical 
Atlas  of  Modern  Europe."  &c.   Ga.    With  an  Authentic  Map 
of  Ilungtry. 
"An  excellent  piece  nf  work.  lucid  and  well  proportioned, 

displaying  coBBiderable  critical   faculty  aud  great  hist'jrical 

knowledge." — Academj/. 

FIRST  VOLUME  IN    'THE  RACONTEUR  SERIES." 

THOMAS    MOORE.     Being   Anecdotes, 

iton  Mots,  and  Ep'grams  from  the  Journal  of  Thomas 
Moore.  Edi'ed,  with  Notes,  hv  WILMOT  II  XRRISON, 
Author  of  "  Memorable  London  Hinises."  &c  Witli  >*pccial 
luti-oduct.'ou  by  Rl>:ilAKD  GAKNETT.  LL.D..  aud  Fron- 
tispiece Portrait  of  Thomas  Moore,    .tg.  6d. 


London:    JARROLD   &    SON'S, 
.10  and  11,  Warwick  Lane,  E.G. ;  and  of  all  Booksellers. 


GEORGE    REDWAY'S 

PUBLICATION'S. 
(SUITABLE   FOR    CHRISTMAS    PRESENTS.) 

DICKENS  and  HIS  ILLUSTRATORS.    By 

FRED  O.  KITTON.    lUustrateJ.    42j. 

TUSCAN    ARTISTS.      By    Hope    Rea. 

Introiluction  1))' .Sir  W.  B.  RICHMOND.    Illustratwl.    58. 

OLD  VIOLINS.    By  Rev.  H.  R.  Hawels. 

IlluBtratert.    rs,  i«l. 

OLD  ENGLISH  CUSTOMS  EXTANT.    By 

Ilev.  r.  H.  IilTUllFIELD.    (is. 

CURIOSITIES    of     BIRD     LIFE.      By 

CH.VRLES  WXON.    til. 

SPORTING  SOCIETY.     By  Fox  Russell 

and  Others.    2  vols.     Illustrated,     J'Js. 

THE   BEAUTIES   of   MARIE   CORELLI. 

■2i.  6d. 

FORTUNE-TELLING    CARDS.      By 

■MIXETTA."    .11.  6.1. 

THE   STAMP   COLLECTOR.      By  W.  J. 

II.IKIIV  an-l  K.  1).  BAt'O.N.    Illustrated.     7s.  6il. 

FINE    PRINTS.      By  Frederick   Wed- 

MORE.     Illustrated.    78.  (kl. 

TRAVEL  and  BIG  GAME.     By  Percy 

8EL0US  anil  U.  .\.  BItYDE.V.    Illustrated.    10s.  C<1. 

THE  CONNOISSEUR.   By  F.  S.  Robinson. 

7s.  6.1. 

MIRACLES  and  MODERN  SPIRITUAL- 
ISM.   B3'  Iir.  A.  RU.SSEL  W.VLLACE.    5s. 

SOMERVILE'S  CHASE.     Illustrated  by 

Hugh  Thoineon.    Sa. 

THE  EARLY  DAYS  of  the  NINETEENTH 

fENTURV.    By  W.  C.  SYU.NEV.     13«. 

THE  STORY  of  our  ENGLISH  TOWNS. 

Bv   P.    H.    DITCHFIELI).      Introductiuu    by    Iter.    Ur. 
AUG  U.ST  ITS  JESSOP.    lis. 

THE  ACTOR'S  ART.    By  J.  A.  Hammer- 

TON.     lutroductiou  l>y  Sir  HENRY  IRVIN<;.    lis. 

THE  COIN  COLLECTOR.     By  W.  Carew 

IIAZLITT.     Illustrated.     Ts.  6d. 

THE  SECRET  SOCIETIES   of  all  AGES 

.md    COUNTRIES.      By    CllAS.     IV.    HECKETHORX. 

Tw'u  vuls.    .tls.  lid. 

THE  SYMi^OLISM  of  HERALDRY.     By 

W.  CECIL  WAIIE.     IllustrattJ.    Ha.  ilil. 

*,•  Volumes  sent  on  approval.      *••  I'rices  uet. 

GEORGE  RED  WAY,  9,  Hart  St.,  Bloomsbury. 
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MESSRS.    METHUEN'S   NEW   BOOKS. 


THROUGH  ASIA. 

With  !i 


THE    GREAT    BOOK    OP    THE    DAY. 

"MUCH  OV  IT  18  A   HKVKI.ATION.' 


By  Sven  Hedin,  Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society. 

IIhi>«(riiti'^tiH  from  BketcbcM  and  rbotOKruplm  Ly  iho  AuLhor.  aiid  Mnpa.    2  vols.,  ro>ftl  bvo,  30*.  ij«u 
The  book  is  dedlcaMd,  by  permlwioD,  to  U.H.U.  Uio  PRINCE  of  WALES. 


"  It  woald  be  difficult  to  mcut  i<m  m  y  Imok  of  travel  coreilUK  *o  ezteneive  » 
field  richer  in  pubatRntial  inrormaLioii,  ntlerest,  end  entertelDment  from  begin- 
ning to  end.  Much  of  It  is  •  revelation ;  there  are  few  readers  who  will  not 
find  in  it  Borocthin^  new  and  piipfrostive.  It  Is  one  of  those  rare  bookH  of  travel 
that  one  is  loth  to  lay  down.  It  is  impoaalble  to  iiive  an  adequate  idea  of  the 
richneBB  of  tlio  contentH  of  this  boolc.  nor  cf  ita  aboundiDj^  attractions  ea  a 
story  of  travel,  onBiirpas^ed  in  fiorfn-ai)bical  and  human  tntereat.  Altogether 
the  work  is  one  which  in  rolidiiy,  novelty,  and  inlereal  must  (ake  a  first  rank 
among  publications  of  its  claps.'' — Times. 

"The  countries  tiaversed  embrace  at  least  three  widely  differin>r  regions,  a 
journey  through  any  of  which,  told  as  The  author  tells  it,  would  place  him  in 
the  first  rank  of  travellers.    He  had  no  lack  of  thrilling  adventures." 

AthentBum. 

**  In  those  magnificent  volumes  wo  have  the  m  ost  important  contribution  tc 
Central  Asian  geography-  made  for  many  years.  Intensely  interesting  as  a  tale 
of  travel."— /Sj)oc<o(or. 

"  The  book  is  ^vritten  in  a  masterly  ytny."— Literature. 


'  It  will  undoubtedly  take  rank  as  on*  of  the  moat  mnaitalito  book*  of 
travel  of  the  contnry."— Z>a</|f  Chronifit, 

"  There  la  not  a  chapter  which  is  without  iu  human  or  its  seUBiUllj  Intatwt. 
The  leoord  of  Dr.  Badin's  Joomey  is  as  thrlllinK  as  it  Is  inatnutlTa.  W*  know 
of  so  more  apiialling  and  realistic  aocoiut  of  the  aafferlnff*  of  a  shipwrwkad 
caravan  in  the  sea  of  sand  than  bis  account  of  bla  deaparata  march  froM  lb* 
last  camp  to  the  pool  in  the  dry  bed  of  the  Khoian-darla."— i><i//  JfaU  Omttltt. 

"  Mo  more  important  or  more  ahaorbiDg  work  of  Astetio  traval  baa  bam 
publlsbad  during  the  last  thirty  year*  than  this,  aboaiidios  In  Intaraat  Cor  tba 
ordinary  reader,  the  traveller,  toe  inograpbar,  the  aportoiaa,  and  th*  (thn» 
legist."— i^xn-f^a^  and  Vranatic  Sew: 

"  Tbeaa  volumes  are  of  absorbing  and  faKlnatIng  interest,  their  matter  la 
wonderful,  and  Dr.  Hcdin's  stylo  is  Mircharged  with  that  strong  and  alhirtaK 
personality  that  makes  hours  spent  In  reading  like  minutes." 

Birmingham  Poet. 

'*  Let  any  one  who  is  desirous  to  learn  about  the  wf  nderf  ul  continent  of 
Ada  as  no  one  eirc  can  trach  him  buy  and  read  this  work."—  Ynnitt  fair, 

"  We  sever  teail  a  more  fascinating  or  more  tbnlUng  book."— Jgoehaaa. 


•FASCINATIKG  AS  SIR  WALTEK  SCOTT." 


"A  XOBI.K  NAKIIATIVE." 


'A  MAETEHPIECE.* 


CHITRAL :   the  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.     By  Sir  G.  S.  Robertson,  K.C.S.I. 

With  numerous  lllutstrationB  anua  Map.    Demy  6to,  21«.  net. 


"A  m«8terp!ecc  of  narrative.  Tbo  style  canrot  te  over-pmi8e<l.  It« 
ftimpUoity,  directne^B,  vigour,  picturcBrineneE^B,  and  hnmour,  togoiher  with  the 
ever-present  white  liy-bt  of  tho  true  soldier  spirit,  place  this  '  ftlory  of  a  minor 
siege '  amonfir  the  ver.v  best  books  of  its  class  that  have  been  written  in  modem 
times.** — Daily  Chronicle. 

*'  There  is  throughout  a  clash  of  hand-to-band  fighting a  terrible  realism 

which  rerders  this  story  of  a  minor  siege  one  of  the  most  stirring  militaiy 

narratives  written  in  our  time.    The  crowning  exploit makes  one  nold  one's 

breath  as  one  turns  each  page.  The  admirable  illustrations  and  maps  must  be 
dismissed  with  a  word  of  hearty  praise."— IV/hw. 

"A  noble  narrative."— Xt^erary  World. 

"A  splendid  story,  splendidly  told.**— Cn^»c. 

•*  Quietly  but  enthrallingly  the  story  tells  itself.**— *SJfc*<cA. 

**  A  very  fascinating,  a  einoularly  delightful  book.'*— O^fy****  Herald, 

"  The  enthusiastic  atlmiration  of  the  reader  cannot  fail  to  be  aroused.  An 
admirable  record,"— ..Vor7i?Hfir  Post. 

"  Not  since  the  appearance  of  Lord  Rolerts's  *  Forty-one  Years*  have  we 
had  a  record  of  Indian  warfare  which  can  be  compared  in  its  vital  narrative 
interest  with  the  glowing  and  moving  story  of  a  minor  siege,  this  impressively 
human  record  of  heroic  endurance  and  valiant  performance,  described  with  a 
dramatic  fervour  which  grips  the  heart-strings."— i>a i7y  Mail, 


"Written  with  a  graphic  streDgth  and  a  genial  hnmour  eeldom  fonnd  In* 

narrative  of  the  kind;  it  should  become  a  claaaic  of  frontier  litcratnre.*' 

**  As  faarinating  as  Sir  Walter  Scott'e  best  Action."- Da^ijr  Telegraph. 

**  The  book  is  capital  reading.  It  ia  as  full  of  hairbreadth  eeeapes  ani  clashing 
feats  of  courage  and  address  as  anv  romance,  and  ptctnresqae  Inoidsnts  ftod 
vividly  dramatic  episodes  are  to  be  found  in  every  ohapC«r.  'fboa^  the  storr 
is  full  of  fighting  and  blood»he<l,  its  grimncKH  is  reUeved  by  the  pleasant  toooo 
of  humour  which  runs  through  its  imges,  by  the  *  haman  interest  *  which  tba 
author  contrives  to  Mhed  over  ihe  principal  and  snbordlnate  personwM,  native 
and  European,  in  his  drama,  and  by  the  tightness  and  Itieldity  off  his  st/ls. 
The  book  Is  good  literature  as  well  as  good  history.'*— FoU  Malt  OaMtta, 

**  Any  one  proud  of  his  name  as  Englishman  may  read  in  tbsss  stlrrinjc 

chapters  abundant  justification  for  his  pride A  book  which  deaerree  a  place 

among  the  military  chronicles  which  will  live."— Oto6#. 
•'  Every  page  is  quick  with  heroism.'* — Outlook, 

"  A  fascinating  description  of  a  drama  of  stirring  scenes. "—i>ajfy  Or^phic. 

"  One  of  the  very  be*t  tK>oks  ever  written  about  our  frontier  operations.  It 
is  a  narrative  of  aramatic  events,  written  with  power,  knowleige,  and  hamoar, 
in  a  style  that  is  nothing  less  than  masterful.**- JVarjr  and  Armjf  Illueirated, 


THE    AVENGING    OF    GOBDON. 

THE   DOWNFALL  of  the   DERVISHES :    a  Sketch  of  the  Sudan  Campaign  of  1898. 

By  E.  N.  BENNETT,  Fellow  of  Hertford  College,  Oxford.    With  3  Sketch  Maps  and  a  Photogravure  Portrait  of  the  Sirdar.    Crown  Sro,  3s.6d.    The 
narrative  of  an  eye-witness. 


NORTHWARD     OVER    the    GREAT    ICE.      By 

It.  K.  I'EAUV.  Cold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  Oeograiiliical  Society.    M'itli  overtno  lUus- 
trHtiontt.    :;  vols.,  royal  Bvo,  .1'J8.  net. 
"TliB  book  is  full  of  intore»tii)g  niatter.~a  tale  of  brave  deeds  simply  told ;  aliundantly 
illut'tnitecl  with  priitt!  and  ninim."— >((mi(ard. 

"Will  take  its  I'lact*  amoLK  iIh-  rtiniunent  literature  of  Arctic  exploration."— Timw*. 
"  It  yields  neitber  in  inteiest  nor  in  ability  to  T^smeu'e  '  Furthest  noitb,'  wbile  its  reBults 
aie  no  \vt%  VBlual.lt'."— G/ok;/-  tc  Htrald. 

"Crowded  witb  adveiituieB  au<i  iiiteiiKely  Interecting  '—World. 

"An  txcitiug  acd  thoiuuKbly  well-arrnnged  book.'— ii'i.  James's  (JazetU. 

TWENTY    YEARS    in   the    NEAR    EAST.      By 

A.  11UL.ME-BEAMAN.     UeiJiy  Pvo,  witb  Portrait,  10a  «d. 
A  Personal  Narrative  of  Kxperiei>ces  ui  Syria,  Egypt,  Turkey,  and  the  Ilalkan  Statea. 
"  One  of  the  most  entertaining  Ixwks from  btgiutiiug  to  tnd  that  we  bavu  bad  iu  our  bands 
for  a  long  time.    It  is  unconventional  in  a  high  degree;  it  is  written  with  jaga^'ious  humour  ; 
it  is  full  of  adventures,  great  and  tniall.  .lud  anecdotes  without  number."— 7;otJi/  Chrvmele. 

MEMOIRS  of  ADMIRAL  SIR  A.  COOPER   KEY. 

By  Admiral  P.  II.  COLOMIi.    With  a  Portrait.     Demy  8vo.  Ifis. 
"An  inieriBting  and  adequate  tiiograpby  of  one  «ho  bad  a  prominent  part  iu  the  admiuis- 
Iratlou  of  the  Kavy.    The  whole  book  is  one  of  the  greatest  interett."— J i»ne«. 

THE  DECLINE  and  FALL  of  the  ROMAN  EMPIRE . 

r.vKliWAKI)  (HURON.  A  Now  Kdilioii,  Kclit.-il,  witli  Not™,  AprnnUci'S,  and  5U|.ii, 
l.j  ,1,  U.  RUKV,  T;l..Il.,  Fellow  i.f  Triiiitv  College,  Dubliu.  In  ?  vols.  Jieniy  ■<vo.  gil  t 
toi',  ^s.  fd.  e.-tch  ;  croVMi  svi..  Us.  eaeh  ;  Vol.  VI. 

ANNALS   of  ETON   COLLEGE.      By  W.   Sterry, 

M.A.    With  Duuieroufl  lUustrationB.    Demy  8vo,  78.  fid. 
"A  moat  attractive  and  admirably  illuRtmted  account."— Daily  ChnmicU. 
•'Some  of  the  portraits  are  of  extraordinary  interest."— Ltteroture. 

ANNALS   of   WESTMINSTER    SCHOOL 

SAIMJKAI'NT,  M.A..  Assistiiut  Miifiter.  M'ith  numerous  Illustrationg.  WemySro, 
7s.  (id.  [ImmcdUtUlu- 

THE  KINGDOM  of  HEAVEN  HERE  and  HERE  - 

AFTER.    By  Canuu  WINTEIIB  .tTlIVM,  M..\..  B.Sc,  LL.B.     Orowu  Svo,  38.  « 1. 

[Churchman's  Librart. 
"  A  refrcshiug  book Exceedingly  thoughtful  and  richly  suggesiivc."— tftajyaw  Herald. 

A  GUIDE  to  PROFESSIONS  and  BUSINESS.    By 

IIENIIY  .TONES.    Crown  9vo.  Is.  f,  i 
his  volume  cannot  fail  to  b..*  wAcomoil."— Glasgow  Hera'.d. 

DANTE'S  GARDEN.    By  Rosemary  Cotes.    With 

a  I'roiitisjiiice.    Feap.   ."^vo,  cloth,  gilt  top.  2s.  (kl.      AIbo  beautifully  bound  in  Uatber, 

."is.  lid    net. 

READING  and  READERS,     By  Clifford  Harrison. 


By  J. 


A  little  book  of  principles  and  lifute  by  the  motit  dii^tingutsbed  of  living  rtoiten. 
"Thoroughly  sound  counsels."— Js'iicoiei-. 
"An  L'Xtieuit-ly  6eU8ihIe  little  hoi}K."—Manche»Ur  Guardian. 


THREE    CHRISTMAS    PRESENTS. 
THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS.    By  John  Bunyan. 

Kditwl,  with  an  IntTOluctlOii,  by  C.    II.    FIIITH.  M.A.     Wlih  »  lUutnttoM  by 
R.  ADDiiig  Bull.    CrovrQ  8vo,  (ll. 

ADVENTURES     in    WALLYPUO     LAND.      By 

G.  K.  KAllUliW.    Wilh  lUmtrHtions  liv  AUn  WriKbl.    Crown  KTo,  tilt  top.  M. 

AN  OLD  ENGLISH  HOME.    By  S.  Baring-GoTdd. 

With  numerous  Plans  nnd  IDustratiotu.     Crown  svo,  t^s. 

FICTION. 
DOMITIA.     By  S.  Baring-Gould,  Author  of  "The 

Broi^m  S<niire,"  Ac     Crown  9to,  9s.  lS*c«md  Jkiiiiam. 

*'  A  highly  aWrbins  aort\.*—P%Mtc  Oinnioi^  ,        ^       _.  ,  _^. ,       ,^         _,    .. 

"  Mr.  Barhiff-Gouia.  by  vlrtae  of  his  lurid  imaginaUoa,  has  ffivva  a  fordbls  piotar<  of  th) 
hofforsand  berjtsm  of  Imiwrial  Rome  "—Spectator 

THE  ANGEL  of  the  COVENANT.    By  J.  Maclaren 

CkRBAN.    l' -own  Sto,  tfei. 

■■TheltookhMwcnesofdrainatlcpower."— J/or»wtf  Pp«I,  .... 

"  Jlr.  Coktnn  hu  uhined  a  work  of  luch  me  (UatlocUon  thai  than  b  iia>l>iaf  eam-«nhU 
»ith  It  in  reoCTit  SootUah  romaaw.  It  is  «  groat  hUt  >rio«l  pletare.  In  whteh  hot  and  fanoj 
ar>.  welded  toxether  In  a  fine  reiliiation  al  th«  ipirit  o(  th«  timm'—PaU  Hall  O  ■tdU. 

OWD    BOB,  the  GREY  DOG  of  KENMUIR.     By 

ALFRED  OLLIVANT.    Crowa8»o.«<. 

•■A«arulodo«itori««ill«htl}bor«u«;Mr.  OlllTaDftnoryeaiTiMconnclion. 

"  The  humaiir  of  the  bjok  !•  fr«h  and  buoyant."— JTaartaitor  OaanteK.     I  "ail*  Ckrsaicll. 

"By  all  mean*  let  our  rcadar.pTocars  this  floanmaneaor  doc*  and  man.  —Omimt, 

••  A  book  to  nad  with  admlratioo.  and  to  pniM  with  euthu<iaim."-8«>lr>Hii>. 

"  Fina  and  dutlnlly  orifinal  fiction.  A  lala  of  do(s  and  man  vhioh  salM  Iba  rauar  llraai 
thearst.    There  ar»  naiaaiMa  full  of  humour ;  others  of  intans«paUios.-U»»r«, 

"  A  tale  of  biaalhlaia  Interest,  palpiuting  with  Ufa  and  full  of  tineai  palboi.  A  faaalM 
addition  to  literature."— Brtfw*  WselWy. 

A  VENDETTA  of  the  DESERT.    By  W.  0.  Scully. 

Crown  $vo,  ^.  6d. 
"  A  strooa  and  touohing  story  of  B  >er  life."— .Ifoisnsv- 
'•  One  of  Uia  bast  stiries  8>uth  Africa  hw  yet  «iian  us.  —C/illc. 
••  A  story  eharacterisad  by  force,  poetry,  and  intimata  loeal  knowledge.  — 

•A    SPLENDin    STcinV."  -    ' 

THE   BATTLE    of  the  STRONG:  a  Romance  of 

Two  Kinn  lom«.    By  lilLBERT  PARKER     .Seo.ud  E lition.    Crown 9to.8i. 
•■  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  hu  a  inast..r's  hand  in  wearini  the  tht«ds  of  romtntio  lotion. 

DqU.  f^iwaii'ls 
"  Such  a  splendid  story,  so  splendidly  told,  will  be  re«I  by  the  public  with  aridity,  and  viU 
addn.whonaureTent.1  Mr.  P.trker"Brepotatiou.--SI.Jo«*>«s(jMi«l» 

"  The  book  la  full  of  raried  emotion.    It  has  open*ir  frsahneas.  It  has  sUr  and  s 


"  Modem  flotloo  has  few  tier  examples  of  the  perfect  vonan.   II  la  apiaodidlT  Amaatie . 
"  Full  of  colour  and  aplrlt."-Jfor»i«e  Posf.    .,..,..  „    V?"!f  *  ""-^ 

"Ast>nngandaic:iiu«bo>k.    II  hu  Tin  I  life  and  eharactar,  a  romanttaaUy  dnaaMa 
story,  and  a  fine  femiulne  character  in  dulda"— ZKittir  UaO. 


JUi'SSHS.  METIIVEJS'S  NEW  BOOK  GAZETTE  and  CATALOGUE  sent  to  any  addretr. 

1JETHUL.N    &    CO.,    36,    Essex    Street,    Strand,    W.C. 
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CHAMBERS'S  ENGYGLOPyEDIA. 

The  only  up-tO'date  Encycbpiwlia  at  present 

in  the  marKet. 

Complete  in  10  vols.,  imp.  8vo,  cloth,  £5;  half-mor., 

£7  108. 

HHBh'FlELD     lyDKPBNDEST.     4th    January,     18»8.- 

•'  Probably  the  best  refaninoe  work  ia  the  world  is  '  Chambero  a 

Sncyctopiulia. '" 

CHAMBERS'S   ENGLISH   DIOTlONARt. 

A  NKW  LARGE-TYPE 

DICTIONARV  OF  TUB  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE. 

Cloth,  128.  6(1. ;  hulf-morocco,  188. 

Edited    by   THOMAS    DAVIDSON. 

*'  Is    not    only    cheap,     but    learned,     easy     of 
reference,  and  comprenenslve  "  -  Wttk'ii  Sun. 
'•  Au  almoiit  iutlisneuuHble  adjuucl  of  every  reader  s  table. 

Tatltl. 

CHAMBERS'S 

BIOGRAPHICAL   DICTIONARY. 

1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  lOs.  6d. ;  half-morocco,  ISs. 
"Thu  beat  biogmpbical  dictionary  in  a  slogle  volume  that 
hoB  appeared  tor  a  loug  time."— ^(A««'t«m. 

CHAMBERS'S 

CONCISE  GAZETTEER  OF  THE  WORLD. 

TopograptUcal.  statistical.  Historical, 
Fronouuclog. 
Cloth,  68. ;  or  with  32  Maps,  cloth,  8s. 
"  A  very  useful  volume,  winch  contains  a  really  prodigious 
amount  of  information  about  many  tliousaads  of  places  " 

Times. 

NEW   BOOKS   FOR  GIRLS. 

In  rich  cloth  bindings,  and  charmingly  llhistratert  by 

Lewis  Banmer,  W.  H.  C.  Groome,  W.  Boucher, 

r.  Tan'&nt,  G.  Nioolet,  and  J.  Finnemoi-e. 

5/-THE   GIRLS  of  ST.  WODE'S.    By 

L.  T.  MEADE. 

"There  will  be  unmitigat«<l  delight  amon?  the  bash- 
ful maideus  of  fifteen  over  L.  T.  Meade's  'Girls  of  St. 
Woile's."  "—Punch. 

3/6— BELLE.    By  the  Author  of  "Tip- 
cat," '*  Laddie,"  &c. 
*'  Will    score    an    instantaneous  and  well-desorved 
success."—  Vanity  Fair. 

3/6-HERMY.    By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 

'■Wt'  hope  all  mothers  of  little  trirls  will  buy  "  liermy  ' 
for  their  t-uiall  daughteis."—  Vanity  Fair. 


2/6-GREYLING     TOWERS. 

MOLESWORTH. 


By    Mrs. 


"  Told  in  a  moBt  ensagins  and  fascinatins  way." 

IVKStem  iferciirj/. 

NEW    BOOKS    FOR    BOYS. 
5/-DASH    and    DARING.     B.y  G.  A. 

'  HKNTY,    a.    MANVILLE     FBNN,    D. 

K.ER,  &u. 
"  No  greater  treat  could  be  given  to  the  average  boy 
than  to  make  him  a  present  of  •  Liash  and  Daring."  " 

5/— DRAW  SWORDS !    By  G.  Manville 

FENN. 

"  A  veritable  prize  for  a  host  of  our  boys  in   tlie 
coming  season."— J/ancA«!(i(er  Cowitir. 

3/6-THE    WHITE    PRINCESS    of    the 

HIDDEN  CITY.    By  D.  L.  JOHNSTONE. 

"  Boys  will  be  fascinated  by  Mr.  Johnstone's  brilliantly 
written  and  exciting  romance."— filcweow  Uaili/  Mail. 

3/6-0'ER   TARTAR   DESERTS.     By 

DAVID  KER. 
"  The  reader  is  swept  along  breathless  with  adven. 
turc."— SdfjBuid  IndepeniJUnt. 

S/6— NIC  REVEL.  By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

"Tliis  is  an  excelleut  piece  of  worl*  ;  no  one  who  has 
begun  '  N  ic  Kevel '  will  fail  to  finish  it  "—Spectator, 

1/— COLA  MONTI.     By  the  Author  of 

'  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 


2/— THE  TWO  GREAT  POETS  (Shake- 
speare and  Tennj-son). 

1/— TENNYSON  :  the  Stopy  of  his  Life. 

By  E.  J.  CUTHBERTSON. 
Just  pttblished.    Price  28.  Cd. 

CHAMBERS'S    NEW    RECITER. 

Edited    by    R.    C.     H.    M  ORISON. 

ENTIUELY  NEW  SELKCTIOV. 

Incloding  Pieces  from 

I  ZANGWILL.IAN  MACLARBN.  8.  R.  OROOKETT, 

JOHN  DAVinSON.  Sir  EDWIN  ARNOLD, 

GUY  BOOTHBY,   MARK  TWAIN, 

4c. 


SEELEY    &    CO.'S 

LIST. 


W.  A  E.  CHAMBERS.  Ltd.,  London  aud  Edinburgh. 


GEORGE  MORLAND,  and  the  Evolution 

from  him  of  some  Ijiter  I'aintera.    By  J.  T  NKTTLESHIP. 
With  0  Copper  I'lates  iiud  au  other  Illustratiuus.    Olotli.  «s, 
net. 
"  Exceedingly  interebting  reading.    The  monograph  is  charm- 
ingly Illustrated  by  many  beautiful  reproductioDB  of  Morland'a 
work." — Scoieman.  • 

THE    HOPE    of    IMMORTALITY :    an 

Eesay  incoiporatiug  the  Ilulsean  l.ecturt-s  of  18!(7-9S.  By 
the  Altir-t  Rev.  J.  fi.  C.  AVELLDON,  Bishop  of  Calcutta. 
Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  lis. 

"  An  essay  which  treats  in  a  paiticularly  interesting  way  the 
Christian  hope  cf  immortality  for  the  soul."— Record. 

'*  States  its  arguments  so  freshly  and  elotiuently  that  it  can- 
not but  be  read  with  interest  by  many  to  whom  the  study  of  the 
subject  as  a  chapter  of  thuology  would  be  both  impossiole  and 
distaKteful."— Scotsman. 

TITIAN:    a    Study   of    his   Life    and 

Work.  By  CLAUDE  I'HILLIPS.  With  8  Copper  Plates 
and  many  other  Ittustratiuns.    buper  lojal  t<vo,  ^.  net. 

"Brilliantly  written,  lavishly  illu8trat''d,  and  carefully  in' 
dexed  the  book  in  one  which  cauuot  but  delight  evciy  true 
lover  of  )%xi."— Daily  Telegraph. 

ARMOUR  in  ENGLAND.    By  J.  Starkle 

GARDNER.  With  li!  Coloured  Plates  and  many  other 
lllustiations.    Super  royal  8vo,  9fl.  net. 

"Concise,  'ull,  and  interesting,  enriched  with  a  number  of 
beautiful  lUubtratious."— iyirminj^/uim  Fast. 

ANIMALS  of  TO-DAY  :  their  Life  and 

CouversdtK'n.  By  C.  J.  CORNISH,  Author  of  "  Life  at  the 
Zoo,"  Xc.  With  16  Illustrations  from  Photographs  by  C. 
Reid,  of  Wifthaw.    Crown  8"o,  cloth,  (is. 

"Quite  one  of  the  brightest  books  of  popular  Natural  His- 
tory is  Mr,  (.'Ornish's  fascinating  study  of  'Animals  of  To- 
Day.'  " — Leeds  Mercury 

TOM  TUG  and  OTHERS :  Sketches  in  a 

Domestic    Menm?erie       By    Mrs.  A.    M.    DEW   SMITH. 

Author  of  "tontideuces  of  au  Amateur  CJardener. '    With 

P2  Illustrations  by  Elinor  M.  Monsell.    Crown  8vo,  t>s. 

*'  Mrs.  Dew  Smith  can  draw  the  character  of  a  dog  so  surely 

aud  minutely  that  it  interests  us  far  n-ure  than  the  human 

characters  iu  the  mass  of  fiction  to-day. "^MunchesUr  Gmirdtun. 

"  This  charming  volume."— H't-rW. 

THE    WAR    in   the    PENINSULA.     By 

ALEXANDER  INNFS  .sIIAND,  Author  of  "The  Life  of 
Sir  Edward  Haml-y."  AVith  4  Port i ails  on  Copper— Wel- 
lington. Sir  John  AToore,  Soult,  aud  MaesOnH-and  ti  Plans. 
Crown  8vo,  5s. 
"Admirably  lucid  and  well  propo'tioued.  well  eiuipped  with 
maps  and  plans,  aud  contains  excellent  portraits.'* 

Oiafgo'"  Beruld. 

AFRICA  in  the  NINETEENTH  CENTURY. 

By  EDGAR  SANDERSON,  M  A..  Author  of  "The  British 

Empire,"  Ac.     With  a  ilap  ;md  Four  Portraits  on  Copper— 

Loi  d  Kitchener,  Lord  Oomer,  Cleneral  Gordon,  Right  Hon. 

Cecil  Rhodes.     Crown  8vo,  5s. 

"A  really  valuable  book  —  readable  throughout,  and  may  Iks 

warmly  commended  to  the  general  reader  bh  perhaps  the  onlv 

history  up  to  date  of  what  ii  r.  Sanderson  calls  *  the  oldest  and 

the  newebt  of  the  coutiuents.'  "Sptctator. 

THE    KING'S    REEVE    and   HOW    HE 

SUPPED  with  HIS  MASTER.  Au  Old-World  Comedv. 
EytheRrv.  E.  OILLIAT,  Author  of  "  In  Lincoln  Green." 
With  Illustrations  by  Sydney  Hall.    Ss. 

"  Mr.  Gilliat  is  singularly  successful  as  a  writer  of  hist'  riral 
romance — He  has  ibe  gilts  which  are  netdt-d.  and  has,  more- 
over, such  charm  of  style  that  it  is  a  real  treat  to  read  what  he 
writes."— .^iAenteuHi. 

"We  have  read  no  other  historical  story  so  fascinating  since 
we  closed  '  In  Lincoln  Green.'*'— AY.  Jmnis's  Gazatln. 

HEROES  of  CHIVALRY  and  ROMANCE. 

Beowulf,    Arthur,    and    Siegfried.      By  the    Rev.    A     J, 

CHURCH.  WilhSlUustratiousinColourbyG.  Morrow.  58. 

"  A  beautifully  illustrated  bock,  well  written  and  scholarly," 

„       .     ,  ,  Scotsman. 

■  Couched  In  vigorous  language,  and  as  exciting  and  inttrest- 
ing  as  it  can  well  bv."— Church  Bellt. 

THE  ISLAND  of  the  ENGLISH :  a  Story 

of  Napoleon's  Days.  By  FRANK  COWPER,  Author  of 
"Caedwalla,"  "The  Captain  of  the  AVight,"  &c.  With 
Illustrations  by  George  Morrow.    68. 

"  An  unusually  spirited  story."— spectator. 

"An  excellent  tale  of  the  early  days  of  the  last  war  with 
France. . .  .full  of  interest  and  excitement,"— Standard. 

UNDER  the   DOME  of  ST.  PAUL'S,  in 

ihe   Days  of  Sir  Christopher  Wren:   a  St<j'y.      By  Mrs. 

MARSHALL,  Author    of    "In  AVestminsier  C^hoir."  &c 

With  Illustrations  by  T.  Hamilton  Ciawford.    5s. 

"  We  can  most  warmly  recommend  the  book  to  all  who  love 

St.  Paul's,  and  who  would  kn^w  something  of  the  personal 

charm  of  the  man  to  whoitc  genius  we  owe  tlie  great  cathedral 

Hud  its  crown  of  City  churches,"- C/iurc/i  Tivies. 

A  NEST  of  SKYLARKS:  a  Story.    By 

M    E.  WINCHESTER,  Author  of  "A  Nest  of  Sparrows." 
With  Illubtriitious.    Ss. 
"  Miss  Winchester's  tales  fT  girls  are  right  in  feeling  un- 
affected iu  sentiment,  true  in  sympathv.  high  and  esui't  m 
principle,  and  sound  in  judgment.    'A  Nest  of  8k\IaikB'  is  in 
all  lespects  worthy  "     the  previous  stories." — i/Vorld. 


LDndon  :  SEELEiT  &  CO  ,  LiMlTfiD, 
38,  Great  Kusgell  Street. 


MR,     JOHN     LONG'S 
NEW  BOOKS. 

THE  LARGE  SECOND  EDITION  IS  EXHAUSTED. 
A  THIRD  EDITION  READY  TUESDAY. 

FATHER    ANTHONY. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

Cloth,  6s. 

"  One  of  the  most  touchijig  and  dramatic  stories 
ever  written  in  connection  with  Irish  life.  Mr. 
Buchanan  has  never  conceived  a  more  finely-drawn 
character  than  *  Father  Anthony.'  •* 

T.  P.  O'CoHNOK,  M.P.,  in  the  Weekly  Sun. 

"  Mr.  Buchanan  is  thoroughly  in  his  element  with 
nn  Irish  tale  like  *  Father  Anthony.'  Altoeether  it  is 
a  perfect  story  of  ita  type." — St.  Jameses  Gazette. 


RICHARD  MARSH'S  NKW  NOVEL. 
A  LARGK  THIRD  EDITIUN  IS  NOW  READY. 

CURIOS  :    Some  Strange   Adven- 

TUREtS  of  TWO  BACHELORS.     Bv  RICHARD 
MARSH,  Author  of  "The  Beetle."     Cloth,  6s. 

Fully  lUuetrated. 

"Grim,  fantastic,  and  humorous.  The  most  effective 
shocker  yet  invented  by  the  author  of  'The  Beetle.'  Mr. 
AytoD  Symington  has  illustrated  this  remarkable  volume 
atunirably  " — World. 

"Mr.  Alarsh  is  a  master  of  sensationalism.  The  mysterieB 
are  clever  and  ingeniously  devetoped,  and  the  incidents  are 
brightly  de8cnl>ed.  terse,  and  aniubiug,*'- iJoilj/  Graphic. 

H.  A.  HINKSON'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

WHEN  LOVE  IS  KIND.     By  the 

Author  of  *'  Up  for  the  Green,"  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 
"  Among    the    most    read^lde    ai>d    entertaining    woiks    of 
fiction."— i'uuday  Tiviea.     "This  charming  love  story."— .^ca 
demy. 

SECOND  LARGE  EDITION  OF 
KATHARINE  S,  MACQUOID'S  ^ew  Novel. 

A  WARD  of  the  KING.     By  the 

Author  of  "  The  Story  of  Lois,'*  Ac.    Cloth,  6s. 

SECOND  LABGE  EDITION  OF 

ESSIE    STUART'S    NEW    NOVEL. 

SENT    to    COVENTRY.      By  the 

Author  of  "  A  Woman  of  Forty,"  &c.    Cloth,  68, 
SECOND  LARGE  EDITION  OF 
CHARLES    HANNAH'S    NEW   HISTORICAL 
ROMANCK 

CASTLE  ORIOL.   By  the  Author  of 

"  The  Captive  of  Pekin,"  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 
"  His  story  is    fresher,   more  iustriictiug.  has  more  vigour 
thau  mauy  which  it  has  heeu  our  lot  to  read  of  Ute  " 

at.  James's  Budget. 
A  fiDe  romance  whicii  lias  many  of  the  qualities  of  Scott's 
novels  aud  Done  of  their  pedantry  "—^frmini/AoM*  (raiette. 

A  REVELATION  OF  HOSPITAL  LIFE 

THE    HOSPITAL    SECRET.      By 

JAMES  COMPTON    Cloth,  es. 
*,•  This  Novel  i<  by  a  well-known  Author,  who,  for  certain 
reasons,  hides  hi.*  identity  under  au  assumed  name. 
ROBERT  THYNNE'S  NEW  BOOK. 

IRISH  HOLIDAYS.  By  the  Author 

uf  "  Captain  Flinders,"  »t'c.  Cloth,  6a. 
"Mr.  Thynne  has  already  shown  how  well  he  knows  his 
Ireland,  aud  also  how  pleahuntly  he  can  communicate  what  he 
knows.  It  was  to  be  expected  that  his  '  Irish  Holidays'  would 
be  an  interesting  aiid  well-written  book,  and  e.xpectation  will 
not  be  disappointed.  The  plan  of  it  is  admiiable.  If  anyone 
wanted  a  readable  volume  which  would  enable  him  nally  to 
understand  something  of  'the  condition-of-Ireland'  ()uc«tion 
of  some  ten  years  ago,  we  do  not  know  where  we  could  iay 
hands  on  a  better  than  this.  The  writer  has  mure  than  know- 
ledge of  the  people.  He  has  sympathy  iind  the  insight  that 
sympathy  gives.  The  book  is  full  of  incident  aud  not  lacking 
in  comedy."— A'co(«ma«.  December  5,  First  Review. 

THIRD  THOUSAND. 

WHEN     the    MOPOKE     CALLS. 

22  Illustrations.    Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
"Mr.  William  8.   Walker  is  stecpeil    in  the  traditions   of 
.Australian  hush-lore,  and  his  collection  of  titles  are  full  of  the 
sound  of  the  VBBrant's  suUK  of  freedom,  and  are  particularly 
fresh  and  unhackneyed."—  M'orW, 

AN  ANGLO-INDIAN   ROMANCE 

BY  JUMNAS  BANKS.     By  Paul 

MARKHAM.     Cloth,  33.  6d. 

"  Tlie  i>oiik  is  livel  y  and  liright  always,  and  should  not  fail  to 
interest  any  rea,;er  v,lio  takes  it  up."— .sc<j(s?«a?». 

EIGHTH  THOUSAND. 

A      KEY    to    the    WAVERLEY 

NOVELS.    In  (  hronolcigical  Sdincnce,  \vith  In- 
dex of  the  Principal  Characters.     By    HENRY 
GREY,  Author  of  "  The  Glassies  for  the  Million  " 
&c.     Eighth  Thousand.    Cloth,  2s.  (id. 
"  Au  admirable  idea  carried  out  with  great  literarv  skill," 

frlasooiv  Herald. 

NEW  VOLUME  OP  VERSE. 

THE     DEMON     of     the     WIND. 

By  G.  H.  JACKSON.    Cloth,  3b.  6d.  net.  ' 
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BLACKIE    &   SON'S 
NEW  ILLUSTRATED  STORY  BOOKS 

BY    G.    A.    HENTY. 

UNDER  WELLINGTON  S  COMMAND :   a  Tale  of  the 

With  12  Page  1  llustralioiiii  by  Vfa\  Pugot.     Crown  Hro,  ololb  olegant,  olivine 
wtory  tif  '  Willi  Mooro  ut  Corunnii/  which  appeared  u  year  iijfo."     Timst. 

BOTH  SIDES  the  BORDER :   a  Tale  of  Hotspur  and 

Glondower.     With  12  Paj^'e  IllaBtratioiiH  by  Ralph   Peacock.     Crown  9vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine 

OdgOH,  08. 

"  Mr.  Henty  manages  to  retain  the  rewlcr's  inlsrcst  throughout  the  atory,  wbicli  hu  tella  clearly  and 

vigorously."— i>«(7i/  Telegraph. 


MESSRS.    NELSON'S 

NEW    lioOKS. 

Comptota  LUt  poit  rk*e«  on  applleatloiu 


Peninsular  War. 
odK-es,  (Is. 

'  A  K(K)d  seiiuel  tu  ilic  capital  *■ 


AT   ABOUKIR   and    ACRE:     a 


Story    of   Napoleon's 

R.[.,  and  3  Plans.     Crown  hvd 


Invaaion  nf  Egypt.     With  H  PtL^o  lUuatrations  Ijy  William  Rainey, 
cloth  olc/^ani.,  olivine  edges,  ba. 
"ThisBpiritod  stxy  is  conuiived  anit  )ld  in  Mr.  H&tiiy*B  rtryYuipiiieit vein."— Manch^iisr  0»^rSian 


MR. 

Price  68-  f.icli. 


HBNTF'S    PliEVIOUa 

Price  68   each. 


With  FRKDERIOK  the  GREAT. 
With  MOORK  at  CORUNNA. 
AT  AGINCOURT. 
With  COOHRANK    the   DAUNT 

LKS8. 
AKNKiKTof  the  WHITE  CROSS 
The  TIGKK  of  MYSORE. 
WCLKtho  SAXO.V. 
ST.  HAltTIIOLOMKW'S  EVE. 
THROaGII  tho  SIKII  WAR. 
BERIC  tlio  BRITON. 
IN  GttlOKK  WATKRS. 
The  DASH  for  KHARTOUM. 
REDSKIN  1111(1  OOWUOV. 
BY  RIGHT  of  CONQUEST. 
BY  ENGLAND'S  AID. 
With  LEE  in  VIRGINIA. 
BY  PIKE  and  DYKE. 
The  LION  of  ST.  MARK. 
CAPTAIN  BAYLEY'S  HEIR. 
BONNIE  PRINCE  CHARLIE. 


BOOKS. 

Price  Ss. 


each. 


KOR  the  TEMPLE. 
The  YODNG  OARTHAGINIAN. 
With  WOI.KE  in  CANADA. 
When  LONDON  IIURNED. 
The  LION  of  tho  NORTH. 
WilhCLIVEin  INDIA. 
IN  1'REI<;D0M'8  CAUSE. 
TIIROUCill  the  FRAY. 
UNDER  DRAKE'S  CLAG. 
TRUE  to  the  OLD  FLAG. 


IN  the  RKIQN  of  TERROR. 
1    ORANOB  and  GREEN. 
BRAVEST  of  tie  BRAVE. 
A  FINAL  RECKONING. 
Tho  CAT  of  11UUASTE8. 
FOR  NAMK  Hnd  FAME. 
DRAGON  and  the  RAVEN. 
ST.  GEORGE  FOR  ENGLAND. 
BY  SHEER  PLUCK. 
FACING  DEATH. 

Price  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  YOUNG  COLON  IST«. 
A  CHAPTER  of  ADVENTUBB3. 

Price  28-  ed. 
STURDY  and  STRONG. 

Price  Ib-  ed.  each. 
TALKS  of  DARI NG  and  DANGER. 
1  YARNS  on  the  BEACH. 

By  OLIPHANT  SMEATON. 

MYSTERY  of  the  PAOIPIO. 

W  ith  8  I'ajto  I U I  istrations  by  Wal  Paget.  Crown 

8vo,  Cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  58. 

A  most  fascinating  etory."— Pall  Mall  Oazelte. 


A 


lly  K.  DAVKNPORT  ADAMS. 

GIRL   of  TO  DAT.     With 

Page  Illustrations  by  (idrtrudo  Domain 


6 

Ham- 
mond, It.I.    Croff  n  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  'iA.  6d. 

"  Excellently  written,  intorostmgall  throagb,  and 
admirably  illustrated."— OMe. 


I'rico  5  8.  each. 

A  MARCH  on  LONDON. 
ON  the  IRRAWADDY. 
THROUGH  RUSSIAN  SNOWS. 
IN  ihi-  HKAliT  of  tho  ROCKIES 
A  JACOHITK  E.XILE. 
("ONDEMNED  fis  a  NIHILIST. 
HELD  FAST  for  ENGLAND. 
MAORI  and  SETTLER. 
ONE  of  the  28tta. 

By  CATHERINE  TYNAN.        " 

The  HANDSOME    BRANDONS: 

A  Story  for  Girls,     \\irh   li  Pugo   llliistrJtion.s 
by  Gevtriulo  Deiiiain  Uiimmonil,  R.I.     Crown 
8vo,  cloth  elegaijt,  olivii.c  edges,  fs. 
"  This  is  a  really  excellent  niece  of  w.jrk.    .    .    • 
Well  written  throughout."  -  Spectator. 

By  KIRK  MUNROK. 

IN   PIRATE    WATERS.      With 

8    lUuatrations   by   Tabor.      Crown    Svo,   cloth 
elegant,  Ss. 

"A  tale  of  the  American  Navy  of  adventure  and 
enaiuntcrs. ' ' — Academy, 

By  SHEILA  E.  BR.4INE. 

THE  TURKISH  AUTOMATON: 

A  Tale  of  the  Time  of  Catherine  the  Great  of 
Russia.    With  6  Page  Illustrations  by  William 
Rainey,  R.I.    Crown  8?o,  cloth  elegant,  3b.  6d. 
"An  absorbing  Ruscian  tale,  founded  on  fact." 

Outlook. 

FINELY  ILLUSTRATED 
An  ALPHABET 

Platoa,   a  lnrj,'e  number 
inches  by  10  iuclies),  6a. 

**  Unreserved  praise  must  be  liestowed  upon  '  An  Alphabet  of  Animals '  by  Carton  Moora  Park,  whose 
illustrations  are  not  only  extremely  clever,  but  Ui^'hly  artistic  to  hoot.**  —  Daity  Telegraph. 

The  TROUBLES  of  TATTERS,  and  other  Stories.    By 

AC»CK   TALWIX   MOIUIIS.     With  (i2  charming    Illustrations   in    )ilack  and   White  b.v   Alice  U. 
Woodward.     Sqimrc  8vo.  decorate  1  clntli  boards,  38.  6d. 
"  ".i  s5  Woodward's  drawinjjs  are  rt^markably  clever,  and  this  is  altogether  a  delightful  book."—  Globe 

ROUNDABOUT   RHYMES.     By  Mrs.  Percy  Dearmer. 

With  20  FullPiige   Illustrations  in  Colour,  Decorative  Title-Pagc,  and  Cover  Design.    Imiiorial 
Svo,  28.  6d. 
"  Will  give  many  hajipy  half  hours  to  little  ones.    The  amusing  verses  are  accompanied  by  bright  and 
original  illnstrations,  which  add  to  their  charm."— i'uncA. 

The    REIGN    of    PRINCESS    NASKA.      By    Amelia 

HUTCIUSON   STIRLING,    M.A.     With  over  53  lUustriitions  by  Paul  Hardy.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 
oleRaiit,  2s.  Od. 

"  Will  be  pleasant  reading  for  young  and  old ..We  can  thoroughly  recommend  thia  little  book,  , 

which  is  ftdetiuately  illustrated  by  Mr.  Paul  Hardy.**— .^Mtfn^pwm.  j 

CHIPS   and  CHOPS.     By  R.  Neish.     With  16  Illus- 

trations  by  1£.  R.  Millar.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  e.xtra,  28. 
**  A  charming  book  of  short  stories,  oicelleotly  illustrated." — London  Review, 

Also  NEW  STORY  BOOKS  at  Prices  from  2s.  6d.  to  6d. 

SLJ.CKIE  S;  SOX'S  NEW    CATALOaUK    OF   HOOKS    auitabh  for   Prcseiilation,  ic.' 

tent  pott   free  on   oppiteation. 

London:    BLACKIE  &  SON,  Limited,  50,  Old  Builoy. 


Hy  GORDON  8TAHLKS. 

COURAGE.     TRUE     HEARTS : 

The  Story  of  Three  Boys  who  Sailed  in  Search 
of  Fortune.      With   0   Page   Illustrations    bv 
W.  S.  Stacey.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  3s.  6d. 
'*  An  excellent  book  for  boys." 

St.  James's  Qazetl4. 

CHILDREN'S  BOOKS. 
'    of  ANIMALS.     With   26  Full-Page 

of  Vignette",  and  Cover  Design  by  Carton  Moore  Park.    Demy  Ito  (13 


NEW   1  »I,K.'(  liV  HEKBKKT  HAVENS. 

1 .  IN  the  OBIP  of  the  SPANIARD.    By 

HKKIiEKT    IIA^K.NH,  Author  ol    ■•  Undw   th« 
Looe  .Star,"  "The  llrltUb  UJioB,"  Ae.    With  t 
Illuitratloni  by  Wal  Facet.    Croini  ITO,  bartltod 
boardi,  doth  rxtra,  gilt  tup,  6». 
"Thrilllug  t  jIo  cf  advtnturt."     .Vorntng  .idtmlimr. 

i.  A  FIQHTEa  in  OBEEN:  %  Tale  of 

Algeria,  lly  ilKRHKKT  U.U'RNs,  Author  nt 
"  Fighting  for  Kreedom.''  "  t'nilerthe  l/jn«  .Htar/* 
"  Clevaly  Hahlb,"  Ac.  With  »  IllnitrsUoni  by  B. 
Talbot  Kelly,  R  B  A.  Croira  8ro,  btTcllwl  boatdi, 
•loth  (Xtra,  gilt  lop,  &•. 
"Abounds  «lih  tllrring Incidents  "—ChurthRntnc. 

.NEW  HTUKIKS   OK  BCIIOOL   LirE    BY  HABULD 

1.  THE  DORMITORY  FLAO:  a  School 

fitory.  By  IIAKol.U  WKKY.  With  8  IllusUa- 
tloni  by  W.  H.  MtrgetsoD.  Cruwo  ttvo, 
bsvelled  boards,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top.  If. 

.'.  THE  TRIPLE  ALLIANCE:  itsTriala 

and  Triumphs.     By  IIAR'>1.I)  AVKRV.  Author  »( 
"Soldltn  of  tha  Quuen,"  "  Kranki  Klnt  Term." 
£c.    With  n  lUuatrations  by  W.  II.   Margetson. 
Fost  8ro,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ed. 
"A  very  nleatant  Hud  wholesome  story."— .Sp^e/«'or. 

NEW  TALm  BV   K.  KVKREIT-HREEX. 

1.  FRENCH  and  ENQLISH :  a  Story  of 

the  Struggle  In  the  West.  By  E.  EVERETT- 
GKEEN.  Author  of  "In  I'aunton  Town,"  "Shut 
In."  "  The  Sign  of  th«  Bed  CroM,"  Ae.  With 
7  Illaitratlons  by  Wal  Paget,  and  a  Map.  Crown 
'  8vo,  levelled  boards,  cUth  extra,  gilt  top,  (a. 

2.  TOM    TUFTON'S    TOLL       By    E. 

BVEBETT-GREB.N,  Author  of  "Shut  In.''  "In 
the  Days  of  Chivalry,"  Ac.   With  C  Illuatratioiu  by 
W.  8.  Stacey.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
"  Full  of  stirring  Interest."— B«ord. 

3.  ESTHEasCHABQE.  ByE.Evaratt- 

ORKKS,    Author   o(     "Olive    Roicoe."    "Loyal 
Hearts  and  True,"  <ta.     With  6  Illnstrations  by 
J.  H.  Bacon.    Post  8ra,  cloth  extra,  U.  «d. 
"  A  thoroughly  enjoyable  book."— t'AurcA  Bevlem^ 

NEW  BOilK  BY  Ll'CY  TAYLOR. 

THROUGH  PEaiL,  TOIL,  and  PAIN. 

By  LUCV  TA  VI.KE,  Author  of  "  Krit/.  of  Pruaala.'' 

"Uoiog  on   Pilgrimage,"  Ac.     With  Illustralloiu 

by  W.  H.  Margetson.    Crown  6vo,  clith  extra,  <s. 

"VromUrst  till  last  It  is  thoroughly  UiterrsUng." 

Ckrittjan  H'orld, 

N.,w  and  Cheaper  ElltloD. 

THE   CHRISTIAN  LEADERS   of  the 

LAST  CENTIRV  :  or,  England  a  Hundred  Years 
Ago.  By  Rev.  J.  C.  RYLE,  Lord  Bishop  ol  Uvec- 
pool.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  St.  6d. 

"Full  of  charm  for  a  child."— Pa//  .Vail  QazetU, 

THE  aOLDEN  PICTURE  BOOK.  Stories 

and    \'erse».     Over    80    Coloured     Illustrations. 
Sinill4to,  '28:j  pa^tfs,  c:oth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Matter,  pictures,  binding,  and  bold  type  combloa  lo 
make  this  a  most  attractive  book  for  chlldreij. 

A  Charming  New  Picture  Book. 

YOUNGSTERS.    A  Volume  of  Pictures 

and  Stories.    With  Coloured  Plates.    Royal  «ta. 
276  pages,    .'is.  6d. 
Fnll  of  delightful  pictures  and  pleasing  stories  of 
exactly  the  kin£thaUhe  lltUe  ones  like. 

"  One  of  the  best  Christmas  gift-books  which  have  been 
published  this  year." — Reviev)  of  Hevirtti. 

THE     UNCHARTED     ISLAND.       By 

SKELTDN  Kl  PPOKI).  Author  of  "Hammond's 
Hard  Lines,"  "  The  Mess  that  Jack  Made,"  Ac. 
With  Illustrations  hy  W.  Bainey,  R.I.  PettSro, 
cloth  evtra  3s.  6d. 

NEW  WOKK  BY  0BI80N  .SWKIT  MAKDEN. 

THE  SECRET  of  ACHIEVEMENT.    A 

Book  designed  to  teach  thst  the  hl^eat  Achlsrt- 
nient  Is  that  which  results  in  noble  Ifanhood  anil 
Wotnanhood,  thtt  character  is  the  only  success. 
ByOBISONSWErr  MARDEN.  Author  of  "Archl. 
tects  of  Fate,"  Ac.  Illustrated  with  I*ortralU  of 
Eminent  Parsons.  Poit  8vo.  cloth  extra,  priM  3a.0d. 

STORIES  FOB  LITTLE  CEILDEBN,  by  Un.  KDWUT 
HOULEB. 

THE    GREEN    TOBY    JUG   and   the 

PRINCESS    WHO    LIVED    OPrt)SITB.      Storiea 
for  Little  Children.    By  Mrs.  EDWIN  HOULBR. 
With    numerons    Illtutratlona   by  J.  H,  Bacon. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  M. 
"  A  charming  story."— Aeiriew  «/  Recina. 

THOMAS^ELSON  «  SONS, 

35   and  36,    l*atcrDoster   Uow.   LondoD,  E.C  ; 

Parkside,  Edinbuish ;  and  New  York. 
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HURST  &  BLACKETT'S 

PUBLICATIONS. 

Now  ready,  in  1  vol.,  crown  8to,  with  Poitrait  of  Charles  XII.,  price  6s. 

CHARLES    XIL    of    SWEDEN.       By 

OSCAR  BROWNING. 

Now  ready,  in  1  vol.,  demy  8vo. 

With  58  Illastrations  from  Photographs  by  the  Author,  a  Frontispiece  by 

R.  Talbot  Kelly,  R.B.A.,  and  2  Maps,  price  168. 

FROM  SPHINX  to  ORACLE.  Through 

the  Lybian  Desert  to  the  Oasis  of  Jnpiter  Ammon.  By  ARTHUR  SILVA 
WHITE,  Hon.  F.R.S.G.S.,  Author  of  "  The  Development  of  Africa,"  &c. 

Now  ready,  in  1  vol.,  demy  8to,  12s. 

GIPSY    FOLK-TALES.      By    Francis 

HINDES    GEOOME,    Author  of   "In    Gipsy    Tents,"    "Two    Suffolk 
Friends,"  "  Biiegspicl,"  &o. 

Eighth  Edition.    In  1  vol.,  crown  Svo,  Rilt  top,  price  Os. 

AYLWIN.  By  Theodore  Watts-Dunton, 

Author  of  "  The  Coming  of  Love :  Honha  Boswell's  Story,"  &c. 
Third  Printing  now  ready.    In  1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  price  38.  ed. 

THE    SECOND    THOUGHTS    of    an 

IDLE  FELLOW.    By  JEROME  K.  JEROSIB,  Author  of  "Three  Men  in 
a  Boat,"  "Idle  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow,"  &c. 

Now  ready,  in  1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  price  6s. 

NIGEL  FERRARD.     By  G.  M.  Robins 

(Mrs.  L.  BailUe  Reynolds),  Anther  of  "  Her  Point  of  View,"  "  The  Ides 
of  March,"  &c. 

Now  ready,  in  1  vol.,  crown  Bvo,  6b. 

THE  SECRET   of  KYRIELS.     By  E. 

NESBIT,  Author  of  "  Lays  and  Legends,"  "  Grim  Tales,"  "  Something 
Wrong,"  &c. 

Now  ready,  in  1  vol.,  crown  8to,  price  6s. 

THE  MAIN  CHANCE.    By  Christabel 

COLERIDGE,     Author    of     "  Waynflete,"    "The    Tender    Mercies   of 
the  Good,"  &c. 

In  1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  with  cover  in  colours,  gilt  edges,  price  38.  6d. 

THE  PINK   HEN.     A  Fairy  Tale  for 

Children.      By    CUTHBERT    SPURLING.     With    14   Illustrations   by 
Duncan  Tate. 

In  I  vol.  4to,  with  special  cover  lithographed  in  nine  colonrs,  price  2s.  ed. 

THE   LEGEND   of  the  CHRISTMAS 

ROSE.      By    A.    O'D.    BAHTHOLEYKNS.      Illustrated   by   Delapoer 
Downing. 

Second  Edition  now  ready.    In  I  vol.,  croivn  8vo,  extra  cloth,  68. 

THE     LIGHT?      A    Romance.     By 

BERNARD  HAMILTON.     Fully  lUastrated  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen. 
Second  Edition.    In  1  vol.,  crown  6vo,  gilt  top.  Illustrated,  price  38.  6d. 

PICTURES    of    TRAVEL,   and   Other 

Poems.     By  MACKENZIE  BELL,  Author  of  "A  Memoir  of  Christina 
Rosyetti,*'  •■'  Spring's  Immortality,  and  other  Poems,"  &c. 

NEW  ADDITION  to  HURST  &  BLACKETT'S  3s.  6d.  SERIES. 

In  1  vol.,  crown  8vo. 

SUNSET.     By  Beatrice  Whitby. 

BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 
Each  in  1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  38.  ed. 

THE  AWAKENING  of  MARY  FENWICK. 
IN  the  SUNTIME  of  HER  YOUTH, 
A  MATTER  of  SKILL,  and  Other  Stories. 
ONE  REASON  WHY. 
.     PART  of  the  PROPERTY. 

MARY  FENWICK'S  DAUGHTER. 

EDNA    LYALL'S    NOVELS. 

Each  in  1  vol.,  crown  Svo,  Gs. 

To  RIGHT  the  WRONG.  I         IN  the  GOLDEN  DAYS. 

fONOVAN.  I         A  HARDY  NORSEMAN. 

WE  TWO.  I         KNIGHT'S  ERRANT. 

WON  BY  WAITING. 


SALTED    WITH    FIRE.     By   George 

MACDONALD,  LL.D.,  Author  of  "  Robert  Falconer,"  •'  Sir  Gibbie,"  ic. 
1  vol.,  68. 

BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 
Each  in  I  vol.,  crown  Bvo,  with  Frontispiece.    Price  5s. 

PAyyj^^'-SJNBRGD.  I        ROBERT  FALCONER. 

SIR  GIBBIE.  |_^  ALEC  FORBES. 

HUBST  k  BLACKETT,  Ltd.,  18,  Great  Marlborough  Street,  W. 


HARPER  &  BROTHERS' 

NEW    PUBLICATIONS. 


WESSEX    POEMS 

AND   OTHER  VERSES. 
By  THOMAS  HARDY 

With  31  IIlustrationB  by  the  Author.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

gilt  top,  6s. 

Uniform  with  the  Library  Edition  of  Thomas  Hardy's  Novels.     (A. 

few  copies  handsomely  bound  for  presentation  purposes,  7s.  Gd. 

each.)  [Nfxt  Wteh. 

STIRRING  NEW  NOVEL  BY 

MARRIOTT  WATSON 

THE    ADVENTURERS 
THE    ADVENTURERS 

A  STOEY  OF  TREASUBE  TROVE. 
By    H.    B.    MARRIOTT    WATSON 

With  Illustrations  by  A.  I.  Keller.         Cloth  extra,  68. 


REALISTIC  ROMANCE 

OF  THE  TIME  OF  THE  GREAT  DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH. 

HIS    COUNTERPART 

By   RUSSELL   M.  GARNIER 

Cloth  extra,  68. 


MARGARET  DELAND'S  NEW  WORK 

OLD    CHESTER    TALES 

By  MAEGAEET  DELAND.    Illustrated  by  Howard  Pyle. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [JVeic*  Week, 


FRANK  R.  STOCKTON'S 

LATEST  NOVEL 

THE  ASSOCIATE  HERMITS 

By  FRANK  E.  STOCKTON,  Author  of  "  The  Great  Stone  of 
Sardis,"  &o.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Bs. 

[Next  Week. 


"The  book  is  a  notable  one  for  the  season. 

THE  ROMANTIC  HISTORY  OF  ROBIN  HOOD. 

By  BABRY  PAIN. 

With  many  fine  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

"  Related  with  a  tenderness  and  a  poetical  refinement  which 
makes  it  very  delightful  reading." — Dailt/  Xews. 

THE  ROMANTIC  HISTORY  OF  ROBIN  HOOD. 
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ME.  WM.  HEINEMANN'S  LIST. 

NEW    ART    BOOKS. 
GAINSBOROUGH,  and  his  PLACE  in  ENGLISH  ART. 

Hy  WALTKIl  ARMSrilONCl,  Director  of  tho  National  Gallery,  Ireland. 

MiiKnitlcontly  lIlUHtiHtsd.    1  vol.,  imperial  4to,  BS  6a.  net. 
Tinua.—"  No  more  beautiful  IkwIc  hu  cvvr  Iimu  iMued  from  th«  Bagll.h  PraM   tbnu 
Mr.  WalLor  Arinstrotig's  folio  vulumt)  of  (lalniborouffti.     Tha  iUoitratloni  of  the  txwk  are 
fxtroinoly  tiup.  and  cover  Oaluiborougli'i  whole  wide  rauge." 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI :  Artist,  Thinker,  and  Man 

of..Scioncu.     AathoriHod    Translation    from   tho    French    of    EUGKNK 
MIJ NT/,  Member  of  the  Institute  of  franco,  4«.     With  many  Iwautiful 
lUastrations.    Uniform  in  Hizo  with  Micbol's  "  Rembrandt."    In  2  voU., 
£Z  2fl.  net, 
Dattu  !V»wi.—"Vl.  Mliotz's  prevloiu  studies  in  thu  UeoKlaMnoahnTfl  Kdmirahly  qitallfliMl 

liim  for  liii  pH'ieut  task.    Tl»u  i>ook  from  cvi-ry  jioiiit  of  view  iiiuit  be  rcokone*!  .iiiK^ug  the 

muHt  iinixTtiiut  anil  attmctive  art  liooks  of  t)io  tlni*-," 

FASHION  in  PARIS.    The  Various  Phases  of  Femi- 
nine TBBte  from  1707  to  1H07.    By  OCTAVE  UZANNK.   TranBlate<I  by 
Lftdy  MARY    LOYD.      Profusely   lUuatrated    by    Fmn90i8    Courboin. 
1  vol..  imperial  8vo,  30b. 
Pimeh.—    Aa  a  book  of  refer«nc«>  for  tho  iUuitrator,  for  tho  author  and  dntmnttit,  for 

Btage-muiager  and  theatrical  coatumlor,  this  work  Ih  a  most  valuable  authority.    Tho  colour- 

InR  of  tho  pioturoa  Is  excellent" 

N.B.— CopioB  of  this  Itook  may  l>e  ha<l  of  sH  KooksoUerB  by  payinff  inatalmentH. 

LONDON   TYPES.     By  William  Nicholson.    With 

QuatorzaiDH  by  W,  K,  HKNLEY.     5b.  [Second  iniprcsftion. 

TuK  Kntiuk  First  Enrnoir  our  of  I^kint.      Sicoirn  iMPfiBHSioir  Now  Hkady. 

IN    the   FORBIDDEN    LAND.      An  Account  of   a 

Journey  in  Tibet.      Uy  A.   HENRY    SAVAGE    L&NDOR.     Profusely 

niuatratod.    2  vols.,  £1  12e.  net. 
Atftenceum.—"  Tliu  account  he  has  vrrittuu  of  hi.s  travels  and  adventures  la  vivid  and  often 
fascinating,     llii  fre<iii«iit  notices  jf  curious  customs  are  full  of  iutereit.and  numeroua  illui- 
trations  from  iihutoKraphft  or  sketches  taken  ou  tlie  spot  render  this  one  of  the  nioat  attractive 
rt-conU  uf  travel  piiblislied  receully." 

A   JOURNEY  in   MOROCCO,    MOGREB  EL  ACKSA. 

By  K.  H.  CUNNINGHAMK    GUAHAM.      With  a   Portrait.     In  1   vol., 

MVO,  1)8. 

CATHERINE  SFORZA.      By  Count   Pier  Pasolini. 

^  AbridKed  and  Translated  by  PAUI.  SYLVESTER.      Illustrated  with 

B  nnmeroas  Reproductions  of  Original  Pictures  and  Documenta,    1  vol., 

y  demy  8vo,  lOs. 

PaU  ifalf  (?as«ff«.— "(!ount  rasoliui's  careful  study  la  a  faithful  reflex  of  the  early  age 

of  the  Rcnainance  ...One  wordtihoulil  be  added  tn  praise  of  Mr.  Sylvester's  trauslatiou, 

which  reads  almost  like  an  uri>,'inal  work." 

A  HISTORY  of  SPANISH  LITERATURE.    By  James 

FITZMAURICK-KELLY.    Crown  flvo,  Ob.      |  Literutures  of  the  World. 

Spectator.  — "Tiu-  work  Injfort^  us  ia  onu  which  no  student  can  heacefortli  neglect if  the 

student  would  kern  his  knowledge  of  iSnanish  uii  to  date.  We  ctotte  with  a  renewed  expression 
of  admiration  for  this  excellent  minuaf;  the  style  is  marked  and  full  of  pi<iuaQcy,  the  phrases 
dwell  in  the  memory." 

MR.  FROUDE  and 

1  vol..  Hvo.  10s.  6d. 

tf7a«(Wtc //emW.—"  Mr.  Wdstm  entirely  removes  from  Carb'le's  character  tho  oie  great 
•tain  tliut  Froude  laid  upon  it.  Wo  believe  that  his  work  will  endure  close  examination,  Nud 
we  are  tlmukful  for  it.  He  seems  to  have  left  no  source  of  information  unexamined,  and 
gives  us  much  fresh  material." 

WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.    A  Critical  Study.    By 

(JFIOIUtE  BRAN'DES.     2  vols.,  Roxburgho  gilt  top  or  buckram  uncut, 

domy  8vo,  248.,  net. 

Athetv.um.—"  ^o  other  single  work  ou  Shakespeare  includes  so  much,  so  much  that  is 

valuable  —  Tliere  Is  no  side  of  his  subject  which  he  neglects— his  book  is,  in  its  way,  uncyolo- 

pwdic.    Ur.  Brandea  is  a  great  compiler,  but  he  is  more.    Shakespeare  to  him  Is  a  magnidctnt 


CARLYLE.     By  David  Wilson. 


reality.' 


NEW    SIX-SHILLING    NOVELS. 


THE  OPEN  QUESTION.     By  C.  E.  Raimond. 

at.  Jarnea'n  UazKtte.—"  This  is  an  extraordinarily  fine  novel.  Wo  have  not.  for  many 
yearn,  coni«  aerotis  a  serious  novel  (if  modern  life  which  has  impressed  our  imaglnfttioQ  or 
oreated  such  an  instant  oonvictioa  of  tho  genius  of  its  writer." 

GLORIA  MUNDI.    By  Harold  Frederic. 

[Second  impression. 
Daily  Chronicle.—"  Mr.  Harold  Fretlerio  has  here  achieved  a  triumph  of  charucterisatlou 
rare  indeed  in  fiction,  even  in  such  fiction  as  ia  given  ub  by  our  greatest. 

TONY  DRUM,  a  COCKNEY  BOY.    By  Edwin  Pugh. 

With  10  Fall-Page  lUustrationa  in  Colimr  from  Designs  by  J.  ana  W. 
Bcggarsttiff,  and  a  Cover  Design  by  William  Nicholson. 
ylWit;n(e«Hi.— "There  is  much   that  is  graphic,  direct,  and  simple  in  Mr.    Pugh's  pre- 

tment  of  Tony,  his  sinter,  parents,  and  snrrouudinKS He  shows  that  even  tho  children 

III  the  slums  have  tlu'ir  short  hour  of  irresponsible  merriment.    Tony's  good  heart  and  the 
i«riy  devotion  of  his  sisti-r  Honor  arc  given  with  life-like  and  touching  traits." 

THE   WIDOWER.      By  W.  E.  NorriS.      [second  impression. 

Tniies.— "'Tlie  most  copious  oritici«m  could  really  do  little  more  than  advise  novel-readers 
•yall  mciuis  to  read  'Tho  Widower.'  Tliey  will  remain  incredulous  but  amuwd.  It  is  not  a 
tue  of  incrtdvlug  udi." 

THE  TWO  MAGICS.  By  Henry  James,  [second  impre^ion- 

i)aUi/ AV.KJ8.— "The  lirit  stjry  shows  Mr.  James's  subtlest  oharaoteristics.  his  supreme 
^^"wjoy  of  touch,  his  surpa-tsing  mastery  of  tin-  art  of  suggention.    The  second  story  is  a 
iHtilhtful  comeiiietta,  abounding  in  dialogUL-,  swift,  brilliant,  iwliihed." 

/IA  LUCIS.    By  Kassandra  Vivaria. 

/>'iiiy  Tei<;(jra;t/t.— "  No  one  who  reatla  those  passages,  in  which  the  lifo  of  the  spirit  is  so 
!  ii  ti'ly  described,  can  doubt  for  an  instaut  that  tlic  author  is  laying  bare  her  soul's 
I'-gniphy." 

HE  CHILD  of  PLEASURE.  By  Gabriele  D'Annunzio. 

'     iMxilv  j/ai^— '■  A  powerful  study  of  passion,  masterly  of  its  kind." 

iJORNSONS    NOVELS    and   TALES.      Edited    by 

EDMUND  GOSSE.    Fcap.  8to,  cloth,  each  vol.  3s.  not.    Uniform  Edition. 
Vol.  VIII.-ABBOLOM-8  HAIR,  and  A  PAINFUL  MEMORY. 

URGENEV'S    NOVELS   and    TALES.      Translated 

from   the   HuHSiau    by    CONSTANCE     GAllNETT.      Fcap.   avo,   cloth, 
each  vol.  3h.  net.     Uniform  Edition. 
Vol.  Xll.-A  LEAR  Of  the  STePPES. 

.In  lUuatrated  Announcement  List  and  General  Catalogue  will  be 
forwarded  post  free  on  Application. 

London  ;   WM.  HEINEMANN,  21,  Bedford  Street,  W.C. 


DAVID    NUTT, 

270—271,     STRAND,     LONDON. 


The  English  Emersons.    A  History  of  tho 

Kmaraon  Faiuily  in  Orosl  Britain  from  Uw  Ku-llMt  Tlmaa,  unacid 
under  counllo*  o(  KngUmd,  Scotland,  and  Ireland.  With  70  nioatfrnUaos 
(4  PhotogmvurM),  nnd  full  Index.    Compikxl  b;  P.  H.  BCIBSOK.    tto. 

*•*  Of  thbi  important  genealogical  work,  which  haa  ooit  Um  Author  yean 
of  labour,  only  live  handrad  coplaa  are  printed.  PIfly  of  theae  are  palltd  on 
the  beat  hand-made  pa|>«r  with  the  photofnTarea  on  Japaaaae  Tellnm,  Tbo 
price  of  this  tdition  tU  luxe  la  JU  4a.  net  (1:1  IOh.  for  the  Unitod  8lal«()i  of 
the  ordinary  edition,  £2  2a.  net  (<2 10*.  for  the  United  Staloa). 

iBeadu  atmott  immtdialtlt. 

Tudor  Tiianslations  Editbd  bv  W.  E.  HENLST. 
The/orHcominj  Ifumber  U : 

Suetonius.     History  oi  Twelve  Cae.sary,  trans- 

lateil  into  Bngliah  by  PHIL.GUON  HOLLA.VD,  Anno  1808.  With  an 
IntroduoUou  by  OHABLKS  WUIBLKV.    2  roU.,  net  £1  4a. 

[Seadt  thurtly. 

*.*  Subscribers  who  remit  cash  with  order,  before  publication,  wll 
receive  the  work  at  £1  (£t  Os.  7d.  by  Parcel  Post). 

The  following  numbers  of  the  Tudor  Translationa  are  still  proconbl*  at 
the  affixed  net  ]>rioe8 :  Underdown's  Ueliodoroa,  1  is. ;  Mabbe's  Celestina,  Ua.  i 
Shelton'a  Don  Quixote,  4  Tola.,  £3  St,.;  Danett'a  Cominea,  I  Tola.,  £1  4a.  t 
Kenton's  Bandello,  1  vols.,  £1  48. 

Three  more  works  will  be  Issued  in  the  Tudor  TranalalUma :  In  1880  (a) 
The  Gonrtyer,  EngUslied  from  the  Italian  of  Bsldaaaare  OaaUglion*  by 
THOMAS  HOBY,  with  Introduction  by  WALTER  RALKIOH.  (b)  Pantagnel 
and  (iargantna,  Knglished  from  the  French  of  BabelaU,  by  Sir  TMOlfAS 
UaQDHART,  with  IntrodQcUon  by  OH.  WHIBLEY.  (c)  In  1000,  an  iaaoe 
to  be  introduced  by  the  general  editor  will  complete  the  aerlaa.  H  will  be 
particularised  in  duo  course. 


JUST  our. 

The  Mirror  of  Perfection ;  being  an  Engli.sU 

version  of  tha  "  Specnlam  Perfectionis  "  of  Brother  Leo,  the  favourite 
disciple  of  St.  Krancis  of  Assisi.  By  SBBASTIAN  EVANS,  lemo, 
elojnintly  printed  at  the  Ballantyae  Press,  and  bonnd  in  specially  designed 
cloth  cover,  2s. 

The   Quatrains  of  Omar  Khayyam.     An 

English  i>ro30  Version  by  JUSTIN  HONTLY  McUAETHr.  l«mo, 
l)riutcd  in  red  and  black  on  hand-made  pa|>or,  elegantly  iMOud  in 
Persian  cloth,  3b.  Sd. 

RECENT  PUBUCATIONS. 

Govemnent  and   Democracy.     Essays  by 

J.  J.  CHAPMAN,  Author  of  "  Emersoa  and  other  Eaaaya."  Crown  8to, 
cloth,  top  git,  3a.  6d. 

"  The  whole  history  of  man  shows  that  progreaa  comea  In  the  ahapc  of  an 
increasing  tender-heartedness  which  can  giro  no  lucid  account  of  itself,  because 
it  is  an  organic  process." 

Emerson,  and  Other  Essays.      %  J-  J- 

CHAl'JIAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  top  gilt,  3s.  8d. 


In  the  Republic  of  Letters.    By  W.  Mac- 

NEILE  DIXU.N,  Professor  of  Eiigli«h  Literature  at  Mason's  College. 
Birmingham.  38.  (Id.  ContenU :  The  Poetry  of  Matthew  Arnold,  the 
Poetry  of  George  Meredith,  the  Poetry  of  De  Veres,  the  Novels  of  Qeoige 
Meredith,  the  Romantic  Revival,  kc. 

The  New  Quest.     By  Angus  Rotherham. 

Being  an  account  of  a  pilgrimage  made  by  a  sufferer  from  Weltaclimers 
in  search  of  a  remedy.  How  the  Wandering  Jew  directed  him  to  the 
Castle  of  the  Crown  of  Tlioma,  and  how  he  found  Faith,  Hope,  and 
Charity  still  aUvc.  How  after  Oiatractioiu,  Adventures  and  Tempta- 
tions all  duly  set  forth,  be  found  the  Physic  his  mind  required  very  Dear 
at  hand  all  tlie  while.  With  aome  Poctiy  by  tho  way.  Demy  8to. 
Printed  iu  old  stylu,  at  the  Merrymouut  Pieaa,  ou  baud-made  paper,  and 
bound  iu  half  parchment,    flu. 
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CLARENDON  PRESS,  OXFORD. 

Just  published,  8vo,  with  a  Portrait,  rloth,  12s.  Gd. 

LECTURES  and  ESSAYS  on  NATURAL  THEO- 

LCCY  ui.d  ETHICS  Uy  WILLIAM  WALLACE,  laie  Fellow  of  Merton 
(VOIubc,  Oxfiiril.  Eiliic'l,  wi'.ii  a  Biogmphical  Intrcxloction,  by  EDWARD 
CAlltD,  Master  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford. 

Just  published,  pp.  viii  +  3U,  8vo,  cloth,  price  ICb.  6d. 

STUDIES  in  INTERNATIONAL  LAW.    By  Thomas 

ERSKINE  HOLLAND,  D.O.L. 

Jubt  publisbed,  demy  8vo,  1  iilf-bound,  108.  Cd.  net. 

THE  ELIZABETHAN  CLERGY  and  the  SETTLE- 
MENT of  religion,  isss-ue-i.   By  HENRY  UEB,  D.D.,  F.S.A.   With 

Illustrative  Doeumenta  and  Libts. 
Literature:  "Mr.  Gee  has  friven  to  the  wcrld  one  of  the  inrKt  valuiible 
Btudieu.  in  detail,  on  an  important  part  of  the  Englibh  Reformation  thai  has 
ever  appeared." 

Now  ready.  Vol.  I.  (Pases.  I.  to  V.),  in  buclram,  price  £2  12s.  6d. 

NOUUM     TESTAMENTUM     DOMINO     NOSTRI 

IKSU  CHRISTI  LATINE,  Secundem  Kditioncni  .Sflncti  Hieronymi. 
Ad  Codicum  Msnuecriptorum  lideni  i-ecensuit  U>HANNKS  WORDS- 
WORTH,  S.T.I*.,  Episcopus  Sftri.sburiensis  ;  in  operis  societstera  adsumto 
Henrieo  Inliano  While.  A.M.  Fasc.  I.,  liis.  fid. ;  Fasc.  II.,  78.  Od. ;  Fuse. 
III.,  128.  fid. ;  Kase.  IV.,  lOs.  6d. ;  Fasc.  V.,  lOs.  8d. 
A  Binding  Case  is  issued  for  the  above  Five  Fascs.  at  3s. 


.lust  published,  4to,  buekraiii,  tritt  top,  258.  net. 

ADIOTIONARYofPROPERNAMESandNOTABLE 

MATTERS  of  DANTE.    By  PAGET  TOYNBEE,  M.A.,  Balliol  Colleire, 
Oiford. 


Just  published,  pp.  58B,  post  Svo,  eloth,  10s. 


ed. 


CAESAR  D£  BELLO  6ALLIC0.    According  to  the 

Text  of  Emmanii*!  Hnffmann  (Vienna,  1890).    Edited,  with  Introdnction 
and  Notes,  by  GKORGK  STOCK. 
Scotsman :  "  The  writer  carries  IJK'htly  an  enormous  burden  of  erudition  in 
ancient  hisiory,  and  in  cbissical  antiquities,  and  makes  exact  fcchclarship 
Httrautive  by  a  clear  and  interesting  Ktyle." 

Just  pubHshed,  pp.  Ix  +  542,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  with  a  Paceimile,  price  2l8. 

P.  OVIDI  NASONIS  HEROIDES.    With  the  Greek 

Trnnsliition  of  Plamdcs.  Edited  bv  the  late  ARTHUR  PALMER, 
Litt.D.,  Hon.  D.C.L.  (Oxon.),  LL.D.  iGlasj.'.).  Fellow  of  Trinity  Uollcgo, 
and  Professor  of  Latin  in  the  University  ot  Dublin. 

A  NEW  ENGLISH  DICTIONARY  on  Historical 

Principles,  founded  mainly  on  the  miiteriiil.s  collected  liv  the  Pliilo- 
lo^'ical  Society.  Imperial  4to.  Edited  by  Dr.  MURRAY  and  HENRY 
liHADLEY,  M.A. 

Vols.  I.-III.    A-B,  C,  D-E,  half  morocco,  each  £2  IZs.  Od. 

Vol.  IV.    F  G.    F  and  pare  of  Q  already  published.    Price  2b.  ed.  per 

Section, 
Vol,  V.     H— K.     Part  of  H  already  published.     Price  2s.  fld.  per 
Section. 


Also  published  by  HENRY  FROWDE. 

4ar   COMPLETE    EDITION.     NOW   FOR  THE   FIRST   TIME 

PUBLISHED   IN  ENGLAND. 

JUBT  PUBLISHED.     THE  OXFORD  WHITTIER. 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  of  JOHN  GREENLEAF 

WHITTIER.    With  Poitrait.    Edited  by  W.  GARRETT  HORDER,  M.A. 
IssUBD  iir  THE  Following  Sizes  ; 
I.  Emerald.    Crown  Svo,  612  pages,  cloth,  3s.  Od, 
II.  The  same,  printed  upon  Oxford  India  Paper,  cloth  extra,  red  under  gilt 

ed^es,  88. 
III.  Miniature  Edition,  in  4  diminutive  Volumes,  printed  npon  Ojford  India 
Paper,  and  enclosed  in  a  case,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  148.  6d. 
And  in  various  other  leather  bindings. 
These  three  sizes  are  uniform  with  the  corresponding  Oxford  Editions  of 
SHAKESPEARE.         I         LONGFELLOW.  I         BURNS 

SCOTT.  I         WORDSWORTH.         |         BYRON. 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 
Arranged  by  the  Hon.  Mrs.  LYTTELTON  GELL,  Compiler  of  "  The  Cloud  of 

Witness.*' 
Printed  in  Colours,  clotli,  price  3s.  Od.,  and  in  various  leather  bindings 

THE  MORE  EXCELLENT  WAY.      Words  of  the 

Wise  on  the  Life  of  Love.    A  Sequence  of  Meditatiocs. 


JUST  PUBLISHED.      NEW  VOLUME  IN  THE 

OXFORD    '•  THUMB  "    EDITION    SERIES. 

Printed  on  the  Oxford  India  Paper. 

In  perfectly  legible  tjpe,  measuring  2J  x  15  x  g  inches,  and  itsued  in  various 

bindings,  from  Is.  net. 

THE    VICAR    of    WAKEFIELD.      By   Oliver 

GOLDSMITH.    With  a  Collotype. 


HENRY  IROWDE,   London.  Edinburgh,  Glafgow,   and 
New  Yoik. 


MESSRS. 


HORACE  MARSHALL  &  SON'S 

NEW  LIST. 


The  Long  White  Cloud :  flo  Tea  Roa. 

A  Descriptive  and  Historical  Account  of  New  Zealand. 

By  the  Hon.  W.  P.  REEVES.  Agent-General  for  New  Zealand.  With  many 
Full-Page  Illustrations,  a  specially  constructed  War-Map,  and  omanicnlal 
devices  in  Maori  Designs. 

PRICE  SIX  SHILLINGS  NET. 

•Jhe  AthencBum  i«.\»:  "Beautifully  got  no  and  illustrated Among  the 

special  merits  of  Mr.  Reeves's  book  is  a  remarkab'y  fine  study  of  the  chaiacter 
of  Sir  George  Grey." 

The  Daily  Chronicle  says  :  "  In  '  The  Long  White  Cloud '  he  has  given  us 
what  is  out  and  away  the  best  book  on  New  Zealand." 

The  Daily  Newi  savs  :  "  We  know  no  single  volume  which  is  so  eminently 
readable  or  to  likely  to  be  useful  in  creating  an  interest  in  these  wild  and 
magnificent  islands  in  the  South  Paeific." 

The  Daily  Mail  says  :  "  '  The  Long  White  Cloud '  is  by  far  the  best  book 
yet  written  about  New  Zealand." 

The  Daily  Graphic  says:  "A  very  notable  look  and  t|uito  supersedes  all 
earlier  New  Zealand  literature." 

Londim  sass :  "  The  Ijest  work  on  New  Zealand  that  has  appeared  in  this 
country." 

PBICE  SIX  SUIL LINOS  NET. 


Studies  of  the  Mind  and  flft  of 
Robert  BpoLuning. 

By  JAMES  FOTHERINGHAM.    Crown  Svo,  670  pp.,  piicc  78.  6d. 
Literature  says :  "  It  is  sound,  sympathetic,  and  readable." 
The  BISHOP  of  DURHAM  writes  :  "  I  lead  ihe  first  edition  with  very  ^'reat 
interest  and  profit,  and  have  frecpiently  had  the  pleasure  of  reeominendniL'  it 
to  friends  as  tin  my  opinion)  the  best  introduction  to  the  study  of  Browning. 


The  Life  of  Sir  Stamford  Raffles. 

Founder  of  Singapore  and  of  the  Zoo. 

By  DEMETRIUS  C.  BOULGKR.  Author  of  "The  History  oi  China, I'he 

Life  of  Gordon,"  &o.    Rojal  Svo,  with  many  Illustrations,  special  Maps. 
and  Photogravure  Portrait  of  Sir  Stamford  Rallies. 

The  Timet  says .-  "  A  worthy  memorial  tj  a  lialf-forj,'otten  statesman." 
The  Morning  Post  savs :  "A  book  which  no  student  ot  our  Far  Eastern 
policy  can  afford  to  miss." 

PRICE  ONE  GUINEA  NET. 


Is.  ed. 


The  Story  of  the  Empire  Series 

Edited  by  HOWARD  A.  KENNEDY. 


Is.  6d. 


A  New  Series  of  Handbooks,  narrating  in  iiictar,  sque  manner  the  history 
of  the  outlying  portions  of  the  British  Empire.    These  bo(  ks  are  bcini.'  widely 
used  in  schools  of  every  class,  and  have  called  forth  long  and  ctmplimeniary, 
notices  from  all  sections  of  the  Press. 

Literature  says  :  "  We  welcome  fiis  compact  and  clearly-written  series  of 

books The  student  of  these  volumes  cannot  fail  to  rise  from  their  perusal  in 

a  spirit  of  hope  for  the  future  of  the  Empire." 

The  Times  says:  "It  maybe  said  f^'-enerally  of  these  useful  little  volumes 
that  no  English  schoolroom  should  be  witVoiit  them,  and  many  jienple  who  have 
long  left  the  schoolroom  may  be  glad  to  find  wil  liiii  reach  so  easy  and  agreciible 
a  means  of  increasing  their  knowledge  of  the  British  Empire." 

THE   RISE   OF   THE    EMPIRE. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 

THE  STORY   OF   INDIA. 

By  DEMETRIUS  C.  BOULGER. 

THE  STORY   OF    AUSTRALIA. 

By  Miss  FLORA  L.  SHAW 

THE   STORY   OF   CANADA. 

By  HOWARD  A.  KENNEDY. 

THE    STORY   OF   SOUTH   AFRICA. 

Hy  W.  IIASIL  WORSFOLD.  M.A. 

NEW  ZEALAND. 

By  the  Hon.  W.  P.  REEVES. 

THE   STORY   OF   THE   WEST   INDIES. 

Hy  AllXOLI)   KENNEDY     . 
Bound  in  Red  Ait  Linen,  Is.  6d.  per  Volume. 

London :  HORACE  MAESHALL  &  SON. 
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'■/n  (hu  gear  ihe  new  toeiely  hat  rendered  a  greattr  $trvice  to  Art  in 
England  than  the  Royal  Academy  in  a  $eort." — OoVBT  Journal. 

CARL    HENTSCHEL  &  co.  felZ'Tt 

^llustrateb    Souvenir 

CATALOGUE 

OP  THE 

Exhibition  of  International  Art 

It  contains  over  100  Illustrations  of  the  princijial  woi-ks  in  the 
Exhibition,  both  Paintings  and  Sculpture,  reproduced  under  the  peixonal 
Kuj)ervision  of  the  majonty  of  the  artists,  partly  in  Ph'otogmvure  and 
partly  in  Half-tone  process,  printed  on  the  finest  tone  paper. 

The  whole  of   the  work   in   connection  with    this   Catalogue    has    been 


executed   by 


CARL  HENTSCHEL  &  Co., 


Publisher*  to  the  Council, 

182,  183,  184,  FLEET  STREET,  LONDON,  E.G. 


The   size   of   the   book   is  9f  in,  l)y  7jin.      Published   at   3s.  6d,    net, 
or  48.  post  free. 

Among  the  artists  here  represented  will  be  found  the  following : 


JAMES  McNEIL  WHISTLEE,  President. 


J.  W.  ALEXANDER. 

E.  F.  AMAN-JEAN. 

A.  BEAEDSLEY. 

CECILIA  BEAUX. 

A.  BESXARD. 

J.  BLANCHE. 

A.  BOECKLIN. 

J.  BOLDINI. 

G.  CLAUSEN. 

Prof.   GIOVANNI   COSTA. 

T.  STIBLING  LEE. 


Pbof.  M.  LIEBEEMANN. 

P.  MACM0NN1E8. 

EDOUABD  MANET. 

J.  MARIS. 

H.  W.  MESDAG. 

0.  HEUNIEE. 

JOSEPH  PENNELL. 

PAUL  EENOUAED. 

A.  EODIN. 

J.  ORAWHALL. 

PUVIS  DK  CHAVANNES. 


JOHN  LAVEEY,   Vice 

H.  G.  E.  DEGAS, 

Fbop.  L.  DILL. 

JOSEPH  FARQUHARSON. 

P.  FRA6IAC0M0. 

CHARLES  W.  FDBSE. 

JAMES  GUTHRIE. 

G.  KLIMT. 

Pbof.  MAX  KLINGEB. 

F.  DE  TOULOUSE  LAUTREO, 

AUGUSTUS    SAINT 

GAUDENS. 


-President. 

FBEDK.  SANDYS. 
O.  SAUTER. 
G.  SEGANTIXI. 
J.  J.  SHANNON. 
Pbo».   FRANZ   STUCK, 
FRITZ  THAULOW. 
HANS  THOMA. 
Pbof.  F.  von  UHDE. 
E.  A.  WALTON. 
A.  ZORN. 
FRANCIS  HOWARD. 


rubli.-5lied  for  the  Trade   by  WILLIAM    HEINEMANN,  21,  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  W.C. 
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CATALOGUES. 


S' 


OTHERAB'S  PRICK  CURRENT  OP 

LITERATURE. 


No.  581.     Ji:sT  rniLisiiED  VOR  Decehker. 


Pott*  free  from 

HENRV  SOTHERAN  1:  CO., 

BookBolters, 

MO,  Struid,  W.C,  and  17,  Piooadillj,  W. 


WILLIAMS        &       NORGATE 
IMPORTERS  OP  POREIGN  BOOKS, 
14.  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  20,  South  PrederlokSt. 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 


CATALOGUES   post  free  on  application. 
I>08T  FREE  ON  APPLICATION. 

WILLIAMS  &  ""nORGATE'S  BOOK 
CIRCULAK,  No.  las,  being  NOTES  on  NEW  and 
PORTIK'OMING  (CONTINENTAL!  BOOKS,  anil  a  classilied 
List  of  WorlM  on  THEOLO(i\,  CLASSICS,  EtIBOi'EAN  anil 
ORIENTAL  LAN(;UAGE.S.  illSTUIlY.  and  LITERATURE. 
NEW  BOOKS.    NEW  I'URCHASES. 

Also  a  CataUnrue  of  VALUABLE  BOOKS,   many  of  which 
are  in  handsome  Bindings. 

WILLIAMS     &     NORGATE, 
14.  Ilonrictta  street.  Covent  Garden.  London;  '20,  South 
Freileriek  Street,  Edinburgh  ;  and  7.  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 


POST  FREE  ON  APPLICATION. 

MR.  T.  FISHER  UNWIN'S  NEW  ILLUS- 
TRATED LIST,  containing  Details  of  Books  in  all 
Departments  of  English  Literature,  is  now  ready.  It  containa 
over  N*  Illostrations,  a  large  number  being  Portraits  of  the 
Authors  whose  Books  are  iueluded  iu  the  List.— Address  II. 
Paternoster  Buildings,  London,  E.C. 

FOREIGN     BOOKS    and    PERIODICALS 
promptly  supplied  od  moderate  termi . 
OXTALOGUBS  on  appUoatton. 


DFLAU    ft    CO.,   J7.    SOHO    SQUARE. 


AGENCY  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM^S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  29  West  23r(l  Street,  New 
York,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C.  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PCDLIC  to  the  excellent 
acilities  presented  by  their  Branch  House  in  London  forfiUing. 
on  the  most  favourable  terms,  orders  for  their  own  STAN  DARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.— CATALOGUES  sent  on  application. 


IMPOETANT.-PKINTING  AND  PUBLISHING. 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  &c. 
—KING  SELL  &  RAILTON,  Limited,  high^lass 
Printers  and  PubUsherB,  12,  Gough  Square,  4.  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 
Street,  E.G.,  haveBpeciKlly-built  Rotary  and  other  fast  Machines 
for  printing  illustrated  or  other  Publications  and  specially-built 
Machines  tor  fast  folding  and  covering  8,  Id,  !M,  or  32<page 
JouxnaU  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  Journals. 

Facilities  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver- 
tisiug  and  Fuolishing  Departments  conducted. 

Telepone  ft5l21.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 

TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.     lOd.  per  1,000  (rords.     Samples  and  references.— 
Address,  Miss  E.  M-,  18,  Mortimer  Crescent.  N.W. 


TYPEWRITING.— MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific,  dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatness 
and  rapidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars.  &c.,  multiplied 
by  Edison's  Mimeograpb.  Loug  experience.- Miss  SpRiyo, 
S,  Agamemaon  Road,  West  Hampstead. 

The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  ohtairied  gratis  mi  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.  10. 

All  readers  attempting  this  weeh^s 
Competition  {descrihed  fully  on  page 
443)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


ST.  PAUL'S  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL, 
COLET  COURT.  LONDON,  W.,  will  REOPEN  for  LENT 
TERM,  18P9,  on  TUESDAY,  January  17tb.  Applioitions  for 
Admission  to  be  mad«  to  the  Heaa  Master.  Mr.  J.  Bkwshkh, 
M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford. 

DurinK  the  last  School  Year  81  Fanlines  gained  Scholarships 
or  Exhibitions  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  19  gained  admis- 
sion into  Woolwich  and  Sandhurst.  (During  the  L-ut  thirteen 
years  850  open  Scholarships  have  been  taken  by  Paulines  at 
Oxford  and  Cambridge.) 

At  the  Apposition.  1838.  there  wera.88  Boys  in  St.  Pauls  win 
had  gained  an  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Higher  Certificate,  30  who 
had  Matrioalated  at  London  University,  and  71)  who  had 
qualified  for  Medical  Registration. 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  guoocBses  had 
received  their  earlv  education  at  Colet  Court. 


fTNIVBRSITY     COLLEGE   of     WALES» 

U  ABERYSTWYTH. 

The  Council  invite  Applications  for  the  post  of  ASSISTANT 
LECTURER  iu  the  DEI'AKTMENT  of  ENGLISH  LAN- 
GUAGE and  LITERATURE. 

Apijlicatione,  togetlier  with  testimonials,  should  he  sent  not 
later  than  December  14th,  1898  to  the  undersigned,  from  whom 
further  particulars  may  be  obtained. 

T.  MORTIMER  GREEN.  Registrar. 

November.  1898. 

ROYAL   INDIAN   ENGINEERING  COL- 
LEGE, Coopers  Hill.  Staines. 

The  COURSE  of  STUDY  is  arranged  to  fit  an  Engineer  for 
employment  in  Europe,  India,  and  the  Colonies.  About 
4'>  Htiuieu'8  will  l>e  admitted  in  SeptembtT,  1899.  TheSecretwry 
of  State  will  offer  them  for  C-omnetition,  Twelve  Appointmei.tN 
as  Assistant  Engineers  iu  the  Public  Works  Department,  an<l 
Three  Appointments  «b  Assistant  Superintendents  in  the  Tel e- 
urapliB  De.wrtnient.  One  in  the  Aci-oinits  Branch  I'.W.D.,  and 
One  iu  the  Tnitlic  Department,  Indian  State  Railway. 

For  particulars  apply  to  Skcretabv,  at  College. 


u 


NIVKRSITY   of   EDINBURGH, 


ADDITIONAL     EXAMINERSHIP     IN     LOGIC    AND 
METAPHYSICS,    AND   MORAL  PHILOSOPHY. 

The  Uoiversity  Court  of  the  University  of  Edinburgh  will, 
on  Monday,  16th  .lanuary  next,  or  some  subsequent  dav.  pro- 
ceed to  the  .ippointment  of  an  ADDITIONAL  EXAMINEK 
in  LDUIC  ami  M  KTAPHYSICS.  and  MORAL  PHILUSOPUV. 
The  period  of  otlice  is  four  years  from  Itt  proximo. 

Each  Applicant  should  lodge  with  tho  undersigned,  on  or 
before  7th  proximo.  16  copies  of  his  Application,  and  16  copies 
of  any  TestimoninU  he  may  desire  to  present.  One  copy  (if  the 
Application  should  be  signed.  Applicants  who  send  iu  Testi- 
monials niuKt  not  send  more  than  four. 

M.  E.  TAYLOR.  Secretary,  University  Court. 

University  of  Edinburgh, 
5th  December,  1898. 

ROYAL  HISTORICAL  SOCIETY. 
(Inconwrated  by  Royal  Charter.) 
Patron-HER  MAJESTY  THE  QUEEN. 
President-The  Right  Hon.  Sir  M.  E.  GRANT  DUFF.  G.C.8.1 
THURSDAY,  15th  DECEMBER,  at  5  p.m.,  at  ST.  MARTIN'S 
TOWN  HALL.  Charing  Cross,  the  following  Paper  will  be 
read;— 

"A  MOORISH  TYRANT  of  the  17th  CENTURY:  the 
REIGN  of  MULAI  ISMaAel,  167J-1727.''  by 
BUD3ETT  MEAKIN. 

HUBERT  HALL,  Director  and  Hon.  Sec. 
115.  St.  Martin'8  Lane,  W.C. 

BOOKS.— OUT-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPLIED.— Please  state  wants.  Our  Kiplini?  Note- 
Book  (6d.)  ready  November  15th.— Wanted.  New  Arabian  Nights, 
2vol8.,  1882.  ais.  oflfered.— Holland  Co.,  Cherry  Street,  Bir- 
mingham. 


A  POST  CARD  WILL   DO! 

BOOKS  for  PRESENTS. —Have  you 
ordered  your  Books  for  Xmas  ?  If  not,  our  CATALOG  U  K 
of  NEW  BOOKS  is  NOW  READY.  Free  on  receipt  of 
address  to  A.  &  F.  DENNY,  SiH,  Strand.  W.C.,  or  32,  Chariug 
Cross,  S-W. 

BARGAINS   PREPARATORY  TO  RETIRING  FROM 

BOOK   BUSINESS. 

CHARLES  LOWE,  New  Street  and  Basker- 
ville  Hall.  Birmingham,  OFFERS  Little  Tour  in  Irelauil. 
208. -Dickens's  I'ickwick,  First  Edition,  I'Os.- Punch.  IS\M  t> 
date,  new.  aos.— Punch,  very  fine  Set,  vols.  1  to  l^'O,  £4i)  ; 
another  Set,  £19;  another,  £17— Fun,  20  handsome  years,  half- 
calf,  £5— Judy,  nice  Set,  cloth,  £4— Thackeray's  Newcomes, 
First  Edition,  128.— Leech's  Pictures  of  Life  and  Character, 
complete  bet,  £a-Holmes8  System  of  Surgery,  5  vols.,  10s.— 
Picturesque  Europe,  Original  Best  Edition,  £4  I'ts.  (cost  £20)  ; 
another  set,  £3  lOs.— Tomahawk,  :i  vols.,  2os.— Science  Gossip, 
vols.  1  to  20,  nice  as  new.  original  cloth,  £4— Cassell's  World  of 
Adventure,  3  vols.,  new,  a)8.— Household  Physician,  4  vols.,  15s. 
LowE*.s  Bookshop,  New  Street  and  Baskerville  Hall, 
Birmingham. 

r  ITERARY  RESEARCH.— A  Gentleman, 
i-J  experienced  in  Literary  Work,  and  who  has  access  to  the 
British  Museum  Reading  Room,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  person  requiring  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
search, or  in  seeing  Work  through  the  Press,  Translations 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.— Apply,  by 
letter,  to  D.  C.  Dallas,  6,  Fumival  Street,  London,  E.C. 


PIAA   PRIZE  for  BEST  BOOK  of  120,000 

c^i-\J\J  words  ou  PROTESTANT  BELIEF.  Particulars 
and  Conditions  on  receipt  of  Stamped  Envelope.— Apply  to  the 
Secretaries. 

TuE  Religious  Thact  Societv.M,  Paternoster  Row, 
London,  E.C. 


0K(\      £35,     £21     PRIZES     for     THREE 

e^O\Jy    STORIES  on  the  PRESENT -DAY   ASPECTS    of 

the  CONTROVERSY    WITH    ROME.      Conditions,    Ac.     on 

receipt  of  Stamped  Envelope.- Apply  to  the  Secretaries. 

The  Religious  Tract  Society,  56,  Paternoster  Row. 

London,  E.C. 


MUDIE'S  SELECT  LIBRARY 

For  the  CIItCULATIOX  and  SALE  of 

all  the  BEST 

ENGLISH,  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN, 
RUSSIAN,  and  SPANISH  BOOKS. 


TOWN  SUBSCBIPTIONS  from  ONE  GUINEA 

per  annnm. 

LONDON  BOOK  SOOIBTY  (for  weekly  eiohango  o(  Books 

at  the  houses  oj  Subscribers)  from  TWO  GUINEAS  per  annum 

OOTJNTRY  SUBSCRIPTIONS  from  TWO  GUINBA8 
per  annnm. 
N.B.-Two  or  Three  Friends  may  UNITE  in  ONE  gUB. 
SOBIPTION,  and  thus  lessen  the  Cost  of  Carriage. 


jTojct!  and  Village  Clubs  supplied  on  Literal  Terms . 

Prospectases  and  Monthly  Ligtg  of  Books  gratia 

and  post  free. 


SURPLUS  LIBRARY  BOOKS 

Now  Offerbd  at 
GREATLY   REDUCED   PRICES. 


.1    NEW  CLEARANCE  LIST  (100  pp.) 

Sent  Gratia  and  post  free  to  any  address. 
The  List  contains:  POPULAR  WORKS  in 
•RAVEL,  SPORT,  HISTORY,  BIOGRAPHY, 
SCIENCE,  and  FICTION.  Also  NEW  and  SURPLUS 
Copies  of  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN,  and 
SPANISH  BOOKS. 

MTTDIE'S    SBLEOT    LIBRARY,    Limited, 

30-34,  New  Oxford  Street  j  241,  Brompton  Bead,  S.W.i 

48,  Queen  Victoria  Street,  E.C.  London ;  and 

at  Barton  Arcade,  Manchester. 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 

LIFE  of  EDMOND  of  ABINGDON, 

ARCnBlSnOP  OF  CANTERBURY. 

By  PRANCES  PARAVICINI, 

Anther  of  "  Ihe  Early  History  of  Balliol  College." 

Cluth,  f^lt,  Ba. 

BuBiis  &  Oates,  Ltd.,  28,  Orchard  Street,  London,  W, 

NOW  READY. 

WHO'S     WHO, 

An    Annual    Biographical    Dictionary 

(CnSTAINlN'i   OVER  fi.OOO  ElOOHAnilES). 

In  orown  8vo,  oloth,  rounded  edges,  price  3a.  6d.  net. 
Or  full  red  roan,  gilt  edges,  piice  5b.  net. 


B 


A.  &  C   BLACK,  SoHO  Squahk,  LoNnow. 
OOKS   FOR   CHRISTMAS  PRESENTS. 


An    ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGDK  of  all   IMIM^RTANT 
NEW  BOOKS  wiit  he  sent,  i)ost-free  upon  applicatiou,  l>y 

TRUSLOYE      4      HANSON, 

Discount  Booksel[.kr9, 

143,  Oxford  Street,  W,.  and  6b,  Sloaue  Street,  S.W„ 

London, 

ESTABLISHED    18M. 

BIRKBECK         BANK, 
SouUxampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  London, 
TWO-AND-A-IIALF    per   CENT,    INTEREST  allowed  oa 
DEPOSIT.S  repayable  ou  demand, 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS, on  the  mini- 
mum monthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  tjclow  £11X), 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  of  Thrift  the  Bank  receives  small  sum 
on  deposit  and  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  completed  £1. 

BIRKBECK   BUILDING   SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

rOR  TWO  GUINEAS   PER  MONTU, 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

FOa   FIVS  SHILLINGS  PKR  MOITrU, 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  post  frw 
FRANCIS  RAVENSCROFT,  Manager. 

THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P  S  '  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING, 

O  O  O  O  A 

BREAKFAST-SUPP    R. 
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H.    J.    GLAISHER, 

fi7,   WIGMORE   STREET,   W, 


OARE  of  GB^OWlUfG  OHILDREN.    Ey 

THOMAH  W.  NUNN.  F.K.C.S.      (Town  Nvo,  olutti.    Prlow 
If.  net ;  by  [KMt.  IB.  ;iit. 

**  Mr.  Nunn  tlMorftidt  tlic  pliynlnloio'  of  normal  iirowtli,  with 
tlio  oltjeot  of  ii8«ittlnii  tfi<M»  who  may  havi*  utiarga  of  thn 
voiinK  to  roooKniiie  onrljr  KhnormalHtei,  which,  tf  li>ft  tui- 
nei'dt'tl,  mny  dcvHlop  int-t  irr»pi>»Ipffcntii.  Shoutct  Im  of  vnlua  to 
nil  whu  Iiiivo  the  ohurnf!  of  ynunK  ohiMrpn."— .VflO(*man. 

ON    the    STUDY    of  the   HA.ND    for 

INIUCATIONS  of   liHlKh   ami    OKNERAL    lHf<EASK. 
Bf   KDWAIU)  Bt.AKK,  M.D.,  M.R.C.H.    II  Illuitrations. 

Kvo,  cloth,  Sh.  «(1,  nirt;  by  post.  2*.  8d. 
"  It  li  well  written,  w«Il  printcl,  ami  well  lllaatrMtnd.    The 
Indexing  1b  umituutly  full,  a«  Ik  nUo  th(«  hibllniiraphy.'' 

Journal  0/  llatnHolouu  <t''d  ViimatoUtifn. 


ON  the  IMPORTANOE  of  PERSONAL 

l-'lIAllArTKIl  In  th..  STUDY  of  MEDICINE  :  An 
AiWri-milplinrwl  III  Lcciln.  nr<:lIAKI<EK  .1.  CPLI.INH- 
WORTH.  M.D..  UX.h..  I'.R.C.I'.  8vo,  sewtd.  ITIoe  DO. 
uct.  post  free. 

THE    GENESIS    of   the    SOUL.      By 

HEYWOOD  SMITH,  MA,.  M.D.  O«oii.  down  «T0, 
sewed.    Price  (Id.  net  t  by  \vnU  <ti«l. 

ON    SOOALLED    SPASMODIC 

ASTHMA.  roNSIDKIlEn  from  nu  ENTIRELY  NEW 
STANDPOINT  Willi  REIIAKD  l.i  ll«  RADIOAI.  CURE, 
liy  ERNEST  KINOSUOTE  M.ll.  I'M.,  L.R.i'.B.  Edin. 
■ivii.  gt'wed.    Price  1«,  net;  by  post,  Is.  Id. 

READY   SHORTLY. 

IX0UB8ION8       in      OOMEDT       for 

PLAYERS  and  READERS.  By  WILLIAM  TOYNBEE. 
Author  of  '■  l4»yfl  of  (Vnnmon  Ijifc,"  Ac.  Ac.  FcuD.  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  t«i>.    Price  2h.  (Id.  net ;  hy  posr,  '2a.  8,L 

REAUY   SHORTLY. 

ON     OATEN     FLUTE    and     OTHER 

YERSRLES.  My  WILLIAM  ToVNBEE.  Tr.iu«lator  of 
"The  Sulitfs  ,if  BAraliifiT.*"  Fcap.  Hvo,  ninth,  gilt  top.  Priec 
IjS.  (id.  nut ;  hy  post.  'J».  .Sd. 


London  :    H.    J.    O  L  A  I  S  H  E  B, 
57,  Wigmore  Street,  W. 


EDWARD  STANFORD'S  LIST. 

NOW  EEADY,  crown  8vo,  cloth  Rilt,  price  4s. 

The  WAY  the  WORLD  WENT  THEN. 

By  ISAIiELLA  BARCLAY. 

With  Illustrations. 

vo.\TSNTS. 


I.  TIlECRlTSTof  the  EARTH. 
1  THE  ROCK  STORY. 
.'1.  A  FROZEN  EARTH. 

4.  TRIBES  iind  NATIONS. 

5.  THE  01.1)  STo.NE  AOE. 


a.  THE  NEW  STONE  AGE. 
7.  THE  BRONZE  A(1E. 
a.  The  LAKE-DWELLERS. 
«.  THE  A(1E  of  IRON. 
10.  THE  SEA  KINCS. 


fourth  Thousand. 
Rilt,  ^^ilt  edges,  6s, 


POPULAR  SCIENTIFIC  BOOKS. 

By  ARiBRLLA   B.  BUCKLKY  (.tfrs.  FISHER). 

THE  FAIRYLAND  of  SCIENCE.  Twenty- 

With  71  Illustrations.    Cloth 
;  calf,  marble  edges,  lis. 

THROUGH  MAGIC  GLASSES,  and  Other 

Lectures.  A  Sei|ael  to  "The  Fairyland  of 
Srieiicc."  With  nearly  100  Ilhistmtiong.  Clotli 
gilt,  L'ilL  edges,  68. ;  bound  in  calf,  lis. 

LIFE   and   her  CHILDREN:   Glimpses 

of  Animal  Life,  from  the  Amoeba  to  the  insects. 
ThirtoentB  Thousand.  With  upwards  of  KX) 
Illustrations.  CI  ith  gilt,  gilt  edges,  es. ;  calf 
extra,  lis. 

WINNERS  in   LIFE'S   RACE;    or,   the 

Gieut  Back-Boned  Familv.  Wiih  numerous  Illus- 
trat.ons.  Cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Ss.  6d. ;  calf 
extra.  Us. 

SHORT    HISTORY    of  NATURAL 

SCIENCE,  and  of  the  Progress  (jf  Di.scover.y,  from 
the  Time  of  the  (ireeka  to  the  Present'  Time. 
Fourth  Edition,  Revised  and  Re-arranged.  With 
77  Illustrations.  Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  8a.  6d. ; 
calf  extra,  l-te. 

MORAL  TEACHINGS  of  SCIENCE. 

C'lovpn  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3s- 

ANIMALS  from  the  LIFE.  255  Coloured 

Illu.strations,  Drawn  by  Heinrich  Lcutemann. 
With  Descriptive  Letterpress,  Edited  by  ARA- 
BELLA li.  BUCKLEY.  Crown  »to,  handsome 
cloth  binding,  lOs.  6d. 


Q  AY     &     B  I  R  D'S      LIST. 

NOW    RBAD7.    Prln«  £7  17(..  M.  net. 

JAPAN :  Described  and  Illustrated  by  the  Japanese.    In  16  sectioni, 

16  br  12).  It  I'lates  eoloiirod  br  hand.  Iff  Dscoratlve  Detiignii.  and  too  Tflxt  IlIniitnitloDs. 

KDITIOS  DE  LU.XK,  with  oilra  Plkton  and  all  lllnttnuion*  enlirrly  mtiraml  hy  hani*,  and 
o-v'|tiiHitcly  bound.     I'ricf*  t'M)  net.  Send /nr  Prosprctut, 

THE  BIBELOTS :  A  Series  of  Reprints  for  the  Book  Lover.     Edited, 

with  Introduction,  by  J.  I'OTTKIl  riRIBOOB,  Chief  Libmrlan  of  the  Puhllo  Libmry,  NoUlnjrham. 

Each  Voluino  will  contain  from  IW  to  MO  pp..  Sin.  by  !i,  and  will  lie  emiwill.bed  with  ■ 
Portrali  uigether  with  pretty  Head  and  Tall-riecM :  the  printing  will  be  done  by  T.  A  A.  ConMahU, 
npnn  eiwcially  mailo  snper-oalendorod  oaper,  and  will  be  Imnnd  in  etnhoMMd  calf,  gilt  edsM,  priot 
28.  M .  net.    II  it  in  tunilnd  Inmnke  the  Voluawn  inlhlt  HeriM  Oemi  nf  Ttpotraphm  and  BookmaUnm, 

Vol,,  f,— nOLKRIDIIE'S   TABLE    TALK.  [ttadt  furt  mA. 

KDURTII   Kfin'IiiV  VOW  HEADT.     30ni  TIMCHAND.     Price  ««. 


PENELOPE'S   EXPERIENCES   in  SCOTLAND. 


■  Mrs.  WiKRin  Iii«  a  fnn'I  oftroutiinti  am!  r«flnotl  humour  that  U  plmi.lv  irr.»iKiiMf 
"  Ho  itenliil  «ml  jolly  n  lj<»'>k  aUtut  Scotlawl  ii  teltlom  written. "-'^fixi/rtw  Ihr  'hi. 
"  It  tsi«!ltloni  i\\\Ki  w><  Imve  nta^l  a  moru  <lMllffhtful  an<l  humnrout  lri>->k  tliiiti  t>ii*  "- 
"  Kat«  DoukUh  WliCstin  In  wh  it  U  alwayi  anl  ev0rywhnre  rari}— a  rani  humourlit."- 
**  A  dolltfhtf 111  hook,  full  of  tlalnty  humour  and  ploturoi'itte  fun.**—  World. 


By  Mrs.  Wiggin. 


ri,itrth  rtataa. 


London:    GAY    &    BIRD,    22,    Bedford   Street,   Strand. 
Agency  for  Ameriean  Bobh*. 


THE  AUTOTYPE  FINE  ART  GALLERY, 

74,  NEW  OXFORD  STREET.  LONDON,  W.C. 

Open  Free    Dally  from  10  to  0. 
A     VISIT    OF    INSl'ECTION    1.1    IXVITED    TO    TIIK 

PERMANENT  EXBIBITION  of  AUTOTYPE  (CARBON)  REPRODUCTIONS  of  FAMOUS  WORKS  of  ART. 

AUTOTYPES   of   the   OLD   MASTERS    in    the    GREAT   CONTINENTAL 

GALLERIES 
AUTOTYPES  of  M IDERN  BRITISH  ART. 

AUTOTYPES  of  WORKS  by  ARTISTS  nl  the  PRE-RAPHAELITE  SCHOOL- 
AUTOTYPES  of  PICTURES  in  the  NATIONAL  GALLERY- 
AUTOTVPES  of  DRAWINGS  by  OLD  MASTERS 
AUTOTYPES  of  SELECTED  WORKS  from  the  PARIS  SALONS. 

Ninnnrnns  Kxainplcs  iu  -.pcciallv  designed  Fmmos  of  Oak,  Walnut,  and  other  Har(|  Wood*  are  on  View, 
FRAMED    AUTOTYPES     no>.H(»    distinctive    Fine    Art   Character,    and    prove    AOOKPTABLB 
CHRISTMAS  AND  NEW  VKAR'A  GIFTS.    They  are  eminently  anitable  for  the  adornment  of  the 
Hall.  Library,  Boudoir,  Dining-room,  ,Shooting  Box,  Ac. 


London:    EDWARD  STANFORD, 
26  and  27,  CooKspur  Street,  S.W. 


THE  AUTOTYPE    FINE   ART  CATALOGUE. 

Now  Ileadv.    New  Edition  of  183  pages. 

With  1 20  Miniature  Photographs  of  Notable  Aatotrpes  and  23  Tint  Block  Illastratlong. 

For  convenience  of  reference  the  jmblicaiiont  are  arranqril  Alphabetically  under  ArlitW  nameg. 

Post  ft«B— ONE  8UILLINO. 

THE    AUTOTYPE   CO..    74.   NEW   OXFORD  STREE      LONDON,  W.C 

A    CHAKMINO    GIFT    BOOK! 

"  A  brilliant  book."— 5*«<cA.  /      "  Particularly  good."— -dcadeaiif. 

Gs.  net,  claret  roan,  gilt.  Illustrated. 

LONDON  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE  DIAMOND  JUBILEE. 

London :  Simpkin,  MarahaU  k  Oo.       LlAngoUan :  Dwliogton  Jt  Co. 

DARLINGTON'S^IhAND  BOOKS. 

lietter  from  H.M.  the  QuEiir. 
"  Sir  Henry  Ponsonby  is  commanded  by  the  Queen  to  thank  Mr.  Darlington  for  ■  copy  of  hia 
Handbook  which  he  has  sent  to  Her  Majesty.'' 

"  Nothing  better  could  be  wished  tor."— British  Weekly. 

"  Far  superior  to  ordinary  Guides."— ioiido»  Daily  Chronicle. 

EJited  by  R.VLPH  DARLINGTON,  F.K.G.S.        Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW. 

Fcap.  8vo.  OXE  SHILLINO  EACH.  Illustrated. 

THE    VALE    Of   LLANGOLLEN.— With  Special  Contribntions  from    His    Excellency 

E      J     PHELPS     late    American     MinUter ;    Professor   JOHN    RUSKIN,    LL.D.  j     BOBBRT 
BB0WNIN8;    A.    W.    KINOLAKE,  and    Sir  THEODORE   MARTIN,   K.C.B. 

BOURNEMOUTH  and  NEW  FOREST.        THE  CHANNEL  ISLANDS. 

THE  NORTH  WALES  COAST.  THE  ISLK  OF  WIGHT. 

BRECON  and  its  BEACONS.  THE  WYE   VALLEY. 

ROSS,  TINTEUN,  and  CHEPSTOW.  THE  SEVERN   VALLEY. 

BRISTOL,  BATH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUPER-MARE. 

brighton,  eastbourne,  hastings,  and  st.  leo.sards. 

llandudno,  rhyl,  bangor,  bettwsycoed  and  snowdon. 
aberystwyth,    barmouth,    machynlleth   and   abekdovbt, 

barmouth,  dolgelly,  harlech,  criccieth  and  pwllhbll 
Malvern,  hkrki-ord,  Worcester,  Gloucester  *  Cheltenham. 

LLANDBINDOD  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 

"The  best  Handbook  to  London  ever  iaaaed."- Ztewpoo*  DaUt  Pott. 
"  Moat  emphatically  tops  them  aiV—Dailf  Oraphie. 
SECOND   EDITION,    ENLARGED,  69.     Sixty  Illustrations,  M  Maps  and  Plana. 

LONDON    AND    ENVIRONS 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 

With    Deteriptions  af   the   Tate   Oallery,  Paetmore  Bdtcard*  Settlement,  Slacktcall    TViimI,  <tc., 

and  an  additional   Index  of  4,600  S^erences    to    Street*   and    Plteee   of  Intertet. 

Llangollen:  DARLINGTON  &   CO. 

London :  Simfkim,  Marshall,   Hamilton,  Ebnt  k  Co.,  Ltd. 

The  Railway  Bookstalls,  and  all  Booksellera'. 
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Messrs.  C.  ARTHUR  PEARSON  Limited  beg  to  announce  for 
publication  on  Monday  next,  December  12th,  an  important  New 
Book  of  Travel. 

THE    LAND    of   the    PIGMIES. 

By  Captain    GUY    BURROWS. 
Dedicated,    by    permission,    to    His   Majesty   the    King    of    the    Belgians. 

With  Introduction  by  H.  M.  STANLEY,   M.P. 
Demy    8vo,    cloth,    with   over   230    Illustrations.         Price    31s. 

Captain  Bnirowr,  late  of  the  Second  FusilUrs,  and  row  Captain  Commandant  in  the  lervice  of  the  Congo  Free  State,  has  explored  much  teiritriy  never  before 
vialted  by  white  men.  1  be  country  known  is  ihe  olstrkt  of  'he  Upper  Uelle  lies  between  the  M'Booner  River  in  the  north  and  the  Aru«inil  in  the  souf).  With  the 
exception  of  the  FigniUs,  the  tribes  lnhal)ttl&f;  It  are  all  cannibals.  T  he  Pigniles  are  a  strange  race  of  undersized  men,  generally  llttU  over  four  feet  in  netght.  Very 
few  travellers  have  ever  seen  them,  and  the  author,  having  lived  among  them,  has  had  a  unique  opportunity  of  studying  Iheir  strange  custcms  and  hatiits,  of  which  he 
hat  DOW  written  a  most  interesting  account. 

A  Prospectus  will  be  forwarded  on  applicution. 


MAD    HUMANITY;  Its  Forms:  Apparent  and  Obscure,    By  Dr.  L.  Forbes  Winslow- 

Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  numerous  Portraits,  price  7s.  6d. 
"People  who  are  abiolutely  certain   that   they  are  not  insane  will  find  a  great  deal  that  will  astonish  them  in  Dr.  I.  Forbes  WIqiIov'i  grimly  attractive 
volume.     It  la  a  book,  however,  which  will  male  even  the  sanest  reader  have  grave  doubts  of  bis  own  sanity."— BaiVy  Mail, 


THE    PILGRIM'S     PROGRESS. 

With  many  Full-Page  Illustrations,   P.orders,  and  Initials,  bv  GEORGE  WOOLLISCROFT  RHEAD,  R.E.,  FREDERICK  A.   RHEAU,  anil 

LOUIS  RHEiD.     Special  Preface  by  the  Key.  H.   R.  HAAVEIS,  M.A. 
Demy  4to,  cloth,  price  7s.  6d. 

The  AlhentEUm  says:— "These  excellent  Rxamples  of  the  right  way  of  Illustrating  Bunyan  possesi  those  masculine  qualities,  that  directness,  and  the  robust 
energy  that  the  themes  demand.  As  to  the  higher  elements  we  associate  under  the  name  of  design,  there  is  not  the  slightest  doubt  Bunyan,  could  be  study  the 
works  of  the  Messrs.  Rhead,  would  recognise  in  them  a  crowning  mercy  specially  reserved  till  now  for  himself." 

A  fete  eopist  ttill  remain  of  the  Edition  de  Luxe,  limittd  to  200  Cupiea,  numbered  and  signed,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  and  bound  in  buckram. 

Price  Two  Guineas  ntt. 


NEW    SIX   SHILLING    NOVELS. 


THE  ADVENTURES  of  OAPIAIN  KETTLB     By 

C.  J.  CUTCLIKFE  HVNE,  Author  of  "  The  Paradise  Coal  Boat,"  cSo.    Illus- 
trated liy  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

THE  PHANTOM  ARM7.     Being  the  Story  of  a 

Man  and  a  Mystery.    By  MAX  FEUBERTON,  Anther  of  "  Queen  of  the 
Jesters,"  "Kronsdadt,"  &c. 

THE  SEED  of  tbe  POPPY.     By  Olive  Holland, 

Author  of  "  An  Egyptian  Coquette,"  (So. 

FORTUNE'S  SPORT.    By  Mrs.  0.  N.  Williamson, 

Author  of  "The  Barn  .Storraers,"  &c. 

THE    KNIGHT    of   the    GOLDEN    CHAIN.     By 

R.  D.  CHETWODE,  Author  of  "  John  cf  Strathbourne.'' 

BROTHERS  of  the  PEOPLE.    By  Fred.  Whishaw, 

Author  of  "  A  Kuasian  Vagabond,"  Ac. 

TURKISH  BONDS  ;   or,  the  Fight  of  Faith  under 

"The  Great  Assassin."    By  MAY  KENDALL. 


STORIES    in    LIGHT    and   SHADOW.     By  Bret 

HABTE,  Author  of  "  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope,"  &c. 

MORD    EM'LT.     By  W.  Pett  Ridge,  Author  of 

"Three  Women  and  Mr.  Frank  Cardwell." 

THE  KEY  of  the  HOLY  HOUSE     A  Romance  of 

Old  Antwerp.    By  ALBKET  LBB,  Author  of  "  The  Black  Disc,"  &o. 

SETTLED  OUT  of    COURT      By  G.  B.  Burgin, 

Author  of  "  Fortune  s  Footballs,"  &C.    With  Frontispiece  liy  James  Clrelg, 

THE    MEMBER'S    WIFE       By    the    Hon.   Mrs. 

HENEY    OaETWYNU,    Author  of    "A   Brilliant    Woman,"  "A  Datoh 
Cousin,"  Ac. 

THE     LOST     PPOVINCES      (Sequel    to     "The 

American  Emperor.")    Bv  LOUIS  TRACY,  Author  of  "  The  Final  War,"  Ae. 
With  12  Illustrations  by  H.  Piffard. 

THE    OPTIMIST.    By   Herbert    Morrah,  Author 

of  ■'  The  Faithful  City,"  &c. 


PRISONS  and  PRISONERS.    By  Rev.  J.  W.  Horsley,  M.A.,  Author  of  "Jottings  from 

Jail."    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  od. 

SUITABLE    GIFT    BOOKS. 
PIRATE  GOLD.    By  J.  R.  Hutchinson,  Author  of  "  Romance  of  a  Regiment,"  "  Quest  of 

the  Golden  Pearl,"  &c.,  Ac.    Wl-.h  8  Illustrations  by  Ernest  Smythe.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  price  5s. 

THE  GREAT  HOUSE  of  CASTLETON.    By  Winifred  Graham,  Author  of  "When  the 

Birds  begin  to  .Sing,"  <tc.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  illustrated,  price  3s.  6d. 

LITTLE   MISS   ROBINSON    CRUSOE.     By  Mrs.  George  Corbett,  Author  of  "The 

Adventures  of  an  Ugly  Girl,"  "The  Young  Stowaway,"  4c.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  Kemp  Tebby.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 

PRINCE  UNO  :    Uncle  Frank's  Visit  to  Fairyland.     Illustrated  by  W.  D.  Stevens.f 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  price  3s.  6d. 
"  We  feel  sure  this  pleasant  fairy  story,  revised  and  embellished  as  It  has  been  by  excallent  illustrations,  will  amuse  little  folk  as  much  as  it  will  toad 
and  interest  their  elders."— i>a%  Telegraph. 

JUMBLES.    By  Lewis  Baumer.    With  48  pages  Illustrated  by  the  Author,  printed  iif| 

colours,  and  bound  in  paper  boards  with  cloth  back,  price  2s.  6d.  j 

"Mr.  Baumer  is  a  clever  and  vigorous  ('raughtsman,  with  a  true  gift  of  irresponsible  fun — of  nonsense,  in  fact— which  he  is  able  to  express  with  pencil  and  wtt| 

^a."— Academy.  " 

IN    a    CHINESE    GARDEN. 

Fcap,  Svo,  price  Is.  6d. 
"  This  Is  a  dainty  little  book,  quite  out-  of  the  beaten  track,  and  contains  a  series  of  pretty  stories  all   about  Chhiese  children.      There   is   a   quaintnet 
abont  thejji  that  is  charming,  and  the  happy  youngster  who  receives  this  pretty  gilt-book  will  rejoice. '—CofAoHc  Times. 

London:  C.  ARTHUR  P5:ARS0N  LIMITED,   Henrietta  Street,  W.C. 


By  Annis    Lennoys.     Illustrated  by  Lawson  Wood 
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WARD,   LOCK   &   CO;S   CHRISTMAS    LIST. 


'Messrs   WARD.  LOCK  &  CO.  beg  to  announce 

A  New  and  Handsome  Library  Edition  of 


JUST  punin^nED. 

An  Entirely   New  Idltion  of 


C.  J.  WHYTE-MELVILLE'S  NOVELS.   HAYDN'S  DICTIONARY  OF  DATES 


i 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3b.  ful.  each  Volume. 

The  late  O.  .1,  Whyte-Melville.  uniting,  1.8  be  did,  the  qualities 
of  poet,  noveliar,  sportsman,  and  leader  of  spciety,  has  loug  been 
acknowledged  to  ntand  above  rivalry  when  dtaling  with  sport  and 
the  romance  of  old.  Although  the  sale  of  his  works  bai  always 
been  large,  the  publishois  feel  that  the  lime  has  now  arrived  to 
issue  an  edition  more  worthy  of  his  fame«  and  have  thert-fore 
pleasure  in  announcing  a  monthly  issue  of  bis  novels.  Each 
volnme  will   he  illustrated  by  front-rank  hrlitts. 

•' WIlYTE-MKr.VILI.E'.S  cb»rining  novels.— '  It  does  one  a  world  of  gofd 
tn  read  anythim;  wntt.-u  by  Whyte-Mclville,  aud  (or  youth  and  the  rlHiDK 
(general inn  wliHt  can  tbero  lie  better?  The  ntw  tditipn  is  a  bandscme  volume 
In  n»o<'  '>o''l  '.Vl'e,  and  Ixiautirully  illaxtratoil.'  "—Spurting  Life. 

This  Series  will  be  well  printed  from  type  specially 
east,  on  Dickinson's  best  antique  paper,  and  neatly 
and  handsomely  bound  in  cloth  Kilt,  with  design  by 
A.  A.  Turbayne.       — 

JUST  liEAJ)Y. 

KATERFELTO.       illustrated  by  Luoy  E.  Kemp- Welch. 

'*  The  Btory  of '  Katerfelto '  is  alread.v  well  known  to  many  of  my  readers, 
hnt  even  those  will  bo  glad  to  have  it  in  so  lieautilul  an  edition.  Messrs. 
Ward,  Lock  A  Oo.'s  edition  is  a  marvellous  tbree-and-sixponce  worth;  well 
printed,  well  bound,  and  well  illustrated.  *  Kaierfelto' is  indeed  a  delifrhtfnl 
romance." — Mr.  Cmmknt  K.  Shobteb  in  the  Sketch, 

CERISE.       Illustrated  by  O.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 

TO  BE  FOLLOWED  AT   INTERVALS  BY- 
SONGS    and   VERSES,   and 

THE    TRUE    CROSS. 

Illuftrated  by  8.  E.  Waller. 

MARKET   HARBOROUGH,  and 

INSIDE   the    BAB. 

Illustrated  by  John  Charlton. 

SARCHEDON.       illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller. 

LACK   BUT  COMELY,    illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller. 
OTHtms    IJV    PREPARATION. 


^ 


GUY  BOOTHBY'S   POPULAR   NOVELS. 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 


ON   SALK  KVERtWHflRE. 


QUY  BOOTHBY'S  NEW  NOVEL  : 

ACROSS    THE   WORLD 


FOR    A    WIFE. 


Illnstrated  by  Akbrosb  W&ltoit.    Grown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  fis. 

"  Mr.  Boothby'8  story  carries  one  alorg  like  a  torrent.  It  has  onongh  'go  * 
and  romance  for  half-a-dozen  rxovel^."-  -Christian  World. 

**  This  Htining  tale  ranks  next  to  *  Dr.  Nikola '  in  the  lint  of  Mr.  Boothby'f* 
novels.  It  is  an  excellent  piece  of  workmanship,  and  we  can  heartily  recom- 
mend it." — British  Weekly. 

BY  THB  SAME  AUTHOR. 

Uniform  with  the  alx)ve,  crown  8vo,  cloth  pilt,  Sa.  each. 
Profusely  Illustrated  by  Stahlkt  L.  Wood, 

LUST    of   HATE. 
BUSHIGRAMS. 

FASCINATION   of  the  KING. 
DR.   NIKOLA. 
A   BID    for    FORTUNE. 
BEAUTIFUL    WHITE    DEVIL. 
MARRIAGE    of    ESTHER. 
IN   STRANGE   COMPANY. 


AND    UNIVERSAL    INFORMATION. 

A    OOMPLKTB    RCCOIIO    OF    ALL    NATIONS    AND    TIMIt. 

With  especial  Beferenoe  to  the  History  and  AchieTementa  of  tli« 

British  F.mplre. 

ContaiQing  tbe  History  of  the  World  to  ibe  AatamD  of  1898. 

By  BENJAMIN  VINCENT, 

Hon.  Librarian  «r  till'  H<>viil  limi  iliiliun  <>r  (ire«l  Britain. 

Medium  Hro,  olotb,  '.Ma.  ;  half-calf,  2^«. ;  full  or  tree  oaif,  Sis.  Ad. 

TWBNTY-8ECOND  EDITION, 

Revlud,  Correotfd,  and  Knlariteil  with  Naw  and  Important  Ifalter,  and 

thnrouffhly  hronnlir.  ilr.wti  lo  tlio  Autumn  of  Ifc^H. 

Oontalnln^  considerably  over  l,30O  paireai  ll.SOO  Artici**, 
145|000  Dates  and  Facts. 

'"Haydn't*  Dictionary  of  DatoH*  is  the  mniit  universal  Hook  of  Refcrencs 
in  a  mn<lerBte  compass  that  we  know  of  in  the  Kngllsh  language."     Tim*: 
,  .  ProttMctus  and  Sperimut  I'ttut  nml  pnnt  frrt  nn  appUfOlUm, 

NEW    GIFT    BOOKS. 

These  books  are  profiiaclT  illostrateil  by  PRANCRS  EWA.V,  HAROLD 
OOPFIHO,  and  A.  J.  JOHNSON,  and  beantlfally  bound.  Crown  Htu,  cloth 
gilt,  lierellod  boards,  Kilt  od^es,  3a.  ed.  each. 

"MAKE  AN  IDEAT.  CHRISTMAS  PRE.^ENT."-J}rifU»  WetUr, 

ETHEL  TURNER'S  NEW  STORY. 

Ji;.ST    IMIIMSIIKII. 

THE    CAMP    AT  WANDINONG. 

*'  MisH  Ethel  Turner  in  Mihs  Alcott's  true  sufoeasor.  The  same  bsaltby 
spirited  tone  is  visible  wbich  )>oys  and  xirls  rscofcaised  and  ware  Krmteta\  tor 
in  '  Little  Women '  and  '  Little  Men,'  the  same  absence  of  primness,  and  Ibe 
same  love  of  adventure." — Bookman.  _ 

"  Kthol  Turner  has  Ki^en  lui  in  '  The  Camp  at  WandinonK '  such  au  inalght 
into  the  thou^htH  and  nature  of  chiMhood  a^  U  nothing  Hbort  of  marvrllous. 
It  is  nn  exaff^onition  to  say  that  in  our  experience  no  truer  repre^cntntionH  of 
child  life  havi>  ever  Ijcon  brouttht  Iteforo  the  pulilic.  Mrs.  Curlewin's  pathnn  im 
of  that  simple  and  intimate  deecriiition  that  will  &ad  its  way  strn'f^hi  to  tAe 
hearts  of  her  readers." — Latlie9'  Field. 

irrrncr,   nrnynws  ^itories. 
MISS    BOBBIE. 
THE   LITTLE   LARRIKIN. 
SEVEN  LITTLE  AUSTRALIANS. 
THE  FAMILY  AT  MISRULE. 


NEW  SBRIK.S  OF 
3S.  6d.    BOYS'    BOOKS. 

Demy  Svo,  cloth  gUt,  Illnstrated  by  ADOLF  THIEDB,  POWELL  CHASE, 
AMBROSE  WALTON,  and  others. 
BY     THE     LATE     J.     G.     EDQAR. 
**  J.  6.  Edirar  is,  in  my  opinion,  far  superior  to  any  boy's  writers  of  the 
present  days.  — Mr.  Alpkid  Nurr,  in  the  Htmkman. 

CRESSY  and  POICTIERS :  the  Story  of 

the  IJlat'k  I'rince'a  Paifo. 

**  A  story  with  a  thrill  in  every  chupter Qaite  a8  Kood  a^i  tbe  handred 

and  one  adventure  stories  which  now  sell  their  ten  or  twenty  thoa«aod  laslx- 
shillini?  form."— Mr.  Clbvkxt  K.  Shoktbb,  in  the  Bookman. 

RUNN7MEDE    and   LINCOLN  FAIR:  a 

Story  of  the  Grciit  Charter. 

HOW  I   WON    my  SPURS;  or,  a  Boy's 

Ailventures  in  the  liaroiw'  Wars. 

BV   F.   DAVKNTORT. 

HUBERT  ELLia :  a  Story  of  the  Days  of 

Kinx  Richard  the  Second, 


NEW  SBRtES  OP 
3s.  6d.  REWARD  AND  PRESEXTATION  BOOKS. 

Without  doubt  the  best  value  in  books  of  this  character  ever  offered  to 
the  public. 
Superbly  illnstrato<l  with  Coloured  Platw  and  En^r^ivlnifs. 

DemySvn.  hani-iim'lv  hunil,  do  h  eilt.  S-.  «<l.  eiioh. 

HANS  ANDERSENS  FAIRY  TALES. 
THE  SWISS  FAMILY  ROBINSON. 
DON    QUIXOTE    DE    LA    MANCSA. 
THE  OLD  FAVOURITE   FAIRY  TALES. 
NURSERY  RHYMES,  OLD  AND  NEW. 
ROBINSON   CRUSOE. 
SILAS,  THE  CONJURER. 
GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS. 


WARD,   LOCK  &  CO.,  Limited,  Salisbury  Scjuare,  London,  E.C. 
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CATALOGUES. 


WILLIAMS        &       NORGATE 
IMPORTERS  OF  FORKION  BOOKS, 
14,  H«nriill»  Stnot,  Co»«nt  Oard«n,  SO,  Sonlh  l^ederlokgt. 
Edinbargh,  *ad  7,  Broad  Strefit,  Oxford. 


OATALOOVEg  pMt  tna  on  appUeatton. 


BAEDEKER'S     &     BADDELEY'S 
TOURISTS'    OUTPE    BOOKS. 
Naw  luUj  deUil6d  CATALOOUB  Mnt  post  free  on  appUoatloo. 

DCLAU  ft  CO.,  37,  SoBO  8«0Aai,  LiiHooM,  W. 


TPBANK       HOLLINOSa      CATALOGUE 

L'  iNo.  •-Ill  of  Ran'  und  V.Iuablo  BOOKS,  oomoll"iog 
Kelmdcott  I*r.'t>s  {aeviTnl  on  Telhim).  Villon  Society  Publica- 
tion". Firnt  F,<litioiis  "f  Kll>lln».  Stevenson.  Morrif".  Tenny»on. 
Thacl.0"vy.  Dickens.  Ijeititi  Hunt,  (iolilamith.  Calverley,  Walter 
Pdter  .1  ilin  Adilipffton  Symonds.  LewlH  Carroll.  Ac.  &0. ;  a 
comol.  t'  •«'  "t  Thomas  Hardy.  38  voU..  First  Kdiliops, 
■■  K'"'t>"iri{h  "  Edition  of  Robert  L  «ui8  8t»  veosoii  9  HorRS, 
Angtii  g  lloiikii.  and  other  imitortant  items,  post  free. 

Fh.vnk  HoLLiNos,  7.  Groat  Turnstile,  Ilolboru.  \V.<^. 


NO.  42,  CATALOGURnf  SECOND-HAND 
BOOKS.  41  i>aees,  ineludinBag  wlold  O-llectioo  relating 
to  America  anil  the  Ooloniee,  and  muny  go-nl  Boo>i8  and  Sets 
suitable  for  I'rivat  ■  an<l  Public  Libraries;  also  floe  Eograviiig" 
and  Etching-'.— Hknrv  W.  Ball.  nartonM)u-Huml)er,  near  Hull, 

AGENCY  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PUBLISHERS  and 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  of  27  and  W  West  23rd  Streat,  New 
York,  and  34,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C,  desire  to 
mil  theatientiooof  the  BEADING  PUBLIC  to  the  excellent 
facilities  pr-sented  by  their  Branch  Tlouie  in  London  f.  r  filling, 
ou  the  most  favouialile  terms,  o  ders  for  their  own  STANDARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  tor  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.— CATALOGUES  aant  on  application. 


IMPOHTANT.-PBINTINO  AND  PUBLISHING. 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  &c. 
—KING,  BELL  S  RAILTON,  Limited,  high-class 
Printers  and  I'ubllBliers,  12.  Gounh  Square.  4.  Bolt  Court.  I  leet 
Street.  E.<-.,  havesoeci  .lly-built  Rotary  and  otherf.ist  Machines 
for  prlutiDg  illust-ated  or  other  Publications  and  Bpeciali.v-butU 
Uaohines  for  fast  foliling  and  covering  8,  16,  24,  or  S2-page 
Journals  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commenoe 
New  Journals. 

Facilities  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Officea  free.  Adver- 
tiling  and  Publishing  Departroenti  conducted. 

Telepone  68121.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 


ROYAL      INSTITUTION       of       GREAT 
BRITAIN,  Albemarle  Street,  Plooulllly,  W. 

CEHTENAUT    YEAR    OF    THE    ROYAL 

lysTiTUTiON-iam. 

LECTDRB  ARRANGEMENTS  BEFORE  EASTER,  ISM. 

LSCTDBE   IIOl-R  3  o'clock   ¥  M. 

CHRISTMAS  LECTURES. 
Sir  ROBERT  BALI.,  D/c.,  LL  D  KR.S..  Txiwnde." 
Profe..or  of  Astr.inomy.  rnivor..t.v  of  Cambndije  -ly.V 
LECTURES  (adapted  to  .  Juvenile  Auditory  on  •  ASTRii- 
NOMV  "  On  Decemlier  27  (Tuesdayi,  Deoember  ai.  31.  1898, 
.TanuarV  8,  B,  7. 18DB.  One  Guinea  the  CDurae  s  Children  under 
16.  Half-a.Guinea.  . 

Professor  P..  RAT  LANKE8TEB,  M.A..  I'I;T>,.^''-'5;^- 
Director  of  British  Museum  INatnral  History),  Fullerian  Pro. 
fessor  of  Physiology.  B.I  -TEN  LECTURES  on  '"THE  MOB- 
PHOL'IGY  of  the  MOLLUSCA."  On  Tueslays,  Jiiniiary  17. 
24,  .11.  February  7,  14.  21,  28,  March  7,14,21.  One  Guinea  the 
Course. 

A  HENRY  SAVAGE  LANDOB,  E.q.-THB^E  LEC- 
TURES on  "TIBET  and  the  TIBETANS."  On  Thursdays, 
January  19.  26.  February  8.    Half-a-Guinea. 

ALLAN  MACFADYEN.  M  D..  B.So..  Director  of  IlioPrilish 
loftiliite  of  Preventive  Medirinc,  -  FOUR  LECTURES  on 
"TOXINS  and  ANTITHXINS."  On  Thursdays.  February  9, 
16.  2:1.  March  2.     Half-a-Giiiliea. 

WILLIAM  POEL.  Epii..  Director  of  the  Eliribet.lian  Stave 
S„e(etv. -THREE  LECTUHFS  on  "ENGLISH  „PT;A  J  ■ 
noilSES  in  th"  FIFTEENTH,  SIXTEENTH,  and  SFVEN- 
TEENTH  CENTURIES."  On  Thursdays.  March  9.  16.  23. 
Half.a-Guinea. 

Sir  ALEXANDER  CAMPBELL  MACKENZIE.  Mu.  Ti"iv 
M  R  T.  Principal  of  the  Roval  Academv  of  Mun'c —THREE 
LECTURES  on,  (1)  "LISZT";  12)  "  TSCH  AIKOW.^KY  ":  13) 
"BRAHMS"  (with  Musical  Illustrations).  On  Saturdays. 
January  21.  28,  February  4     Half-a-Guinea. 

The  Right  Hon.  T/^RD  RAVLEIGH.  M.A..  D  C.L .  LT..D.. 
P.R.S  .  Professor  of  Natural  Phjiosonby,  R.T.— SEVEN  LEC- 
TURES on  "THE  MECHANICAL  PROPERTIES  of 
BODIES  "  On  Saturday!,  February  11. 18,  25.  March  4, 11, 18, 
25.    One  Guinea. 

Subscription  (to  Non-Members)  to  all  Courses  of  lectures 
(extending  from  Christmas  to  Midsummer).  Two  Guineas. 
Tickets  issued  daily  at  the  Institution,  or  sent  by  post  on  receipt 
of  Cheque  or  Post-office  Order. 

Members  may  purchase  not  lfss  th*n  Thrfe  Sinole  Lkcturv. 
Tickets,  available  for  any  Afternoon  Lecture,  for  Half -a-Guinea. 


QT,    PAUL'S   PREPARATORY  SCHOOL. 

O  COLET  COURT.  LONDON,  W.,  will  REOPEN  for  LENT 
TERM  1899,  on  TUESDAY,  January  irth.  Applications  for 
Admisnion  to  be  made  to  the  Head  Master.  Mr.  J.  bawsuER, 
M.  A.  late  Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford. 

During  the  last  School  Year  »1  Paulines  gained  Scholar-hips 
or  Exhibitions  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  19  gained  admii. 
slon  into  Woolwich  and  Sandhurst.  (During  the  Jast  thirteen 
vears  a.'iO  open  scholarships  have  l>een  taken  by  Pauliues  at 
Oxford  and  Cambridge.) 

At  the  Apposition.  1898.  there  were  83  Boys  in  St.  Paul's  whi 
had  gaiiieii  all  Oxf.ir.l  and  (Umliridge  Highci  Certlfic  ite  30  who 
had  Matrii.nlate.t  at  London  University,  and  79  who  liad 
qoalifieil  'or  Medical  Regi-tnilion. 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  tuccesses  had 
received  thtir  earlv  edueation  at  Cjlet  Court. 


MUDIE'S      LIBRARY 


(UMITEP). 


B.iOK  s.— OU  r-OF-PRINT  BOOKS 
SUPPLIED.- Please  state  wants.  Our  Kipling  Note- 
Book '6d.)  now  rea'y.— Wanted.  New  Arabian  Nights,  2  vols., 
1882.  21s.  oifored.— Holland  Co.,  Cherry  Street,  Birmingham. 


A  POST  CARD  WILL  BOl 

BOOKS  for  PRESENTS.  —  Have  you 
ordereil  your  Books  for  Xmas  ?  If  not.  our  CATALOGUE 
of  NEW  BOOKS  is  NOW  READY.  Frea  on  receipt  of 
address  to  A.  &  F.  DENNY,  SU4,  Strand.  W.C,  or  3i,  Charing 
Cro.s.  S  W. 

THE   BEST   GUIDE  to 

The  Books  of  the  Season 


THE    BOOKMAN 

XMAS  DOUBLE  NUMBER 

NOW  READY,     Price  6(1.  (post  free,  9d.), 
Containiiig  over 

lOO    ILLUSTRATIONS. 

London  :  Hod»er  &  SrocouroN,  27,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 


The  Old  Series  of  THE  AOADEMT,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  be  obtained  gratia  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 


No.  II. 


All  readers  attempting  this  week^s 
Competition  {described  fully  on  page 
40 S)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


SUBSCRIPTION'S    FROM   ONE   GUINEA 
PER  ANNUSI. 

CAN  BE  ENTERED  AT  ANY  DATE. 


The  FRIDAY  EVENING  MEETINGS  will  begin  on  Jannary 
?Otb,  at  9  p.m..  when  Professor  DEWAR  will  give  a  Disconrie 
on  "LIOCID  HYDROGEN."  Succeeiliog  Di.eniir,e«  will 
rroballv  be  uiven  bv  ibe  Right  Hon  Sir  MIUNTSTUART  E. 
GRANT  DfFF,  t'rofep.or  VICTOR  HORSLEY.  l'rnfe>"or 
H  S.  HEI.E-SHAW.  Mr.  RICHARD  R.  HOLMFS.  Sir 
FREDERICK  POLLOCK.  Barf..  Professor  H.  L.  CALLEN- 
DAR.  the  Right  Hon.  LORD  RAYLEIGH,  sod  other  itentle- 
men.  To  these  Meetings  Memla^rs  and  their  Friends  only  are 
admitted. 

Persons  desirous  of  becoming  Members  are  requested  to  apply 
to  the  .Secretary.  When  proniiHed  they  are  immediatelv  ad- 
mitted to  all  the  Lectures,  to  the  Friday  Eveniiie  Meetinirs. 
and  to  the  Library  and  Readinti  Rooms  ;  and  their  Paniilie"Rre 
admitted  to  the  Lectures  at  a  reduced  charge.  Payment  ■  First 
Year.  Ten  Guineas ;  afterwards.  Five  Guineas  a  year ;  or  a  com- 
position of  Sixty  Guineas, 


u 


NIVERSITY   of   EDINBURGH. 


ADDITIONAL     EXAMINKRSHIP     IN     LOOIC    AND 
METAPH?SIC3,    A\D     MORAL  PHILOSOIHY. 

The  Uoiverplty  Court  of  the  Cnivorsity  nf  EiHuhniih  w'll, 
on  Monday,  16th  t"laniia''y  next,  or  pnm"  gubsfquont  H<»v.  n'-o- 
ceedto  the  apnointnient  nf  an  ADDITIONAL  EXAMINER 
in  LOGIC  and  METAPHYSICS,  and  MORAL  PHILOSOPHY. 
The  period  of  office  is  four  years  from  ist  proximo 

Eaoh  Applicant  should  lodRe  with  th«  unfierstjrned.  on  or 
before  7th  nro^imo.  l«  copieK  of  hie  Application,  nnd  16  copies 
of  any  TeBtlmoniitls  he  may  desire  to  preRpiif.  One  cnpy  a*  the 
Application  ehouhl  )>e  nigoRd.  AppUcants  who  bend  in  Testi- 
moniala  must  not  send  more  than  four. 

M.  0.  TAYLOR,  Secretary,  University  Court. 
University  of  Edinburgh, 
Stb  December,  18D9, 


THE  BEST  and  MOST  POPULAR  BOOKS 

of  the  SRaSOX  AUE    NOW  in 

CIRCULATION. 

Pros,  ectu  es  of  T.  mis  free  on  application. 

BOOK    SALE   DEPAETMENT. 

Mary  Thousand  Surplus  Conies  of  Books  always  ON  SAL 
(Sicoud  Hand).   Also  a  large  Scleolion  of 

BOOKS   IX  LE.VTHER   BINDINGS 

SCITADLE  FOR 

DIRTIIBAY,  WEDDiyG,  and  CUSISTMAS 
PRESENTS. 


M 


ASON    UNIVERSITY     COLLEGE 

BIRMINGHAM. 

LECTDRESHIP    IN    MATHEMATICS. 

The  Counoll  Invite  applications  for  the  above  appofntment. 

Applications,  accompanied  by  testimonjalH.  should  be  sent 
to  the  undersigned  not  later  than  Monday,  tha  2nd  of 
January.  1899. 

Tl»e  Candidate  electa  wlU  be  requirt^  to  enter  upon  his 
dutie*  as  soon  as  possible  after  .Tanuary  17tli.  I89!l, 
Further  particulars  may  be  obtained  from 

GEO.  H.  MORLEY,  Secretary. 


ROYAL  INDIAN  ENGINBERING  COL- 
LEGE, Coopers  Hill,  Staines. 

The  COURSE  of  STUDY  is  arranged  to  %t  an  Engineer  for 
employment  in  Europe.  India,  and  the  Colonies.  Ahout 
A'^  Students  will  be  admitted  in  September.  1H99.  The  Secretary 
of  State  will  otfer  them  for  Competition.  Twelve  Appointments 
^1  Assistant  Engineers  in  the  Public  AVorks  Department,  and 
Three  Appointments  as  Assistant  Superintpndents  in  the  Tele- 
graphs Department.  One  in  thf  Aooounte  Branch  P.W.D.,  and 
One  in  the  TrafHc  Department,  Indian  State  Railway. 

For  particulars  apply  to  Secretary,  at  College. 


TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and   accurately 
done,     lod.  T>er  1.000  words.     Samples  and  referencea— 
iddresa.  Miss  E.  M.,  18,  Mortimer  Crescent  N.W. 


TYPEWRITING.  — MANUSCRIPTS,   scien- 
tific.  dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatn«48 
and  rapidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars,  AH3.,inalUptied 
\tf  GdiBon's  Mimeosraph.     L0U9  experience.-' Min  Sruita, 
memnon  Road,  West  liampstead. 


30   to   31,    NRW   OXFORD    STREET; 

241,    Brum,  ton    Road,    S.W. ;    48,    Queen   Victoria 

Street,  E.O.,  Londos  ; 

And  at  10-12,  Barton  Arcade,  Mascekstse. 


LITERARY  RESEARCH. —  A  Gentleman, 
eiperienoed  in  Literarv  Work,  and  who  has  access  tothe 
British  Museum  Reading  Room,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  person  rpquiring  assistance  in  Literary  Ke- 
Search,  or  in  seeinii  Work  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. —  Aimly,  by 
'otter,  to  D.  0.  Daixas,  6,  Fumival  Street,  London,  E.G. 


EgTABLISBED    18(1. 

BIRKBECK        BANK, 
Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane  London. 
TWO-AND-A-HALF    per   CENT.    INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  repayahle  on  demand. 

TWO  ncr  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS, on  the  mioi- 
nim  monthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  below  £100. 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  putohaaed  and  sold, 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  o{  Thtitt  the  Bank  receives  srriall  sumi 
on  deposit  and  allows  Interest  monthly  on  eaoh  completed  £1. 

BIRKBECK   BTJILDINa   SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

FOa  TWO  QUIKKAS  PEE  MONTH. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 
roa  I'lVK  saiLLiNQs  fee  month. 


The  BIEKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  post  frea 
FRANCIS  BAVBNBCROFT,  Manager, 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S'  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 

6REAKFAST-SUPPeR. 
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WELLS     GARDNER, 

DARTON  &  CO.'S 

LIST. 


SIX-SHILLINQ    NOVELS. 

THE  NEW  NCVEI,  IIV  TllK  AUTII'ill  OF  "TIIKEi; 
lilHLS  IN  A  ri.AT- 

A     JfAUSrKD     TOWN.      By    Etrkl    F. 

HKIIDI.K.  With  Illuitratlnnii  nnrl  Onvgr  IXnlm  br 
Oonton  Ilruwne,  K.I.  Iiargerrown  Rvu,  cloth  lioanli. 
A  bright.  l(c«n  air  IiIoWb  throiiith  Ihii  *Uny.  Tim  humour 
linfl  a  freKh  lutlt  suap.  ami  tbere  li  a  .oa-aTotir  In  thi>  very 
ktiirtliueafi  of  th«  leadiDR  rharaotera.  MlM  llmhlla  haa  UktHi, 
iv«  ihinl(,JuHt  thn  proportion  of  Hcota — ohani<-ler,  tonitiie,  and 
■cooer)'— tliat  au  EiirIibIi  public  can  woloomf*. ' 

IMiUf  CKrmielt. 
"Good  all  roun<],  th«  character!  in  the  ttorr  are  all  aliv>*. 
none  ale  overdrawn,  and  Aunt  Petronalla  vill  come  to  itay 
with  every  reader,"—  World. 

THREE  amis  in  a  FLAT.     By  Ethfl 

F,  HEDDIE,    llluatnted  hj  nordon  Browne,  R.I. 

[SteoHd  hditian. 

A  STORY  OF  OnillSTIAN  SOCIALISM  IN  THE  EAST 
END  or  l.ONI)0^. 

MA  It  Y  OIFFORD,  U.II.    By  L  T.  Mpade 

Author  of  "  A  Princess  of  the  Gutter,"    Large  crown  8to, 
olotli  boards. 

UNDER  the  DRAGON  THRONE.    Rtorir  i» 

of  Mfe  In  China.     By  L,  T.  MEADE  and  ROBERT  K. 
UOUQLAS. 

A  PlIINCESS  of  the  GUTTER.      By  L.  T. 

MEADE.  \ThiTd  Edition. 

**One  of  the  bott  books  of  the  season— a  refined  and  faaoi- 
nntlui;  tale  of  txuulon  life.  It  rolght  almost  have  been  written 
by  Sir  Walter  Besant."— Uleniry  IKorW, 

NlCCniANA  NICCOLINI.    By  the  Author 

of  "  Mdlle.  Mori."  Ac.    Large  crown  8vo.  cloth  iKtards. 
"Girls  can  read  this  volume  with  impunity  and  advantage 
Tlie  author  haa  a  Ihorougli  knowledge  of  Italian  character." 

J/orntfiff  Poti. 

ETIINE.     Br  Mre.  E.  M.  FiBLn.     Erohed 

Title  and  Frontispiece.  ( Third  Edition. 

'  Without  exagK''ration,  one  of  the  most  bpautiful  stories  of 
ancient  Irisn  life  that  haa  ever  come  under  our  notice." 

Puttie  Opiislon, 


IDARTON'S  SIX  SHILLINQ  SCRieS  OP  FINE 
ART  QIFT.BOOK8. 
LlIiI.U»TRATEr>  IN  TllK  BKST  STYLE  AND  PRINTED 
r  OX  SUPERFINE  PAPER, 

Ik  Important  Addition  to  the  Study  of  Bird  Life  by  a  well 
r  known  writer. 

prONDERS  of  the  BIRD  WORLD.  By 
I  nr.  K.  UnWDLER  SHARI'K.  Will,  minu'roiis  Illufltn.. 
[  tions  by  A.  T.  fclwes.  ik-Autifully  pniittnl  on  aiipatfinc 
paprr.  Uniform  with  •'Sweetheart  TiiivelUi-f,"  '  (irimni'- 
[      Fairy  Talos."  &c.  [  A'ow  r6adi/- 

WEE  SURPRISING  ADVENTURES  of  SIR 
r    TOAMV     LIUN      with    those    o(     Oenerul     NAl' »hKON 
f-     SMITH  :    au    Ifnprnviug    IliPtory    for    (Hd    Ijovh,   Vounif 
I.      Boys.  (U>od  Boyp,   Bail    '-oyti.   Big  Bovs.  Little  Itoye,  (^w. 
!>"*'».   ami   TonibojB.      By  S.    K    CiloCKKTT,  Author  of 
•'  Sweetheiirt  Travelers.    "  The  Kaitltirs." 
"  When  tw  iWtf  it  ia  one  0/  the  moKt  dtUghtful  ttorirt  abo*it 
eAiItiren  iw  hwi  ever  readt  u<e  art  $tiU  »*iort  0/  the  mtrk." 

Daily  Chronicle. 
"  In  thi$  erctlUnt  ftook  for  ehihlrtn.  which  the  eUers  vntl  tnjoy. 
itr  Crvckett  rortiea  rifjht  away  front  kntlf/ant  int-t  a  kimpdom  0/ 
obatreveroiu  /anci/,  an  t  U  purely,  <leli{jht/ultj/  /*tnnj/,  and  not  too 

Scotch Mr.  itordon  Urowne'a  iUv»tratiOfB  are  nn  good  a  treat 

o»  thi  Bfory."— Worhl. 

SWEETHEART  TRAVELLERS.   A  Child's 

Bonk  fi.r  CtjiUIreii.  for  Women,  ami  for  Mfu.     By  8.  It. 
CKOCIvETT.    Fivu  t-ditioDH  nearly  f\liaustt»l. 
"  Mr  Civckett  must  b'.  credited  with  one  0/  the  moat  prmwunced 
$¥cceaaet  of  the  jeosfyn."— Worhl. 
*'  One  of  the  (iaintuiA  and  moat  charming  of  gift-books." 

Scoteman. 

STORIES  from  the   FAERIE  QUEENE. 

By  MARY    MACLEOD.     "With  Introduction  by  I'rorensor 
11  ALES,    and  numerous    lUustritiuns    by  A.  G.   Walker, 
Soulptor. 
"  Without  txcAptiof  the  moat  admirable  btok  of  the  kind  which 

wahavaaeen.  Iht  talea  are  daintily  and  vividlu  told 'ilw.bfl 

i»  bsayiifuUj/ p.  odueed,  awi  nuiikt  to  aatvfif  the  moat  faattd.ouj 
find  exacting  taat6  "— Lueds  .Mercurj'. 

PRINCE  BOOHOO  and  LITTLE  SMUTS. 

By   the    Rt'v.    IIARUV    JONEH.    M.A.      With   nuim-rouh 
Hlustratious  from  DrawiogB  by  Gordou  Browne. 
**Admirablif  frtah,   and  intpired   bif  a  qvite  d^ightfitl  in 
•owctance."— Spectator. 

NATIONAL  RHYMES  of  the  NURSERY. 

Tntrodnc(i->n  by  t;EOR(iE  8AI.NT8BURY.     Illustratious 
by  (.lordon  Browne. 
"  The  prettieat  and  moH  complete  collection  of  thia  kind." 

SVeetmiuster  *i;i7ette. 

GRIMM'S  TAIRY  TALES.    Introduction 

bv  8.  BAKINO-OOULD.   MA.      Illustrationi  by  Uordou 
Browne. 
"  iffo  iiwre  arceptable  edition  of  soine  of  Grimm'a  ttorlea  h  a 
bun  pu6(i»/Mi'f."— Standard. 

SINTRAM  and  his  COMPANIONS,  and 

tINDlNE.      liitroiluction  by  OHAKL'^TfE    M.    YONUL. 
IlUistiations  by  Gordon  Browne. 
•*  -1  better  premnt  for  a  thoughtful  lad  or  lata  rouJd  hnr-lln  bi.'' 

Church  'iim  -f. 


WELLS  GARDNER,  DARTON  k  CO., 
8,  Pstternoater  Baildingp,  London. 


MESSK8.  LONGMANS  &  CO.'S  LIST. 

SECOND  EDITION, 

PITT  :   some   Chapters  of  his  Life  and  Times. 

By  the  Bight  Hon.  EDWARD  OIBSON,  LOBD  A8HB0UKNB, 
Lord  Cbanoellor  of  Iretand.     With  1 1  Portrait*,  8ro,  21*. 

"  A  book  whic^  no  •tndCDt  of  Pitt'i  lifs  and  timtn  out  nrglMt  or  read  witboac  k««n  »iid 
anitkined  internt."—  Timu. 

"Th«  energy  Btid  aoamen  of  Lord  Athboarne  bare  enabled  bim,  notwitbituuiinK  hie  maoy 
dnties  a<  Lord  Ubaorellor  of  Ireland  and  repmentatire  of  tbe  Cabinet  on  Iriah  bDiine««  in  ilie 
House  of  Lordf,  to  raake  an  important  contribution  to  hiatory,  and  at  tbe  *aine  time  t^i  i.ffer  a 
worthy  tribute  from  Ireland  to  the  greateit  of  Kagland'i  moiern  Htateetnan." — .Unruinj  /'oil. 

"  rbis  book  embodieithe  fmite  of  loog  labouri  among  mannicripta  and  <x>rre<|>«t,deiier,  and 
there  ia  scarcely  a  page  which  does  not  provide  new  material  for  an  eatioate  of  Pitt's  character. 

We  have  at  la<t  the  materials  whicn  Bishop  Tomline  set  aside  for  later  treatment,  and  which 

Lord  Stanhope  but  dimly  hinied  at.  They  show  lu  Pitt  as  the  sod,  the  brother,  and  above  all  as 
the  lover." — Wni^tminster  (ia^rtu. 

THE    METAPHYSIO    of    EXPERIENCE.      By  Sbadworth  H 

HODGSON,  Hon.  LI.  D.  Kdln.,  Hon.  Fellow  n.O.C.  Oxford.  Past  Preaident  '>(  tha  Ari>int«Ii.n 
Society,  Author  or  "  Time  antl  Space,"  "  The  Philosophy  of  Beflection,"  Ac    i  vol>.,  Svo,  3M.  net. 

rAmAK/^'/SH.VA  :  his  Life  and  Sayings.     By  the  Right  Hon.  F  Max 

Mi'LI.EH.  K,M,,  Foreign  Memlwr  of  the  French  Institnte:  Fellow  of  All  Boula'  (,'olle>:o.  Oxioitl 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 
*•*  RAmakrwhna,  wa<  one  of  those  Indian  asoelics  and  safres  who  are  known  nnd  n*  different  i 
as  EannyriBins.  MabiiimHns.  or  Vogius,    Ho  wa-i  born  In  HJ3  an<l  died  In  1480. 

A    COLLECTED    EDITION    OF    THE    WORKS  OF    THE 
RIGHT  HON.  PROFESSOR  MAX  MULLER. 

Ten  Volumes  are    uuw  publinhed,  at  a  uniform 
aie  111  preparation,  and 

NATURAL      RELIGION : 

r.ecturea,     delivered     before 
Qlftngow  in  1889. 

PHYSICAL      RELIGION : 

l,ecture».   delivered    befi^re 
Glasgow  in  1800. 

ANTHROPOLOGICAL     RELIGION:     the 

(Jiffonl  Lectures,  delivered  before  the  University 
of  Glasgow  In  18U1. 

THEOSOPHY:     or,    Psychologrical 

Ilcliffion :  tlie  GifTonI  I.ecLin'i ».  delivered  iwrore 
tbe  University  of  Glasgow  m   8»2. 


the     GifTord 

the    Universtty    of 

the    Gifford 

the    University   of 


price  of  6s.  each,  in  crowa  Svo.    Other  Volamet 
will  be  iisaed  monthly. 

CHIPS  from  a  GERMAN   WORKSHOP 

Vol.        I.    RlCllTT   EhSAVS    AMD    A  Ulikt.1(il.!t. 

Vol.     II.    BlOdXAFHICAL    KhmlTM. 

Vol,  III.    EaKAYH    OS    Lviror40B   AKD    LlTltK\T0ftB 

Vol.  IV.  Kmatb  ov  MYTHOLOor  xno  Poi.k-lobb. 

TheORIGIN  and  GROWTH  of  RELIGION, 

aa  IlluUraied  by  the  Religions  of  Indi-i:  th« 
Hibbert  Lectures,  deliver,Ml  at  the  Chapter  House, 
Westminster  Abbey,  in  IS7d. 

BIOGRAPHIES    of    WORDS, 

UuMB  of  the  ARYAS. 


and   the 


NEW  KDiriOX.    COMPLETE  IN  ONK  VOLUME.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 


POETICAL   WORKS.     By  Jean  Ingelow. 

HOPE  the  HERMIT :  a  Romance  of  Borrowdale.     By  Edna  Lyall 

Crown  Svo,  68,  ,...„.  „      . . 

'This  fimple,  wholesome  talc  deserves  ctimmendation.*  —GlatBoic  llerala. 

THE    VACCINATION    QUESTION. 

doctor  THERNE.    By  H.  Rider  Haggard.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

"Tlio  n  rvssftHory  CHrrica  the  reader  along,  and  will  !«  eazcrly  re«cl  fi)r  tbe  sake  of  its  vivid 
nic'uiea  of  liiv'and  ifa  powerful  stuily  of  a  complex  human  cbiractor  by  those  who  would  never  tro«ible 
meir  bends  Hbnut  vaoiiiaUon  timber  than  to  be  revaccinated  when  an  epidemic  is  thmwei  Kg.  By 
writin?  it  the  aui.b'^r  l>aR  done  a  trreat  service  to  tbe  cause  "f  truth  against  falsehood,  of  kDOwle<ige  agatiist 
ignoranie,  nnd  of  osp.-riente  ngamst  fol'y  and  kiutvery."— i*ri(i»A  Medical  Journ  t. 

WORKS  BY  SAMUEL  RAWSON  GARDINER,  D,CL„  LL.D. 
HISTORY  of   ENGLAND,  from  the  Accession  of  James  L  to  the 

Outbreak  of  the  Civil  War,  160MM2.    10  vole,,  crown  Svo,  es.  each, 

HISTORY  of  the  G.1EAT  CIVIL  WAR,  1642-1649.     4  vols.,  crown 

8vo,  Oh.  eacli, 

HISTORY  of  the  COMMONWEALTH  and  PROTECTORATE,  1649- 

lOOO.     Vol.  I.,  l()li)-10.jl,  with  I  I  .Miips,  avo,  L'ls.     Vol.  11.,  1«31-135»,  with  7  Mups  Nvo,  21s, 

THE  STUDENT'S  HISTORY  of  ENGLAND.    With  378  Iliustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  18s.  

WORKS  BY  WALTER  BAQEHOT. 
LITERARY  STUDIES.    With  Portrait.    3  vols ,  cr.  Svo,  38.  6d.  each. 
ECONOMIC     STUDIES.      CrownjBIOGRAPHICAL     STUDIES, 

Svo,  3»,  M.  I         Crown  Svo,  3s,  M. 

HISTORY   of  CIVILISATION  in  ENGLAND.     By  Henry  Thomas 

BUCKLE.    3  vols.,  crown  Svo,  21i>. 

THESAURUS   of  ENGLISH    WORDS    and    PHRASES,      Classified 

and  Arrangel  so  a»  to  Facilitate  the  Expression  of  Ideas  and  Aaaiat  in  Litararr  ComixMitioD.  Hy 
PETER  MARK  ROGET,  M,D„  F.R.8.  Eecomposed  tbranghoat,  Bnlargrd  and  lin'  n.vcd,  l-'n.v 
from  tbe  Author's  Notes,  and  with  a  full  Index,  by  the  Authors  Son,  JiH.s  L' Wl-  HtiORT 
Crown  Svo,  10».  «d. 

LONGMANS,    GREEN   &  CO.,  London,  New  York,  and  Bombay. 


460 


The      Academy. 


17  December,  1898. 


HODDER  &  STOUGHTON'S 

LIST. 

NOW   BEADT. 

THE    LIFE    of   HENRY   DRUM- 

MOND,  F.R.S.E.  By  GKORGE  ADAM  SMITH, 
D.D.,  LL.D.,  Professor  of  H>brew  »nci  Old  Testn- 
ment  ISjeKCsis,  Freo  Church  College,  Glasgow. 
With  Portraits,  cloth,  78.  Od. 

DR.  R.  W.  DALE. 

THE  LIFE  of  R.  W.  DALE,  LLD  , 

of    BIRMINGHAM.     By    his    Son.    A.    W.  W. 
DALE,  M.A.    With  Portiait,  8vo,  cloth,  148. 
"It  is  a  deeply  interesting  record  of  one  of  the 
most  strenuous  and  useful  lives  of  moiern  days." 

Daily  News. 
"This  admirable  and  most  filial  biopraphy..  ..Mr 
A.  W.  W.  Dale  has  performed  a  very  ditlicult  t»e\ 
with  great  credit.  He  has  told  his  father's  story 
with  excellent  detachment,  self-effacement,  and  sim- 
plicitv.  There  is  none  of  the  excess  in  praise  whicb 
so  often  mars  the  biography  written  within  the 
family."— I^oiVy  Chronicl". 

"riy  IAN  MAC'LAEEN. 

AFTERWARDS,  and  other  Stories 

By  TAN  MACLARBV,    Author   of  "Beside  the 

Bonnie  Brier  Bush,"  Ac.  Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  6k. 

"There  are  many  pfissages  of  real  wit,  and  the 

wh"le  is  pervaded  liy  awide  charity  and  deep  rcligioui; 

eiilhusiHSm." — Pjfl  Malt  Otzette. 

RABBI  SAUNDERSON.      By  Ian 

MACLAREN'.     With   12    Illustrations  by  A.  S. 
Hoyd.    Fcap  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  ed. 
"The  character  of  RabbL  Sauoderson  is  beautifully 
d<awn..     We   commend  the  volume  to   a   grateful 
circle  of  readers."— <S<.  James's  Gazette. 
SECOND    EDITION. 

ROBERT   LOUIS   STEVENSON'S 

EDINBURGH    DAYS.      By     E.     BLANTYRK 
SIMPSON,  Author  of  "  Sir  James  Y.  Simpson." 
Crowu  8vo,  cloth,  ts. 
"  A  book  that  cannot  fail  to  interest."— ^c;^«»ian. 

By  J.  H.  McCarthy. 
A   SHORT   HISTORY  of  the 

UNITED  STATES.  By  JUSTIN  HUNTLY 
MoCARTHY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os. 

"A  DELIGHTFUL  BOOK." 

IRISH   LIFE   and  CHARACTER 

By  MICHAEL  MACDONAGH.     Crown  8vo,  gilt 
top,  tJs. 
■*  A  most  readable  and  delightful  book.     Wc  hope 
that  it  will  have  a  ?ery  large  circulation." 

Irish  Indejiendent. 
SECOND  EDITION. 

WAS  CHRIST   BORN  at  BETH 

LEHEM?  A  Siudy  in  theCreiiliility  of  St  Luke. 

By  Prof.  W.  M.  RAMSAY,  D.C.L.,  LL.D.    Crown 

8vo,  clotli,  58. 
"The  work  is  characterised  by  great  earnestness, 
ae  Avell  aa  ability,  while  the  learning  which  it  dispayw 
is  such  as  may  be  expected  from  ona  whohas  loiij< 
made  The  topics  discussed  matters  of  special  Htudy, 
for  the  pOTBuit  of  which  he  has  also  had  special 
opportunities." — Scotsman, 

PRINCIPAL  REYNOLBS  OP  CHESHUNT. 

HENRY     ROBERT     RE  YW  OLDS, 

D.D. :    his   Life  and   Letters.      Edited   by    HI& 

SIS  TERS.     Wiih  2  Portraits,  crown  8to,  cloth.  9e. 

•'  A  detailed  account  of  one  of  the  most  saintly  livet 

of  modern  times.    His  sisters  have  done  more  thaii 

edit,  for  ihe  narrative  interwoven  with  the  number 

le«8  Ittters  is  so  pleasantly  written  that  one  wi8he^ 

there  was  more  of  it." — Daily  News. 

JUST  PUBLISHED. 

JOHN     STOUGHTON,     D.D.       A 

Short     Record     of     a    Long    Life.      By    HIS 
DAUGHTER.    With  2  Photogravure   Portraits. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
"  This  beautiful  memoir."— UWMs/t  Weekly. 
NINTH  EDITION. 

C0NCERNIN6ISABELCARNABY 

By  ELLEN  THOBNEYCROPT  FOWLER.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  68. 
"Miss  Fowler  has  achieved  a  success,  as  thoroughly 
gratifying  to  her  readers  as  it  must  be  to  herself. 
*  The  novel  of  the  season '  will  jirobably  be  the  popular 
verdict  upon  this  amaziufrly  witty  and  brilliimt 
»tcry."— /Sfpeaier. 

SECOND  BOITIOJi; 

A    HANDBOOK    for    LITERARY 

aud  DEBATING  SOCIETIES.   Crown  8vo, cloth, 

as.  ed. 

"  Kvery  Literary  Society  in  the  country  should 
poss'  8n  a  v<  py.  tor  ir  is  hardly  less  neceasary  to  tht 
memberB  than  ihe  miu..te  book."  . 

Dundee  Advertiser. 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S   BOOKS 

FOR    CHRISTMAS    PRESENTS. 


RUdyarU   Kipling's    New   BookSm 

MR.     KIPLING    AND    THE    NAVY. 

A     FLEET      IN     BEING. 

Notes  of  Two  Trips  with  tlie  Ciiannel  Squadron. 

Crown  8vo,  sewed,  Is.  net;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  net. 


THIRTY-NINTH  TH  lUSAND.— Crown  8vo,  6s. 

THE      DAY'S      WORK. 

HIGHWAYS    and   BYWAYS   in  NORTH   WALES.     By 

A   Ct.  BR4DI-RY,    With  numerous  Ill'^straUons  by  JOSEPH  PBNNELLand  HUGH  THOMSON. 
EstrA  crown  8vo,  cloih  eleg-ant,  trilt  top,  6b. 
■^^  Academy. — "  May  be  regarded  as  a  stand *r.l  work  for  all  visitors  to  North  Wales," 

NEW    EDITION    OF    GREEN'S     ENGLISH    HISTORY. 

SHORT    HISTORY    of    the    ENGLISH    PEOPLE.     By 

JOHN  RICHARD  GREEN,  M.A.  Edited  by  Mrs.  J.  R,  GREEN  and  Miss  KATE  NOR'JATffi. 
With  Fourteen  Hundred  Illustrations.  New  Edition  in  3  vols.  Saper-royal  8vo,  half-leather 
binding,  40s. 

*,*  This  hook  can  he  purchased  on  the  instalment  syatem.    Por  particulars  applg  to  the  B  mkseUers. 


New  Gift'Books  for  the  Young. 


STORIES  from  LOWLY  LIFE  of j 
MICE,  DOGS,  and  other  Animals. 

By  C.   JI.  DUPPA. 
With  Illustrations  by  LOUIS  WAIN.  [ 

Pott^to,  4s.  Od.  ! 

Guardian. — "  These  charming  stories  will  appeal  to 
all  lovers  of  animals  ..  .  The  tales  have  the   si)ecial 
charm  of  evident  truth,  and  we  i)arc  from  our  lowly 
trienda  with  mora  regret  than  we  do  from  more  high-  ^ 
born  heroes  and  heroines." 


HUGH    THOMSON'S    ILLUSTEATED 
FAIRY    BOOK. 

JACK,   the    GIANT-KILLER. 

With  16  FuU-I'age  Coloured  Illustrations  and  16 
Decorated  Text  Papes,  by  HUGH  THOMSON.   In 
Coloured  Pictorial  Wrapper,  Is. 
AthentFum. — "  If  all  Mr.  Huj?h  Thomson's  '  Illus- 
trated Fairy  Books'  are  illustrated  in  as  spirited  ft 
manner  as  'Jack,  the  Giant-Killer,*  they  will  most 
certainly  he  popular,  especially  wicn  boys." 

Educational  Times.—'*  VevhRps  the  best  little  pic» 
ture-boott  of  the  year." 

MRS.  MOLESWORTH'S  NEW  VOLUME. 

THE  MAGIC  NUTS. 

Jiy  Mrs-  MOLESWnRTH.     With  lllustrationR  by 
ROSIE    M.    M.    PITMAN.        Crown    8vo.    cloUi 
elegant,  -Is.  6d. 
hiteratare.—*'  Will  please  all  who  know  and  appre* 

ciate  her  '  fell  Me  a  Story  '  and  *  Cuckoo  Clock, 

The  book  is  illustrated,  delicately  and  piettily,  by 
Miss  Rosie  M.  M.  Pitman.'* 

THROUGH  the  LOOKING  GLASS,! FOR    PEGGY'S    SAKE. 

And  What  Alice  Found  There.  B^   Mrs    EDWIN    HOHLER.   Aitthor  of   "The 

„     T  „m,c  ^.nn^TT  Green  Toby  Jug,"    &c.      Illustrated   by   F.   H. 

By  LEWIS  CARaOLL.  TOWNSEND.    Crown  8vo,  4s.  6d. 

WithSO  Illustrations  by  JOHN  TB^JNIBG.  '•    I     Oaiioo*:.—"  A  pleasant  story  for  schoolRirla." 
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The  Literary  Week. 

Who  shall  say  that  poetry  is  on  the  decrease  when  our 
Prize  Competition  this  week  has  been  attempted  by  no 
fewer  than  103  of  our  readers,  some  of  whom  have  sent 
two,  three,  four,  and  evon  five  couplets,  and  one  or  two, 
complete  poems  ?  As  an  instance  of  the  widespread 
interest  which  is  taken  in  the  Academy,  we  may  mention 
that  among  the  replies  sent  in  were  letters  from  all  parts 
of  England — from  Newcastle  to  Budleigh  Salterton,  Cardiff 
to  Eamsgate — and  from  Scotland  and  Ireland.  Contribu- 
tors to  the  "  Academy  Bureau  "  are  even  more  distant, 
for  some  weeks  ago  we  received  a  package  of  MSS.  from 
Toronto,  and  this  week  comes  a  novel  from  Winnipeg. 


The  New  York  Outlook  has  been  drawing  from  its 
readers  their  opinions  as  to  the  ten  best  books  published 
in  the  year  closing  with  September,  1 898  ;  that  is  to  say, 
the  books  which,  "  all  things  considered,  are  tlie  most 
important."  This  is  the  result  in  the  order  of  popu- 
larity: 1.  The  Life  and  Letters  of  Tennyson;  2.  Melheck  of 
Bannisdale  ;  3.  The  Story  of  Gladstone'' h  Life,  by  Justin 
McCarthy ;  4.  Caleb  West,  by  F.  Hopkinson  Smith  ;  5.  The 
Workers,  by  "W.  A.  Wyckoff ;  6.  Bismarck,  by  Dr.  Moritz 
Busch  ;  7.  Penelope's  Progress,  by  Kate  D.  Wiggin  ;  8.  The 
Letters  of  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning  ;  9.  Rupert  ofllentzau; 
10.  Old  Virginia  and  Her  Neighbours,  by  John  Fiske. 
"  Most  important "  some  of  the  selections  may  be,  but  not 
by  any  means  best. 

The  sonneteers  are  still  busy  with  Mr.  Sidney  Lee's 
Life  of  Shakespeare  and  theory  of  "  W.  H."  Here  is 
another  contribution : 

To  Mb.  S.  L.  on  Mr.  W.  H. 

Sidney,  thy  book  that  they  publisht  lately 
Lifts  the  veil  on  a  pitiful  pother 
William  Hathaway,  Anne's  big  brother, 

llais'd  when  her  William  would  wed  Anne  Whateley  : 

Track'd  him  to  Worcester  and  taught  him  straitly 
On  with  one  love  wasn't  off  with  t'other, 
Said  sister  Anne  might  be  soon  a  mother — 

Married  the  pair  by  a  certain  date,  Lee. 

Now  for  the  theory  I've  been  brewing  : 
Surely  it  plain  as  a  nose  on  face  is 

He  who  meddled  with  Shakespeare's  wooing 
Drove  him  to  Court  and  pernicious  places, 

Th'  only  begetter  of  those  ensuing 

Sonnets,  the  real  Mr.  W.  H.  is. 

Q.  E.  D. 

In  the  Life  of  Lewis  Carroll,  by  the  way,  there  is  a  mock 
Shakespearian  sonnet  by  Calverley,  the  initial  letters  of 
each  lino  of  which  form  the  words  "  William  Herbert." 


Tub  play  which  Mr.  Bernard  Shaw  has  been  writing  for 
Mr.  Forbes  Kobertaon  is  now  complete,  save  for  the  final 
revision,  on  which  the  author  is  at  present  engaged.  The 
subject  is  an  affaire  between  Julius  Crosar  and  Cleopatra, 
the  medium  is  prose,  and  the  first  act  is  pure  comedy.  Mr. 
Shaw  has  not  permitted  his  illness  to  stop  his  intellectual 
activity.    We  are  glad  to  know  that  he  prog^saes  steadily. 


The  pocket  edition  of  Dickens  which  Mr.  Dent  has 
projecte<l  begins  this  week  with  Pickwick,  in  three  Tolumes. 
The  form  is  somewhat  similar  to  the  same  publiaher's 
"Temple  Classics"  and  Scott's  novels,  but  the  addition 
of  a  coloure<l  frontispiece  to  each  volume  is  a  distinction. 
The  artist  is  Mr.  F.  C.  Tilney,  and  if  he  errs,  it  is  on  the 
side  of  prettiness.  Pickwick  and  prettiness  are  not  quite 
compatible.  Mr.  Walter  Jerrold  prefixes  a  bibliographical 
note. 


In  Mr.  Kenneth  Grahame's  new  book.  Dream  Days,  which 
wears  the  familiar  yellow  cover  that  is  associated  with 
The  Golden  Age,  we  meet  again  with  Harold  and  Edward, 
with  Selina  and  the  first-person  singular  of  that  engaging 
family.  "Dies  Irae,"  "The  Magic  King,"  "A  Depar- 
ture," "The  Reluctant  Dragon" — these  are  some  of  the 
titles.     The  book  contains  eight  stories  in  all. 


Mr.  Lecky   has  consented  to  act  aa  one  of  the  Vice- 
Presidents  of  the  London  Librtiry. 


Mrs.  Meynell's  third  volume  of  essays  is  issued  this 
week  by  Mr.  Lane,  under  the  title  The  Spirit  of  Place, 
which  is  the  title  of  the  first  essay,  but  is  not  otherwise 
descriptive  of  the  volume.  We  note  essays  upon  "  Julj*," 
"  Wells,"  "  Kain,"  and  "  The  Horizon."  Those  recall  some 
of  the  delightful  comments  on  Nature's  moods  in  The 
Rhythm  of  Life  and  its  companion  volume.  Other  essays 
are  literary.  Such  are  "  Mrs.  Dingley,"  "  The  Lady  of 
the  Lyrics,"  and  "A  Derivation."  AVe  regret  that  the 
volume  does  not  contain  an  excellent  paper  on  Mrs.  Samuel 
Johnson  which  Mrs.  Meynell  wrote,  we  think,  early  in  this 
year. 

The  Edinburgh  Stevenson  is  one  of  those  treasures  which 
someone  is  always  anxious  to  buy,  someone  is  alwaj-s  glad 
to  sell.  But  it  is  rarely  "  traded  "  so  rapidly  as  it  was  in 
a  London  bookseller's  shop  last  week.  At  ten  o'clock  in 
the  morning  the  original  owner  drew  up  in  a  cab  and, 
depositing  the  twenty-seven  volumes,  took  from  the  book- 
seller a  cheque  for  the  same.  Before  eleven  o'clock  a 
buyer  arrived  at  the  bookseller's,  and  complacently  drew 
a  cheque  for  £28,  at  which  price  the  books  became  his 
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property.  As  the  original  price  of  the  volumes  was 
128.  6d.  each,  it  will  be  seen,  on  calculation,  that  the 
new  owner  paid  a  greatly  enhanced  price. 


The  literary  temperament  is  a  delicate  affair,  and  to  the 
editor  of  a  literary  paper  can  fall  more  than  his  due  share 
of  life's  little  difficulties.  For  example,  not  so  long  ago  a 
poet  whom  it  was  our  ill-fortune  to  review  replied  on  a 
postcard  with  a  directness  and  force  in  which  his  published 
work  was  entirely  lacking : 

You  are  a  beast !     But  I  will  be  even  with  you  yet. 
Fortunately,  however,  this  is  not  the  only  kind  of  missive 
that  the  reviewed  indulge  in.     We  have  just  received,  in 
connexion  with  a  recent  article,  a  letter,  from  which  this 
is  an  extract : 

It  is  extremely  gratifying  to  have  one's  work  bo  warmly 

appreciated,  and  if  the  writer  of  the  review  could  but  know 

how  much  his  words  cheered  the  poor  author  in  an  hour  of 

peculiarly  disheartening  pain,  he  would,  I'm  sm-e,  be  pleased. 

Critics  have  a  lot  of  mud  thrown  at  them  by  authors ;  but 

there  is  one  poor  scribe,  at  least,  who  would  honestly  try  to 

write  a  good  book,  if  only  to  please  the  reviewers  and  not  a 

copy  were  to  be  printed  for  sale. 

The  two  communications  that  we  have  quoted  illustrate 

the    extremes  between  which  our  critics  rove,   and  will, 

perhaps,   make   it   clear  why   it    is    that    the    Academy 

never  frets. 


Last  week,  in  reviewing  Mr.  Cutcliffe  Hyne's  Adventures 
of  Captain  Kettle,  we  implied  that  the  story  of  "The  Eaid- 
ing  of  Donna  Clotilde "  was  an  improbable  one.  Mr. 
Cutcliffe  Hyne  writes  to  say  that  if  the  reviewer  will 
consult  the  files  of  the  daily  papers  for  the  years  1891-2-3 
he  will  see  that  the  story  is  copied  almost  directly  from 
happenings  in  real  life.  Our  reviewer  positively  refuses 
to  read  through  three  years'  back  numbers  of  the  world's 
press,  and  takes  Mr.  Hyne's  word.  But  facts,  he  contends 
are  often  very  improbable  indeed ;  it  is  the  business  of  the 
story-teller  to  make  them  seem  probable.  Now  Mr.  Hyne 
tells  us  that  nearly  everybody  complains  that  this  story  is 
iQcredible,  which  seems  to  prove  that  in  this  one  instance, 
at  least,  the  author  has  missed  his  mark. 


Poets  who  may  be  proposing  to   call   a  volume   Lore 
Triumphant  are  warned  that  they  are  too  late.     Two  books 


of  verse  bearing  that  title  reached  us  last  week:  Love 
Triumphant :  a  Song  of  Hope,  by  William  Bedford ;  and 
Love  TViumphant,  and  Other  New  Poems,  by  Annie  Matheson. 


It  is  now  known  beyond  contradiction  that  "C.  E- 
Eaimond,"  the  author  of  Hie  Open  Question,  George  Mande- 
vilWs  Musband,  and  other  works  of  brilliant  fiction,  and 
Miss  Elizabeth  Eobins,  the  actress  whose  impersonation  of 
rdles  in  Ibsen's  plays  was  so  remarkable,  are  one  and  the 
same.  Miss  Robins,  whose  portrait  we  give,  has  not 
thrown  herself  into  the  interpretation  of  the  Scandi- 
navian dramatist    and  remained  uninfluenced.     There  is 


THE  AUTHOR  01     '■THK   OPEN  QUESTION," 

MISS  ELIZABETH   ROBINS  ("  C.   E.   EAIMOND  "). 

From  a  Photoi/raph  by  Elliott  &  Fry, 

much  "Ibsenism"  at  the  back  of  The  Open  Question,  but 
— and  this  fact  cannot  be  too  greatly  insisted  upon — much 
humour  too,  such  as  is  prominent  in  life,  but  such  as  one 
may  search  for  in  vain  in  the  Master's  writings  upon  life. 
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To  tlioso  critics  who  objected  to  Mr.  Rider  Haggard's  use, 
in  Br.  Theme,  of  the  novel  as  a  polemic  on  vaccination — 
ourselves  among  the  number — that  novelist  has  replied  in 
a  letter  to  the  Spectator.  Ho  writes:  "The  Legislature 
has  passed  an  Act  aifecting  tens  of  thousands  of  children 
in  this  land.  A  person  who  chances  to  have  the  welfare  of 
childhood  mucli  at  heart,  and  who  is  convinced  that  this 
Act  extends  the  power  of  parents  an<l  guardians  to  a 
dangerous  extent,  enabling  them  at  their  mere  will  to 
expose  those  in  their  charge  to  groat  calamities,  desires  to 
call  attention  to  this  aspect  of  the  case.  .  .  .  Naturally  he 
seeks  to  reach  as  ntany  minds  as  possible,  and  in  casting 
about  to  see  how  this  can  best  be  done  decides  to  make  use 
of  the  vehicle  of  fiction,  which  gives  him  an  opportunity  of 
dealing  with  the  law  at  work  and  of  dei)icting  disasters 
that  may  result  in  the  future,  as  he  sees  those  unborn 
events  in  the  light  of  his  own  mind." 


Mr.  Haogard  has,  we  think,  made  out  an  excellent  case 
for  the  patriotic,  good-citizen  part  of  him.  But  the 
artist  remains  unacquittod.  The  novel  is  one  thing  and 
the  tract  another.  Dr.  Theme  is  a  tract,  just  as  Buy  your 
otcn  Cherries  is  a  tract,  and  if  Mr.  Haggard  is  really  intent 
upon  proselytising  he  will  direct  that  it  be  issued  in  tract 
form  at  a  popular  price  as  well  as  in  its  present  three-and- 
sixpenny  form.  The  "conscientious  objectors "  who  now 
come  before  the  magistrates  day  after  day  and  waste  the 
time  of  the  Court  are  not  to  be  reached  by  three-and-six- 
penny  pamphlets,  but — if  at.  all — by  penny  ones. 


From  the  week's  dedications.  Mr.  J.  P.  Runciman's 
Old  Scores  find  New  Readings,  reprinted  chiefl3'  from  the 
Saturday  Beview,  and  dedicated,  in  a  long  prefatory  letter, 
to  Mr.  Frank  Harris  : 

The  book  once  decided  on,  I  went  to  work  in  my  usual 
fashion— emoiidini?,  re-writing,  and  again  emending  and 
re-writing,  until  it  seemed  imlikely  that  anything  of  the 
originals  would  be  left.  In  the  middle  of  this  labour  we 
wont  off  together  for  that  amazing  bicycle  expedition 
through  the  pleasant  country  of  France  in  the  spring  of 
the  year.  At  Bordeaux,  at  St.  Jean  de  Luz,  at  Biarritz 
and  Peyrorhade  and  Pau — names  full  to  you,  and  to  me 
also,  of  beautiful  associations — I  continued  the  labour  at 
odd  hours  of  the  early  morning  and  late  night,  until  you, 
catching  me  red-handed,  expostulated  vehemently  against 
my  making  my  work  worse  than  it  was  to  begin  with,  or, 
as  you  gently  put  it,  "  spoiling  "  my  work.  Tou  declared 
that  the  chances  were  many  thousands  to  one  that  I  should 
take  out  whatever  good  qualities  the  essays  might  possess, 
that  I  should  rob  them  of  their  force,  speed,  and  patent 
sincerity' of  emotion,  while  putting  in  nothing  to  compen- 
sate for' the  loss  of  these  things.  In  the  end  yoti  prevailed  : 
the  much-elaborated  copies  were  ignominiously  consigned 
to  the  flames — the  wood-fires  of  Southern  France — and  the 
articles  were  sent  to  the  urgent  publisher  with  as  few 
alterations  as  possible. 
Mr.  Eunciman  has  occupied  on  the  Saturday  the  dual  posi- 
tion of  critic  of  music  and  literary  editor.  "We  shall  return 
to  his  volume  in  another  issue. 


his  first  book  to  Mr.  Kipling,  and  Mr.  Kipling  wriKHi  the 
following  letter,  which  is  printed  in  the  volume : 

It  ii  immenae— there  it  no  other  word,  I've  nerer  read 
anything  that  equals  it  in  it«  deep-son  wonder  and  myit«ry ; 
nor  do  I  think  that  any  Itook  before  hu  lo  oomplelely 
covered  the  whole  busluesa  o(  wbalc-ft«bing,  and  at  the 
same  time  gpven  such  real  and  new  iea-pioture«.  You 
have  thrown  away  material  enough  to  make  five  books, 
and  I  congratulate  you  most  heartily.  It's  a  new  world 
that  you've  opened  the  door  to, 

Mr.  BuUen's  book  is  called  The  Cruiu  of  the  "  Caehalol," 
and  is  the  narrative  of  a  three  years'  voyage  after  sperm 
whales.  We  shall  review  the  volume  next  week.  It  iH  a 
book  for  men  and  boys — artless,  direct — by  one  who  lias 
studied  goo<l  models,  and  wJio  possesses  powen  of  sober 
description  in  a  remarkable  degree. 


Mb.  Bullen,  we  might  remark,  retired  from  the  sea  a 
few  years  ago,  and  is  now  engaged  in  the  Meteorological 
Office.  He  writes  assiduously  upon  his  own  subjects  for 
magazines  and  newspapers,  and  has  lately  contributed 
some  very  excellent  maritime  articles  to  the  Spectator.  To 
Mr.  Strachey,  the  editor  of  the  Spectator,  belongs,  we 
believe,  the  honour  of  discovering  Mr.  Bullon's  literary 
gift.  That  was  in  connexion  with  the  Cornhill.  In 
addition  to  his  writing,  Mr.  BuUen  also  lecturei  on  whaling. 


Amekican  publishers 
have  the  run  of  some  very 
pleasant  designers  of  book- 
covers.  Sometimes  to  com- 
pare the  two  editions  of  the 
same  book  —  English  and 
American  —  is  to  be  con- 
scious that,  at  any  rate  in 
externals,  we  have  yet 
much  to  learn.  Among 
good  American  covers  we 
have  been  struck  by  that 
for  Mrs.  Atherton's  story, 
Jits  Fortunate  Grace  (Ap- 
j^y         y  ,-  -\  /  \      pleton),   which   we   repro- 

R. -M^i-^*'"''-''N-J-'^   J      duce.    We  should  be  only 

too  pleased  to  give  the 
name  of  the  designer,  but 

as  it  has  not  been  given  by  the  publishers  we  cannot  pass' 

it  on. 


AN  AMERICAN  BOOK-COVER. 


Mr.  Frank  T.  Buixen,  First  Mate,  is  among  the  for- 
tunate authors  of  the  year.     He  sends  the  proof-sheets  of 


Apropos  of  Mrs.  Atherton,  we  regret  that  no  mention 
was  made  last  week  that  the  portrait  of  that  lady  which 
we  gave  was  from  a  pastel  by  Miss  Henriette  Corkran. 

A  QUAINT  circular  informs  us  that  The  Page,  hitherto 
published  as  a  monthly  magazine,  will  henceforward 
appear  as  a  quarterly.  It  is  the  first  intimation  that  we 
have  received  of  the  existence  of  this  periodical  in  any 
form,  nor  do  we  know  whether  by  its  name  is  meant  the 
page  of  a  book  or  the  page  of  a  lady.  In  its  quarterly 
issue  The  Page  will  be  limited  to  four  hundred  copies,  and 
it  will  contain  reproductions  of  drawings  by  Mr.  Bothcn- 
stein,  Mr.  Max  Beerbohm,  Mr.  Gordon  Craig,  Mr.  James 
Pryde,  and  other  draughtsmen. 


464 


The    Academy. 


17  December,  1898. 


Mb.  Sidney  Lee's  is  not  the  only  mind  that  has  recently 
been  bent  upon  the  life  of  Shakespeare.  Miss  Jane  Oakley 
has  sent  to  the  advertisement  pages  of  the  Tinus  another 
of  her  poems,  and  on  this  occasion  "  The  Poet  of  aU  Time  " 
is  the  subject.  Here^is  a  passage  from  the  new  rhyming 
biography : 

And  then  iu  seventeen  years,  his  manhood, 

With  his  divine,  colossal  gifts,  were  ripe ; 

So  his  Ihoughts,  then  turned  on  marriage, 

And  all  romantic  love  of  ardent  type. 

When  at  eight,  the  "  Curfew  "  bell  tolled  forth 

The  parting  day,  then  o'er  the  fields  he  sped, 

With  haste,  to  seek  his  love,  "  Ann  Hathaway"  ; 

In  sweet  converse,  the  gliding  hours  soon  fled, 

Within  her  lowly  home,  at  "  Shottery." 

But  now,  his  parents,  would  not  give  consent, 

That  his  sweet  love,  and  he,  should  e'er  be  wed. 

So  from  the  window,  of  her  cottage  home, 

Then  straight,  into  his  faithful  arms,  she  fled, 

'Twas  like  "  Juliet,"  to  her  "  Borneo," 

In  that  sleepy  old  "  Verona's  "  golden  days. 

Thus,  his  own  dramatic  act,  inspired 

One,  of  the  very  finest,  of  his  plays. 


Max  Lyon  could  not  have  said  this."  Subsequently  we 
received  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Devereux  claiming  the  author- 
ship of  the  preface. 


The  American  publishers  of  Mr.  Ollivant's  story  Owd 
Boh,  which  across  the  Atlantic  is  called  Boh,  Son  of  Battle, 
are  making  most  determined  efforts  to  win  popularity  for 
the  book.  A  column  advertisement  in  the  literary  papers 
ends  thus:  "Of  course  the  book  hasn't  circulated  very 
widely  yet.  That  was  to  be  expected.  We  have  such 
entire  confidence  in  it,  however,  that  we  should  like  to 
send  you  a  copy,  postpaid,  for  examination.  If  you  want 
to  keep  it  then,  send  us  a  doUar  and  a  quarter ;  if  not, 
return  the  book."  The  method  is  yet  another  cut  at  the 
retail  trade. 


To  the  comely  edition  of  Joubert  which  Messrs.  Duck- 
worth have  just  issued  Mrs.  Humphry  "Ward  has  prefixed 
an  Essay.     One  passage  may  be  quoted  here : 

This  short  sketch  will  not  attempt  any  fresh  estimate 
of  Joubert  as  a  man  of  letters.  In  this  respect  the  judg- 
ment which,  for  English  readers,  holds  the  field  is  the 
judgment  of  Matthew  Arnold.  The  well-known  study  in 
the  Essays  in  Criticism,  made  Joubert's  place  in  EngUsh 
literary  thought,  and  keeps  him  there.  The  impression 
which  it  left  remains ;  and  from  one  especially  who  not 
only  derived  from  Matthew  Arnold  a  literary  impulse  and 
joy  never  to  be  forgotten,  but  stood  to  him  besides  in  the 
close  and  tender  relations  of  kinship,  a  few  supplemental 
and  biographical  pages,  based  here  and  there  on  recent 
books,  are  all  that  a  reader  will  look  for. 

Greatly  as  we  desire  to  see  Joubert  better  known,  we 
doubt  whether  the  prior  claim  of  Mr.  Atwell's  excellent 
translation  can  be  contested  successfully. 


A  CORRESPONDENT  suggests  that  we  were  in  error  in 
attributing  the  preface  of  the  translation  of  Mrs.  Eoy 
Devereux' s  Ascent  of  Woman  also  to  the  translator.  He 
writes :  "I  don't  think  the  introduction  to  L' Emancipee  is 
written  by  Max  Lyon.  It  must  bo  by  Mrs.  Devereux  her- 
self. In  one  place  she  says  there  are  times  when  she  feels 
she  Would  rather  be  an  odalisque  in  a  harem  than  a  writer. 


The  Buhlin  Daily  Express,  which  has  been  greatly 
improved  of  late,  every  Saturday  devotes  a  page  to  literary, 
artistic,  and  musical  matters.  "A.  E.,"  the  mystic,  has 
contributed  some  very  interesting  articles  to  this  page,  and 
his  latest,  on  "Nationality  and  Cosmopolitanism  in  Litera- 
ture," is  a  very  wise  and  beautiful  piece  of  writing. 
Dealing  with  the  nationality  of  Irish  writers  he  says  : 

The  faculty  of  abstracting  from  the  land  their  eyes 
beheld  another  Ireland  through  which  they  wandered  in 
dream,  has  always  been  a  characteristic  of  the  Celtic 
poet^.  This  inner  Ireland  which  the  visionary  eye  saw 
was  the  Tir-nan-oge,  the  country  of  immortal  youth,  for 
they  peopled  it  only  with  the  young  and  beautiful.  It 
was  the  Land  of  the  Living  Heart,  a  tender  name  which 
showed  that  it  had  become  dearer  than  the  heart  of 
woman,  and  overtopped  all  other  hopes  as  the  last  dream 
of  the  spirit,  the  bosom  where  it  would  rest  after  it  had 
passed  from  the  fading  shelter  of  the  world.  And  such  a 
strange  and  beautiful  land  this  Ireland  is,  with  a  mystic 
beauty  which  closes  the  eyes  of  the  body  as  in  sleep,  and 
opens  the  eyes  of  the  spirit  as  in  dreams ;  and  never  a 
poet  has  lain  on  our  hillsides  but  gentle,  stately  figures, 
with  hearts  shining  like  the  sun,  move  through  his  dreams, 
over  radiant  grasses,  in  an  enchanted  world  of  their  own  ; 
and  it  has  become  alive  through  every  haunted  rath  and 
wood  and  mountain  and  lake,  so  that  we  can  hardly  think 
of  it  otherwise  than  as  the  shadow  of  the  thought  of  God. 
The  last  Celtic  poet  who  has  appeared  shows  the  spiritual 
qualities  of  the  first,  when  he  writes  of  the  grey  rivers  in 
their  "  enraptured  "  wanderings,  and  when  he  sees  in  the 
jewelled  bow  which  arches  the  heavens 

"  The  Lord's  seven  spirits  that  shine  through  the  rain." 


I 


The  Town  Council  of  Perth  has  at  present  under  con- 
sideration a  proposal  to  purchase  the  building  in  the 
North  Port  known  as  "  The  Fair  Maid's  House."  The 
proprietor  has  offered  to  sell  it  to  the  city  at  the  price  it 
cost  him  (£853),  his  object  being  to  secure  "the  perman- 
ence of  the  premises."  The  Lord  Provost  favours  the 
purchase  of  the  building,  as  he  thinks  that,  "  whether  it 
was  the  house  occupied  by  the  Fair  Maid  or  not,  it  should 
be  made  public  property."  It  is  very  questionable,  how- 
ever, if  the  citizens  of  Perth — who,  of  course,  will  have  to 
foot  the  bUl — will  be  prepared  to  assent  to  this  view.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  it  is  very  doubtful  indeed  whether  this  is 
the  house  in  "  Couvrefew,  or  Curfew,  Street "  which  was 
occupied  by  old  Simon  Glover  and  his  fair  daughter.  And 
what,  after  all,  does  it  matter?  As  a  relic  of  old  Perth 
the  building  may  be  of  interest  to  the  antiquary  or  the 
archaeologist ;  but  the  mere  fact  that  tradition  has  associated 
it  with  the  damsel  who  gives  the  title  to  Sir  Walter  Scott's 
novel.  The  Fair  Maid  of  Perth,  can  hardly  add  to  its 
interest,  except  in  the  eyes  of  the  most  confirmed  Scott 
worshipper.  And  then  there  is  always  the  difficulty  as  to 
whether  the  Fair  Maid  did  really  live  here. 


The  Bishop  of  London,  in  a  sj)eech  a  few  evenings  ago, 
mentioned  that  a  friend  of  his  had  a  practical  test  as  to  the 
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value  of  newspapers.  It  was  whether  they  would  wrap  up 
a  pair  of  shooting  boots.  From  this  point  of  view  ho 
found  the  Times  the  best.  Judged  by  such  a  standard,  the 
Academy,  we  fool,  must  strike  one  as  inade<|uate  indeed. 

We  quote  from  tlio  Nation  the  following  interesting 
letter : 

Sir, — Will  the  year  19(M)  be  writteu  in  Roiiiau  iiiiniorulH, 
ouly  MCM  ?  lu  moro  moderu  tiuioB,  at  least,  all  aualogieB 
point  that  way  ;  as  may  be  seen  in  IV,  IX,  XI,  aud  XC. 
To  those  who  have  toiled  with  chisel  or  graver  at  dates 
like  MDCCCLXXXVIII  a  contrast  so  rarely  brief  would 
be  indeed  a  boon ;  while  even  for  MCMI,  MCMV,  or 
MCMX  they  could  still  give  thanks. 

Will  not  some  correspondent  who  is  well  up  in  his 
epitaphs  and  inscriptions  of  the  tenth  century,  or  even  of 
the  fifteenth,  kindly  throw  light  for  others  besides  't    Q. 

There  is  a  year  in  which  to  settle  the  question. 


In  its  Christmas  Number  the  Hook  Buyer  omits  for  the 
time  being  its  running  commentary  on  the  literary  world, 
and  resolves  itself  into  a  collection  of  reviews.  We  re- 
produce its  very  striking  cover. 


UECOKATIVE   COVEU    l-OK   THE   CUU13TMAS   NUMBEK   OF  THE 
"  BOOK   BUYER  "    (new   YORK). 


It  is  an  odd  circumstance  that  we  often  owe  reprints  of 
comparatively  esoteric  works  to  the  very  publishers  who 
cater  most  frankly  for  the  novelty-loving  "  masses." 
Thus,  Sir  George  Newnes  has  reprinted  Evelina  ;  and  we 
observe  that  he  has  just  put  forth  a  penny  edition  of  Monk 
Lewis's  story.  The  Anaconda 


Peosi'ECtuses  of  sumptuous  illustrated  books  are  often 
only  less  covetable  than  the  books  themselves.  Those  of 
the  Kelmscott  Press,  for  example,  fre([uently  placed  the 
inquirer  in  possession  of  a  specimen  of  Mr.  Morris's  border 
designs.  Among  recent  prospectuses  we  notice  one  in 
•which  the  front  page  bears  a  beautiful  impression  of  a 


drawing,  by  Mr.  Hyde,  of  trees  in  Kensington  Oardona, 
seen  at  dusk — a  fine  picture  for  the  aaking. 

LivERi'ooL  has  produced  some  clover  writers  within 
rocent  years,  but  literature  does  not  seem  a  groat  power  in 
the  great  seaport.  An  attempt  was  recently  made  to 
arrange  a  memorial  to  Mrs.  Hemans,  wlioso  connexion 
with  the  place  is  well  known.  The  handsome  sum  of  £135 
was  all  that  could  bo  accumulate<l. 


The  most  remarkable,  if  not  the  best,  poem  of  the  year 
lies  before  us  as  we  write.  It  is  entitled  May,  is  the 
work  of  I.  D.  Burton,  and  is  published  at  St<x;kp<jrt  by 
W.  J.  Tyne.  The  work  consists  of  1,9.}3  linos  chosen  by 
the  author,  or  artificer,  from  poems  by  1,917  writers,  and 
welded  in  the  deftest  mosaic  to  play  their  part  in  unfolding 
a  new  and  dehnite  argument.  Wo  do  not  esteem  the  result 
very  highly,  but  it  is  impossible  to  withhold  admiration 
from  Mr.  Burton's  astounding  if  misapplied  ingenuity. 
Here  is  a  passage  bearing  upon  Mrs.  Browning : 

Strong-hearted  lover  of  the  sore-oppressed  ! 

Francia,  Earl  of  Rosslyn.    Hrf.  B.  Barrett-Browning. 
Who  many  a  noble  gift  from  Heaven  possessed, 

Wm.  Cowprr.    Epitaph  on  Dr.  Jobnion. 
Barrett !  our  pure,  grand  Singer,  on  whom  Fame 

X.  D.  Barton.     Sonoet  to  Elizabeth  Barrett. 
Bestowed,  in  Freedom's  cause,  a  deathless  name  ! 

H.  M.  Ludtrig  I.  of  Bavaria.     Burt     John  of  Profida. 
Now  Freedom  loves  upon  thy  form  to  dwell, — 

Craetana  Paearrini.     Gltwford.    Geneva  Hia. 
I  love  to  feel,  but  cannot  hope  to  tell 

B.  U.  Gaillaame.    Preethonght. 
The  lofty  worth  aud  lovely  excellence, 

M.  Di  Rice  1.    Jioisrlli.    The  lovely  worth  and. 
Cloth'd  in  the  newest  garb  of  eloquence, 

Alex.  Brome.     On  BeanmoDt'a  Play  a. 
With  charity's  diffusive  sinrit  fraught, — 

Wm.  Uayley.    Tribate  to  a  Mother. 
And  like  a  star,  shines  in  our  shade,  thy  thought. 

Dnohoaal.     Le  Chevalier  da  Paa>o'.     Le  Rameaa  D'Or. 

Mr.  Burton  informs  us  that  not  a  word  has  been  altered  in 
any  line,  and  translations  have  been  employed  from  twenty - 
one  languages.  

The  writer  of  the  New  York  Letter  in  the  Boston 
Literary  World  is  immensely  taken  with  Mr.  /angwill. 
Speaking  of  his  lectures,  ho  calls  them  models  in  tlieir 
way,  although  too  long.  Mr.  Zangwill,  he  explains,  has 
so  much  to  say  that  he  is  greatly  cramped  by  the  limita- 
tions of  platform-speaking.  He  continues  :  "  After  his 
lecture  on  the  Ghetto  he  recited  a  poem  of  his  own  on  the 
home-life  of  the  Jews,  modelled  on  '  The  Cotter's  Saturday 
Night ' — a  capital  piece  of  writing  which  prophesies  a  new 
reputation  for  its  author."  Mr.  Zangwill,  the  critic  con- 
cludes, is  unquestionably  the  most  brilliant  man  the  Jews 
have  produced  since  Disraeli. 

Frosc  the  same  Letter  we  quote  this  passage  concerning 
Mr.  Hall  Cain©,  who  also  has  been  visiting  Now  York : 
"A lady  told  me  recently  that  Mr.  Caine  had  explained  to 
her  that  the  lower  part  of  his  face  was  like  Shakespeare's 
and  the  upper  part  like  pictures  of  Christ." 

The  Newsagent!  and  Booksell^s'  Jievitw  have  issued  a 
catalogue  of  most  of  the  Christmas  public  Uions  now  being 


466 


The  Academy. 


1/   December,  1898. 


ofEerod  by  tho  booksellers.  The  catalogue  is  in  quarto 
size,  and  the  pictorial  cover  and  numerous  illustrations 
taken  from  books  make  it  a  most  attractive  guide. 


The  first  number  of  a  new  sixpenny  monthly  magazine, 
to  be  called  The  School  World,  is  to  be  published  by 
Messrs.  Macmillan  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  on  January  16,  1899.  The 
purpose  of  the  new  periodical  is  to  be  useful  to  masters 
and  mistresses  in  secondary  schools. 


Bibliographical. 

I  HEAR  that  one  of  the  books  which  may  be  looked  for 
early  in  the  new  year  is  an  authoritative  memoir  of  Horace 
and  James  Smith,  written  by  a  lineal  descendant,  and 
based  upon  hitherto  impublished  material  in  the  possession 
of  the  family.  Nearly  sixty  years  ago  Horace  Smith 
l)ublished  the  Memoirs,  Letters,  and  Comic  Miscellanies  of 
his  brother  James  ;  but  the  biographical  part  of  the  work 
was  meagre,  while  of  Horace  himself  no  account  whatever 
has  as  yet  appeared,  although  his  contributions  to  literature 
were  considerably  more  numerous  than  were  those  by  his 
brother.  The  two  men  are  best  known,  of  course,  by  the 
Eejected  Addresses  ;  but  they  also  produced  in  collaboration 
those  clever  adaptations  in  verse  called  Horace  in  London, 
while  of  Horace's  voluminous  work  Brambletye  House  and 
The  Tin  Trumpet  are  still  remembered.  The  latter,  indeed, 
was  reprinted  so  recently  as  1890.  The  two  Smiths  were 
lucky  in  a  father — Robert  Smith — of  unusual  mental 
capacity;  and  upon  Robert  Smith's  journal,  I  understand, 
the  biographer  of  James  and  Horace  has  drawn  with 
interesting  results. 

Scarcely  had  I  penned  my  remarks  last  week  on  the 
literary  activity  of  our  male  and  female  histrions,  espe- 
cially of  the  younger  generation,  than  a  fresh  proof  of  that 
activity  appeared  on  my  table  in  the  shape  of  a  one-volume 
story  called  The  Lady  of  Griswold.  This  is  from  the  pen 
of  Mr.  Leonard  Outram,  a  young  man  of  more  brain 
capacity  than  most  actors  of  his  age  and  standing.  Almost 
simultaneously  I  received  from  Chicago  a  catalogue,  from 
which  I  gather  that  Miss  Elizabeth  Robins,  the  erewhile 
"  C.  E.  Raimond,"  is  the  author  of  a  book  of  short  tales 
which  is  being  piiblished  over  the  water  by  Messrs.  H.  8. 
Stone  &  Co.  under  the  title  of  The  Fatal  Gift  of  Beauty, 
and  Otlwr  Stories — stories,  it  appears,  "  chiefly  about 
servant-girls  and  lodging-liouse  keepers,"  and  including 
"The  Confessions  of  a  Cruel  Mistress." 

Sir  H.  G.  Reid  is  to  contribute  to  the  "Famous  Scots' 
series  a  sketch  of  the  life  of  Lord  Jeffrey,  with  some 
details  about  the  "Edinburgh  Reviewers."  It  is  curious 
how  completely  Jeffrey  dropped  out  not  only  of  the  public 
but  of  the  literary  mind,  iil  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  is 
safely  embalmed  in  literary  Iiistory.  A  sympathetic 
American  made,  three  or  four  years  ago,  a  selection  from 
the  once-famous  Essays  ;  but  no  Englishman,  I  fancy, 
would  ever  have  dreamt  of  doing  so.  Jeffrey  had  a  sort 
of  resuscitation  in  the  memoirs  of  Carlyle  and  Mrs. 
Carlyle ;  but  that,  though  it  rather  improved  his  position 
as  a  man,  made  no  difference  to  his  status  as  a  writer. 
The   world  will  not  readily,   if  ever,  forget  the  famous 


"This  will  never  do,"  with  which  the  then  all-powerful 
Reviewer  began  his  monumental  appreciation  of  Words- 
worth. Presumably  Sir  H.  G.  Reid  will  found  his  mono- 
graph, as  regards  the  main  facts,  on  the  Life  by  Lord 
Cockburn,  now  some  forty-six  years  old. 

'The  Asiatic  Studies  by  Sir  Alfred  Lyall  which  are  to  be 
issued  early  next  year  in  a  new  edition  are,  presumably, 
those  which  were  published  originally  in  1882  and  re- 
printed in  1884.  It  is  worth  noticing  that  Sir  Alfred's 
Rise  and  Expansion  of  the  British  Bominion  in  India  is  one 
of  those  works  which  have  been  brought  out  first  at  a 
comparatively  small  price  and  afterwards  at  a  larger  one, 
the  first  price  being  four-and-sixpence,  the  next  (for  an 
enlarged  Library  Edition)  twelve  shillings.  Sir  Alfred's 
Verses  Written  in  India,  first  given  to  the  English  reading 
world  in  1889,  went  into  a  fourth  edition  two  years  ago. 

We  shall  be  glad  to  have  those  liitherto  unpublished 
letters  by  Swift  which  Dr.  Birkbeck  Hill  is  going  to  edit 
for  us.  But  why  does  not  Dr.  Hill,  instead  of  merely 
editing  the  letters,  oblige  us  with  a  continuation  of 
Forster's  biography  of  Swift  from  the  point  at  which 
Forster  unhappily  left  off?  We  have,  of  course,  the  Life 
by  Mr.  Henry  Craik.  The  Life  by  Forster  might,  how- 
ever, very  well  be  completed  on  the  scale  projected,  in  the 
light  of  the  information  which  we  now  possess. 

These  biographical  addenda  are  the  despair  of  the  book- 
man. Nowadays  the  book-buyer  has  no  feeling  of  finality. 
He  is  the  possessor,  say,  of  Forster's  elaborate  Life  of 
Landor,  and  then,  after  many  days,  out  comes  Mr.  Stephen 
Wheeler  with  his  Letters  and  Other  Unpublished  Writings 
of  the  boisterous  sage.  That  was  only  last  year,  and  now 
Mr.  Wheeler  promises  yet  more  Landor  letters.  They  will 
be  welcome ;  but,  oh,  this  publication  by  instalments, 
what  a  bore  it  is  ! 

The  announcement  of  a  forthcoming  Life  of  Danton  by 
M.  Belloc  reminds  one  that  the  famous  Frenchman  was 
lately  made  by  Miss  Betham-Edwards  the  central  figure 
of  her  story,  called  A  Storm-Rent  Sky :  Scenes  of  Love  and  ■ 
Revolution  ;  also,  that  Mr.  A.  H.  Beesly  chose  him  for 
special  celebration  in  the  volume  of  verse  put  forth  by 
him  two  years  ago.  It  is  a  little  singular  that  there 
should  bo  no  English  Life  of  Danton  in  print  at  this, 
moment ;  but  such  is  the  fact.  \ 

A  literary  interest  attaches  to  tho  announcement  that 
Mr.  E.  S.  Willard,  the  actor,  has  commissioned  Mr.  Louis 
Napoleon  Parker  to  write  for  him  a  play  with  Sir  Roger 
de  Coverley  as  the  central  figure.  So  far  as  I  know.  Sir 
Roger  has  never  appeared  upon  the  English  boards.  A 
certain  Mr.  Dorman  wrote  "a  dramatic  entertainment," 
entitled  "  Sir  Roger  de  Coverly  ;  or.  The  Merry  Christmas," 
which  was  published  in  1740;  but  the  work  was  never 
acted.  A  play  on  the  same  subject  was  written  for  tho 
famous  Mrs.  Oldfield,  who,  however,  did  not  live  long 
enough  to  be  seen  in  it ;  and  the  notorious  Dr.  Dodd  is 
also  said  to  have  taken  Sir  Roger  as  the  hero  of  a  comedy 
which  he  completed  in  Newgnto.  If  iLere  had  been  any 
dramatic  capabilities  in  S.r  Roger,  would  not  Steele  or 
Addison  have  detected  them  and  utilised  them  to  their  own 

advantage  ? 
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Mr.  Robert  Bridges. 

Poetical  Works  of  Robert  Bridges,     Vol.  I.     (Smith,  Elder 
&  Co.     58.) 

Wrrn  this  edition  of  his  complete  works  Mr.  Robert 
Bridges  comiueuces  to  emerge  into  publicity,  for  it  means 
more  than  other  "  complete  poems."  Some  of  the  poems 
included,  or  to  be  included,  in  tliis  edition  liave  never  been 
publicly  issued  before,  such  as  "The  Growth  of  Love," 
given  in  the  present  volume ;  others,  perhaps  the  majority, 
have  received  such  little  attention  that  they  are,  for  the 
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>IH.   EOBEBT  BRIDGES. 
from  the  DraiBing  by  W.  Botl^nstein. 

general  reader,  new  and  virtually  unknown.  It  is  a 
curious  anomaly.  In  this  edition  Mi.  Bridges  at  once 
makes  his  bow  to  the  general  public,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  assumes  the  honours  of  an  established  and  recognised 
poet.  The  reason  lies,  of  course,  in  the  fact  that  his  work 
lay  all  behind  him  when  Mr.  Andrew  Lang  tirst  made  him 
known,  to  outsiders.  The  poet  of  a  few,  addicted  to  private 
publication,  regarded   by  the   initiate    with   the   peculiar 


delight  of  a  hidden  treasure,  it  will  bo  int«rmtisg  to  ••• 
how  he  fares  now  that  he  pours 

Hia  treasure  on  the  Imrn'ri  full  floor. 
I*robably  enough  he  does  not  care,  and  if  so  he  ia  right. 
No  complete  poetical  works  can  make  Mr.  Bridges  a 
popular  poet,  for  he  has  deliberately  elected  the  unpopular 
path.  He  has  certain  qualities — directness,  sparsenew 
of  imagery — which  in  themselves  are  popular ;  but  they 
are  coupled  with  a  thouglitfulnoss  and  gravity,  a  literary 
choiceness  and  dignity  of  style,  which  at  all  times  appeal 
only  to  the  few. 

Mr.  Bridges's  chief  influences —though  he  follows  many 
induences— are  Spenser  and  Milton :  both  are  represented 
in  this  volume.  Milton,  together  witli  the  Greek 
tragedians,  presides  over  the  opening  poem,  "  Prometheus 
the  Fire-Oiver."  The  blank  verse  shows  the  study  of 
Comtts,  and  is  a  welcome  change  from  the  all-dominant 
Tennysonian  model,  so  languidly  fatiguing  in  the  hands 
of  imitators.  Yet  it  is  no  mere  imitation  of  Comus.  From 
Paradise  Lost  he  has  borrowed  a  learned  and  felicitous  use 
of  elision  (in  its  true  sense)  and  the  redundant  syllable. 
In  fact,  Mr.  Bridges  is  erudite  in  metre,  and  has  learned 
from  our  older  poets  its  true  principles.  He  has  a 
vocabulary  at  once  pictorial  and  refined,  an  eminent  sense 
of  what  is  distinguished  in  style,  which  make  the  blank 
verse  of  this  drama  attractive  to  all  cultivated  readers. 
Listen  to  these  Comus-like  opening  lines  : 

From  hif;h  Olympus  and  the  lotberial  courts, 
Where  mighty  Zeus  our  angry  king  confiriug, 
The  Fates'  decrees  and  bends  the  wills  of  the  gods, 
I  come,  and  on  the  earth  step  with  glad  foot. 
This  variegated  ocean-floor  of  the  air, 
The  changeful  circle  of  fair  land,  that  lies 
Heaven's  dial,  sisterly  mirror  of  night  and  day ; 
The  wide  o'erwandered  plain,  this  nether  wc  rid 
My  truant  haunt  is,  when  from  jealous  eyes 
I  steal,  for  hither  'tis  I  steal,  and  here 
Unseen  repair  my  joy. 

This  is  Mr.  Bridges  at  his  best — a  fine  and  elevated  artist 
to  the  finger-tips.  In  the  "  Eros  and  Psyche  "  he  follows 
Spenser  and  the  Elizabethans.  The  tale  is  told  with  great 
narrative  skill,  with  a  clear  grace,  a  sweetness,  a  happy 
touch  of  archaism,  which  might  make  it  worthy  of  Lodge, 
if  not  of  Spenser. 

But  in  the  ardent  lyrical  vein,  such  as  is  demanded  by 
the  choruses  of  the  "Prometheus,"  Mr.  Bridges  is  less 
successful.  We  say  it  with  regret,  remembering  choruses 
of  fine  workmanship,  and  one  which  recalls  passages  from 
"Samson  Agonistes,"  and  is  undoubtedly  fine;  but  Mr. 
Bridges's  gift  is  not  ardourous ;  it  is  tranquil,  capable  of 
dignity,  grace,  or  sweetness,  not  of  daring.  What  he  can 
do  in  quieter  modes  of  lyric  we  know,  for  example,  by 
such  a  thing  as  the  exquisite  Spenserian  "  Elegy  on  a 
Lady";  but  that,  with  many  other  pleasures,  is  reserved 
for  volumes  to  come.  Mr.  Bridges's  is  a  self-respecting 
and  unstooping  art,  which  we  can  only  hope  will  enter  on 
a  new  and  wider  circle  of  influence  with  the  commence- 
ment of  this  edition.  There  is  a  small  but  troasurable 
public,  composed  of  the  minority  in  all  towns,  cities,  and 
societies,  the  applause  of  which  is  worth  much  roaring  of 
the  multitude,  for  it  carries  with  it  the  future.  This 
should  be  Mr.  Bridges's  audience. 
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The  Conquest  on  a  Sampler. 

The  Barjeux  Tapestry.     By  Frank  Rede  Fowke.    (Bell, 
"Ex  Libris  "  Series.     lOs.  6d.  net.) 

The  Bayeux  Tapestry  was  photographed  in  1872,  and  two 
sets  of  plates,  one  the  full  size,  the  other  half  the  size  of 
the  original,  were  published  by  the  Arundel  Society.  If 
the  authorities  have  not  lost  it,  you  may  find  at  South 
Kensington  a  copy  carefully  coloured  after  the  tapestry 
itself.  With  the  exception  of  these  elaborate  and  expen- 
sive works,  a  complete  reproduction  of  this  remarkable 
historical  and  artistic  monument  has  been  hitherto 
unattainable,  although  many  individual  figures  and  groups 
of  figures  have  found  their  way  as  illustrations  into  the 
history-books.  Mr  Fowke's  learned  and  interesting  notes 
on  the  tapestry  were  originally  issued  with  the  Arundel 
Society's  publication,  and  have  now  been  to  some  extent 


plicity  and  the  fertility  of  resource  of  the  anonymous 
draughtsman,  in  the  spirit  of  his  movement  and  his  battles, 
in  the  ready  humour  with  which  he  lightens  his  pictured 
narrative.  Of  course,  the  so-called  tapestry  is  not  tapestry  at 
all.  It  is  embroidery,  done  on  coarse  linen  with  a  needle 
aijd  coloured  threads,  after  the  fashion  of  those  samplers 
which  wearied  the  young  fingers  of  our  great-grandmothers, 
and  which  the  artistic  fashion  of  the  day  urges  us  to  collect. 
The  colours  used  are  only  eight :  dark  and  light  blue,  red, 
yellow,  dark  and  light  green,  black,  and  dove  colour ;  and 
they  are  not  used  so  mvich  for  the  representation  of  objects 
in  their  natural  hues  as  for  the  production  of  a  pleasing 
variety  and  the  suggestion  of  perspective.  Thus,  if  the  main 
colour  of  a  horse  is  green,  the  two  legs  furthest  away  from 
the  spectator  may  perhapsbered,  and  so  forth.  The  historical 
■portion  of  the  tapestry  covers  a  central  band  of  something 
over  a  foot  in  width.  It  is  divided  into  scenes,  which  are 
roughly  separated  from  each  other  by  trees — very  conven- 
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recast  for  the  present  book.  The  plates  here  given  are 
also  taken  from  the  photographs  of  1872,  and  are  repro- 
duced by  a  new  photographic  process,  for  which  it  is 
claimed  that,  by  avoiding  the  use  of  a  "  mesh,"  it  escapes 
the  chequered  appearance  so  familiar  and  so  distressing  in 
process  blocks.  The  result  is  very  satisfactory,  although 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  designs,  with  their  infinity  of 
detail,  lose  greatly  both  by  the  absence  of  their  charac- 
teristic colouring  and  by  the  reduction  in  size.  Even  so 
they  are  a  joy  for  ever.  Not  merely  to  the  antiquary,  who 
may  glean  from  them  the  rarest  lore  as  to  the  dress, 
manners,  and  customs  of  the  eleventh  century  ;  not  only 
to  the  historian,  who  may  trace  in  them  the  whole  progress 
of  the  last  conquest  of  England,  from  the  oath  of  Harold 
to  the  fight  of  Hastings,  and  may  draw  his  inferences  to 
porrect  and  confound  the  chroniclers ;  but  also  to  the  lover 
of  art,  who  may  take  an  inexhaustible  delight  in  the  sim- 


tional  trees — and  buildings.  If  a  building  has  a  ,  cross 
upon  it,  you  know  it  is  a  church  ;  if  it  has  a  stag's  head, 
it  may  be  put  down  for  a  dwelling.  The  designer  is  care- 
ful to  preserve  national  characteristics :  the  Normans  are 
smoothly  shaven ;  Harold  and  his  men  wear  the  Saxon 
moustache.  But  when  Harold  is  in  Normandy  he  adopts 
the  local  custom,  and  you  may  trace  the  growth  of  his 
moustache  on  his  return.  Above  and  below  the  historical 
band  are  delightful  borders,  with  representations  of  animals 
and  birds,  hunting  and  agricultural  scenes,  and  the  fables 
of  ^sop.  Often  these  are  in  tragic  or  witty  allusion  to  the 
main  subject  depicted.  Thus,  when  Harold  ventures  on  his 
rash  journey  to  France,  the  margin  shows  you  the  fables 
of  the  wolf  and  the  lamb,  and  the  fox  and  the  crow. 
When  Wniiam  sets  out  to  claim  his  crown,  the  margin  is 
black  with  ravens  that  come  with  him  to  glut  upon  the 
corpses. 
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The  Bayoiix  Tapestry  is  first  mentioned  in  a  cathedral 
inventory  of  1476,  and  of  its  origin  there  is  no  authentic 
record.  Tradition,  about  1729,  ascribed  it  to  Matilda,  the 
wife  of  King  William.  But  then  tradition  in  Bayeux 
ascribed  everything  to  those  two  glorious  potentates.  Mr. 
Fowke  is  probably  right  in  suggesting  it  was  wrought  at 
Bayeux  itself  as  a  gift  to  the  cathedral  upon  the  order  of 
Odo,  bishop  of  that  see.  Odo  himself  plays  an  important 
part  at  a  critical  moment  in  the  Battle  of  Hastings,  as  pic- 
tured on  the  tapestry.  You  may  find  him  on  Plate  LXXII. 
with  the  inscription  :  Ilic.  Odo  Eps  :  Baculu  Tenent :  Confor : 
•tat  Pueros.  He  is  fuUy  armed  and  sits  on  a  blue  horse, 
and  wears  a  spur  and  carries  a  mace,  and  the  white  frock 
of  his  priesthood  is  not  visible.  Of  the  church  militant, 
truly !  Odo,  then,  had  the  web  broidered  with  careful 
commemoration  of  himself  and  his  retinue.  And  it  was 
carefully  made  to  fit  the  nave  of  the  cathedral,  and  hung 
up  there  as  a  decoration  for  the  great  feasts,  and  for  the 
rest  kept  with  care  in  the  treasury.  In  later  days  it  has 
shared  all  the  vicissitudes  of  distressful  France.  In  1562 
it  narrowly  escaped  the  pillage  of  the  cathedral  by  the 
Calvinists.  In  1792,  when  invasion  was  imminent,  it  was 
all  but  used  as  covering  for  a  military  equipage.  Two 
years  later  it  ran  its  chance  of  being  torn  to  pieces  in  a 
cWicfete.  The  wiser  citizens  of  Bayoux  formed  a  league 
for  its  protection.  Under  the  Consulate  Paris  wanted  to 
grab  it,  but  Napoleon  graciously  entrusted  it  to  the  custody 
of  its  owners.  It  never  went  back  to  the  cathedral,  but 
pas.sed  into  the  hands  of  the  civil  administration  ;  and, 
with  the  exception  of  a  brief  interval  in  1871,  when  it  was 
hidden  for  fear  of  the  Prussians,  has  remained  on  exhibi- 
tion in  the  Hotel-de-A'ille. 


Lewis  Carroll. 

The  Life  and  Letters  of  Leivis  Carroll  {Rev.  C.  L.  Dodg>on). 
By  S.  D.  Collingwood.     (Unwin.     78.  6d.) 

There  are  authors  of  whose  lives  it  is  well  to  know  much  ; 

and  there  are  authors  whom  it  is  needful  to  meet  only  in 

their  books.     We  lay  aside  Mr.  Collingwood's  memoir  of 

Ms  uncle  with  the  conviction  that  Mr.  Uodgson  belonged 

Tather  to  the  latter  group.     He  was  a  kindly  Christian 

gentleman,  a  recluse,  a  scholar,  and  a  mathematician  of 

rartraordinary  ingenuity ;   but  the  story  of  his  career  as 

Mi.  C.  L.  Dodgson  does  not  strike  us  as  being  particularly 

interesting.   Indeed,  many  of  Mr.  Collingwood's  pages  lead 

lis  to  go  farther,  and  say  that  there  are  some  authors  of 

i?hom  a  partial  and  possibly  erroneous  impression  is  a  better 

me  to  cherish  than  a  complete  one.    Mr.  Dodgson  is  among 

;hem.    The  thick  line  of  demarcation  which  that  gentle- 

laan  always  insisted  on  drawing  between  Lewis  Carroll 

knd   Charles  Lutwidge   Dodgson   is,   perhaps,  indication 

nough  that  he  himself  knew  this ;  and  his  desire  to  keep 

lio  two  personalities  apart  may  be  taken  as  a  hint  by  his 

'liuirers,  that  they,  too,  should  refuse  to  confound  them 

|)ne  with  the  other.     Lewis  Carroll  lives  for  ever  in  Alice 

'"  Wonderland  and  Through  the  Looking- Glass,  in  The  Hunting 

'he  Snark  and  Sylvie  and  Bruno.     There  he  is,  in  and 

I'Otween  the  lines,  the  radiant  nonsense-maker,  the  jocund 

luibbler,  the  friend  of  gentleness  in  deed  and  thought, 

lie  lover  of  young  laughter. 


Every  page  of  Mr.  Collingwoo*!'!!  book  which  extendi 
our  knowledge  of  liewis  Carroll  is  a  delight.  Probably 
the  portions  of  the  biography  whicli  will  moet 
eagerly  bo  turned  to  by  the  majority  of  reader*  will  be 
those  that  deal  with  the  "Alice"  book*  The  hiatory  of 
the  origins  of  popular  stories  is  always  interesting.  AUm 
in  Wonderland,  it  seems,  was  sent  to  a  publisher  on  the 
recommendation  of  Qeorge  Maodonald.  The  first  two 
copies  were  prosentml,  on  July  5,  18G.5,  to  Misa  Alice 
Liddell,  the  original  Alice,  now  Mrs.  Hargreavea,  and  the 
Princess  Beatrice.  Lewis  Carroll  expected  for  it  no  popu- 
larity at  all ;  but  its  reception  was  splendidly  cordial. 
Mr.  Collingwood  ventures  the  opinion  that  the  two  Alices 
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are  more  often  referred  to  in  the  press  than  the  writing* 
of  any  other  modern  author ;  but  Dickens  probably  comes 
first.  In  1869  Alice  in  Wonderland  was  translated  into 
French  and  German.  The  translators  had  considerable 
difiicidty  with  several  points.  Thus,  in  the  French  version 
of  the  dialogue  containing  the  "  tortoise"  "  taught  us " 
joke,  a  fresh  pun  is  substituted. 

"  La  maitresse  etait  une  veille  tortue ;  nous  I'appelions 

chelonee."     "  Et  pourquoi  I'appeliez-vous  ch&lonn^e,  si  ce 

n'etait    pas    son    nom  ? "     "  Parce   qu'on    ne    pouvent 

s'empecber  de   s'ecrier  en  la  voyant.     Quel  long  nez  I " 

dit   la    Fausse  —  Tortue  d'un  ton  fichfe  ;    "  vous    etes 

vraiment  bien  bomSe  ! " 

But  from  both  versions,  French  and  German,  the  reference 

to  the  whiting  being  called  a  whiting  because  he  cleaned 

the  boots  and  shoes,  and  the  statement  that  no  fish  ever 
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travelled  without  a  porpoise,  had  to  be  omitted.     While 
on  this  subject,  we  might  remark  that  when  Mr.  Savile 
Clark  made  hi.s  play  out  of   the  two  books,  he  asked  the 
author  to   complete  the   song,    "  'Tis    the  voice   of    the 
lobster."    Lewis  Carroll  did  so,  and  this  was  the  first  stanza 
(the  whole  piece  is  printed  in  the  new  sixpenny  Alice) : 
'Tis  the  voice  of  the  lobster ;  I  heard  him  declare  : 
"  You  have  baked  me  too  brown  ;  I  must  sugar  my  hair." 
As  a  duck  with  its  eyelids,  so  he  with  his  nose, 
Trims  his  belt  and  his  buttons,  and  turns  out  his  toes. 
When  the  sands  are  all  dry  he  is  gay  as  a  lark, 
And  talks  with  the  utmost  contempt  of  the  shark ; 
But  when  the  tide  rises,  and  sharks  are  around, 
His  words  have  a  timid  and  tremulous  sound. 

When  the  play  was  produced  (it  is  just  about  to  be 
revived)  Lewis  Carroll  took  the  liveliest  interest  in  its 
prosperity  and  performers — who  were,  it  may  be  remem- 
bered, mostly  children.  On  another  somewhat  similar 
occasion,  however,  Lewis  Carroll  was  amusingly  dis- 
enchanted.    He  tells  the  story  in  his  diary : 

Nov.  28. —  Matinee  at  the  Princess's  of  "Two  Little 
Vagabonds,"  a  very  sensational  melodrama,  capitally 
acted.  "  Dick  "  and  "  WaUy  "  were  played  by  Kate 
Tyndall  and  Sidney  Pairbrother,  whom  I  guess  to  be 
about  fifteen  and  twelve.  Both  were  excellent,  and  the 
latter  remarkable  for  the  perfect  realism  of  her  acting. 
There  was  some  beautiful  religious  dialogue  between 
"Wally"  and  a  hospital  nurse— most  reverently  spoken, 
and  reverently  received  by  the  audience. 

Dec.  17. — I  have  given  books  to  Kate  Tyndall  aud 
Sidney  Fairbrother,  and  have  heard  from  them,  and  find 
I  was  entirely  mistaken  in  taking  them  for  children.  Both 
are  married  women. 

We  are  tempted  to  quote  another  extract  from  the  diary, 
for  the  picture  it  gives  of  a  gifted  child,  now  no  more. 
The  date  is  1862  : 

After  luncheon  I  went  to  the  Tennyson's,  and  got 
Hallam  and  Lionel  to  sign  their  names  in  my  album. 
Also  I  made  a  bargain  with  Lionel,  that  he  was  to  give 
me  some  MS.  of  his  versos,  and  I  was  to  send  him  some  of 
mine.  It  was  a  very  difficult  bargain  to  make  ;  I  almost 
despaired  of  it  at  first,  he  put  in  it  so  many  conditions — 
first  I  was  to  play  a  game  of  chess  with  him ;  this,  with 
much  difficulty,  was  reduced  to  twelve  moves  on  each  side ; 
but  this  made  little  difference,  as  I  checkmated  him  at  the 
sixth  move.  Second,  he  was  to  be  allowed  to  give  me  one 
blow  on  the  head  with  a  mallet  (this  he  at  last  consented 
to  give  up).  I  forget  if  there  were  others,  but  it  ended  in 
my  getting  the  verses,  for  which,  I  have  written  out  "The 
Lonely  Moor  "  for  him. 

Through  the  Looking- Olass  (originally  to  be  called  "Be- 
hind the  Looking-Glass  and  What  Alice  Saw  There,"  but 
renamed  by  Dr.  Liddon)  appeared  in  1871,  and  instan- 
taneously was  successful.  Henry  Kingsley  wrote  that  it 
was  the  "  finest  thing  since  Martin  Chu%%lewit "  ;  and  a 
writer  in  the  Queen  stated  that  "  Jabberwocky "  was  a 
translation  from  the  German.  The  late  Dean  Scott  of 
Eochester  looked  humorously  upon  the  poem  as  an  heir-  • 
loom  of  the  Aryan  race:  "The  hero  will  turn  out  to  be 
the  Sun-god  in  one  of  his  Avatars  ;  and  the  Tumtum  tree 
the  great  Ash  Ygdrasil  of  the  Scandinavian  mythology." 
The  story  as  written  contained  one  cliapter  that  does  not 
appear,  owing  it  seems,  to  a  criticism  of  Sir  John  Tenniel. 


We  should  like  to  see  that  chapter.  A  certain  little  girl 
told  Lewis  Carroll  that  of  the  two  Alice  books  she  thought 
Through  the  Loohing-  Glass  the  stupider :  for  the  author 
was  very  generous  with  copies  of  his  books  and  always 
keen  to  know  how  the  recipients  liked  them.  These 
recipients,  by  the  way,  were  almost  without  exception 
little  girls.     Boys  he  could  hardly  abide. 

Here  we  must  stop.  Let  us  say,  however,  that  a  number 
of  interesting  figures  flit  across  Mr.  CoUingwood's  pages, 
including  Mr.  Du  Maurier,  with  a  pretty  piece  of  a  letter 
about  Miss  Montgomery's  Misunderstood,  which  he  illus- 
trated ;  and  the  Tennysons,  and  a  number  of  Lewis  Carroll's 
girl  friends.  There  also  are  many  reproductions  of  Lewis 
CarroU's  drawings  and  Mr.  Dodgson's  photographs  of 
notable  men  and  women.  Mr.  Collingwood  has  done  his 
work  with  discretion  ;  but  apart  from  its  quotations  it  is 
not  too  bright.  That,  perhaps,  is  the  fault  of  Mr. 
Dodgsou,  who  "  made  &  precis  of  every  letter  he  wrote  or 
received  from  January  1,  1861,  to  the  8th  of  the  same 
month  1898"— 98,721  in  all !  Let  us  end  by  quoting  a 
riddle  from  the  diary:  "Invented  what  1  think  is  a  new 
kind  of  riddle.  A  Eussian  had  three  sons.  The  first, 
named  Eab,  became  a  lawyer ;  the  second,  Ymra,  became 
a  soldier ;  the  third  became  a  sailor.  What  was  his 
name  ?  "  Mr.  Collingwood  offers  no  clue  to  this  proldem. 
Our  readers  may  like  to  work  it  for  themselves ;  but  we 
warn  them  that  we  have  no  notion  of  the  answer  our- 
selves. 


The  Latest  Book  on  Biblical  Archseology. 

Harly  Israel  and  the  Surrounding  Nations.  By  the  Eev. 
A.  H.  Sayce,  Professor  of  Assyriology  at  Oxford. 
(Service  &  Paton.     6s.) 

Abchjeological  discoveries  follow  so  quickly  upon  one 
another  in  these  days  that  it  is  as  much  as  any  j)opulariser 
of  science  can  do  to  keep  pace  with  them.  Prof.  Sayce, 
therefore,  is  quite  justified  in  producing  the  present  book 
after  something  less  than  the  usual  yearly  interval  since 
his  Early  Sistory  of  the  Hebrews  (see  Aoadeiiy,  June  4, 
1898).  Yet  it  is  not  with  this  last  volume  that  we  should 
compare  the  present  book  so  much  as  with  his  Ancient 
Empires  of  the  East,  published  so  far  back  as  1884.  It 
is  true  that  there  all  mention  of  the  Hebrews  is  omitted, 
the  book  being  designed  as  an  introduction  to  Herodotus; 
but  the  greater  part  of  both  books  is  occupied  with  a  com- 
pact account  of  the  social  and  religious  history  of  Egypt 
and  Babylonia,  and  it  is  by  contrasting  the  earlier  and  later 
statements  that  we  see  what  vast  additions  have  been  made 
to  our  knowledge  of  antiquity.  In  1884,  Prof.  Sayce  could 
declare  Egypt  to  be  "  historically  the  oldest  of  countries," 
and  that  "every  attempt  to  discover  a  primitive  con- 
nexion "  between  the  culture  of  Egypt  and  Babylonia  had 
failed  ;  but  in  the  present  book  he  repeats  more  than  once 
that  the  civilisation  of  Western  Asia  is  "immensely  old," 
and  that  the  culture  of  the  Pharaonic  Egyptians  was 
imported  from  Babylonia.  Then,  too,  he  could  lament  that 
the  reign  of  Menes,  the  first  king  of  Egypt,  depended  sc 
entirely  upon  tradition  that  the  dates  assigned  to  it  by 
competent  scholars  varied  by  more  than  2000  j'ears ;  Imt 
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now  the  French  Egyptologists  have  recovered  not  only  the 
tomb  of  Menos,  but  his  very  bones.  Then,  he  could  speak 
of  a  king  of  Ur  whose  date  hardly  anyone  puts  earlier  than 
3000  B.C.  as  "  the  first  of  the  groat  Babylonian  builders  "; 
but  now  we  have  the  ruins  of  gi-eat  constructions  which 
go  back  at  least  another  1500  years.  Prof.  Sayce's  views 
of  the  ancient  history  of  the  East  must  have  undergone 
some  startling  changes  since  1884. 

The  advance  of  our  knowledge  has  not,  however,  been 
so  uniform  that  archteologists  are  likely  just  yet  to  sigh 
for  fresh  worlds  to  conquer.  As  the  present  volume 
reminds  us,  no  new  discoveries  as  to  the  early  history  of 
Fhcenicia  have  lately  come  to  light,  nor  has  Prof.  Sayce 
much  to  say  upon  the  question  of  the  lost  Hittite  empire 
beyond  what  he  said  in  his  famous  monograph  some  ten 
years  ago.  Tliis  last  is  the  more  disappointing  as  there 
has  lately  been  a  rumour  that  he  had  at  length  solved  the 
mystery  of  the  Hittite  system  of  picture-writing,  which 
might  throw  some  light  upon  several  disputed  points. 
With  regard  to  the  history  of  the  Hebrews,  he  seems  to 
us  to  have  advanced  a  little  farther  in  the  rationalistic  view 
of  the  Old  Testament  narrative  that  we  have  noted  from 
time  to  time.  It  was,  he  tells  us,  the  pressure  of  the  Libyan 
invasion  which  forced  the  Pharaoh  Mineptah  to  consent 
to  the  Exodus  "  quite  as  much  as  the  '  signs  and  wonders  ' 
wliich  were  wrought  by  the  hand  of  Moses."  He  thinks, 
too,  that  the  Exodus  was  separated  by  "  only  a  few  years" 
from  the  capture  of  Hebron,  and  thereby  knocks  the 
legend  of  the  forty  years'  wandering  on  the  head.  While 
he  amplifies  his  formerly  expressed  view  of  the  position  of 
Gideon  (or,  as  he  calls  him,  Jerubbaal)  by  the  statement 
tliat  "  the  theocracy  had  failed,"  and  that  the  Hebrews, 
like  otlier  Semitic  peoples,  had  come  to  see  that  "military 
rather  than  religious  control "  was  necessary  to  them 
if  they  were  to  conqner  their  neighbours.  He  thinks  that 
it  was  the  northern  tribes,  whom  he  describes  throughout 
as  Hebrews  of  purer  blood  than  the  "  tribe  "  of  Judah, 
who  first  perceived  these  truths  and  thus  brought  about 
the  premature  kingship  of  Abimelech.  The  appendices 
contain  some  valuable  justificatory  pieces  in  the  shape  of 
extracts  from  the  Tel-el-Amama  letters,  the  treaty  between 
Eameses  II.  and  the  Hittites,  the  "  Negative  Confession  " 
of  the  Egyi)tian  dead,  and  the  like ;  but  the  book  would  be 
improved  by  an  index  and  a  maj).  Some  mistakes,  such 
as  "  the  vanquished  people  were  decimated  [»»c],  every 
second  man  being  mercilessly  slain,"  point  to  over- hasty 
preparation. 


A  London  Pastor's  Memories. 

Newman  Hall:  An  Autobiography.     (Cassell  &  Co.) 

Mr.  Halt,  is  one  of  the  "  grand  old  men  "  of  the  Dissenting 
ministry,  and  he  had  every  right  to  believe  that  his 
reminiscences  would  interest  the  public.  He  has  further 
ensured  this  by  casting  them  in  a  frank  and  gossippy  style, 
and  by  relieving  them  with  an  abundance  of  anecdote. 
We  propose  to  pick  a  few  plums  from  his  book,  the 
general  character  of  which  may  be  easily  imagined. 

It  seems  to  be   understood  that  every  clergyman  shall 
make  a  personal  statement  about  tobacco.    Accordingly  we 


find  Mr.  Hall  saying,  in  hia  account  of  hi*  "  Cliildhood  " 
(he  lays  that  period  between  IHI6  and  1830) : 

At  nine  years  old  I  began  to  nnoke.  At  nine  jcars  old 
I  left  off  "  for  good."  In  my  ninth  decade  I  do  not  detire 
to  recommence.  On  a  certain  Sunday,  during  our  weekly 
walk,  my  schoolfellows  found  lonie  dried  cane  branches 
(perhaps  "  traveller's  joy  ")  and  cat  tbem  into  cigarettes. 
I  smoked  with  the  rest,  but,  becoming  very  sick,  I  threw 
my  "  weed  "  away.  During  seventy  years  I  have  pursued 
my  life-travels  so  pleasantly  as  not  to  need  this 
"traveller's  joy." 
From  which  it  appears  that  Mr.  Hall  smoked  dried  cane, 
and,  becoming  ill,  gave  up  tobacco  I 

At  coUege  Mr.  Hall  practised  preaching  assiduously. 
In  order  to  attain  to  fluency  he  used  to  place  his  Bible  on 
his  mantelshelf  every  morning ;  then,  opening  it  at  random, 
he  would  read  out  the  first  verse  that  caught  his  eye,  and 
at  once  begin  to  discourse  on  it  aloud,  making  it  his  text 
Ten  minutes  of  uninterrupted  word-making  on  this  plan 
soon  made  him  a  ready  speaker.  As  a  young  pastor  at 
Hull  Mr.  Hall  preached  and  travelled  after  the  fashion 
of  a  bygone  day ;  and  few  members  of  his  present 
congregations  will  be  able  to  picture  their  pastor  as 
a  young  mrin,  riding  in  third-class  cattle-trucks,  with 
wooden  seats,  and  no  shelter  from  the  weather,  taking 
spiritual  food  to  obscure  Yorkshire  villages.  But  Mr.  Hall 
has  been  through  the  mill.  Here  is  one  of  his  Hull  stories. 
Dr.  Mellor  was  one  of  the  most  popular  preachers  in  that 
town.  "The  only  objection  to  him  was  his  popularity 
elsewhere.  In  praying  for  him  one  day,  a  good  man 
said :  '  0  Lord,  bless  our  Enoch  !  we  love  him,  Lord  !  but, 
0  Lord,  tie  him  by  the  leg ;  tie  him  by  the  leg ! ' " 
However  popular  Mr.  Hall  himself  may  have  been  at 
Hull,  the  Lord  did  not  tie  him  by  the  leg:  for  in  1854 
he  came  to  Surrey  Chapel,  thus  beginning  a  pastorate 
which  lasted  thirty  -  eight  years,  and  has  been  dis- 
tinguished by  the  erection  of  one  of  the  finest  modem 
churches  in  the  kingdom.  We  shall  not  follow  Mr. 
Newman  Hall  through  his  work  in  South  London.  The 
following  story  may  prove  more  useful  to  our  readers 
than  much  chapel  history  : 

One  day  I  was  chatting  with  a  farmer  about  the  best 
method  of  self-defence  when  attacked  by  a  savage  dog. 
"Takeoff  your  hat  and  hold  it  in  front  of  you.    The  dog 
will  at  once  bite  the  riiu.     Then  kick  violently  under  your 
hat,  and,  the  distance  being  exactly  that  of  the  length  of 
your  leg,  the  toe  of  your  boot  will  strike  the  lower  jaw  of 
the  dog,  which  will  at  once  go  off  in  great  pain."     The 
very  next  day  I  was  crossing  a  large  field,  when  a  fierce 
dog  rushed  at  me.     There  was  no  refuge  near.     I  had  no 
stick.     I  remembered  my  lesson.     In  an  instant  the  dog 
rushed  howling  round  the  field,  and  I  went  my  way. 
Of  preaching  stories    Mr.   Hall    has    many.      A  young 
preacher  of  very  small  stature,  but  of  great  confidence, 
came  to  preach  at  Hull  on  a  public  occasion.     Knowing 
well  that  at  the  first  sight  of  him  the  congregation  would  be 
disappointed,  this  young  man  sought  to  compensate  for 
his  few  inches  by  a  bold  appearance  in  the  pulpit.     He 
accordingly  gave  out  his  text  with  tremendous  emphasis  : 
"Now  then  we  are  ambassadors  for  Christ."      The  next 
moment  his  energy  had  overbalanced  the  frail  reading- 
desk,  and  he  fell  with  it  prostrate,  amid  the  splintering 
of  wood  and  the  upstarting  of  deacons. 
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Tffi:*MANAND  HIS  GOOSE*  * 


A  New  Illustrator. 

A  Hundred  Fables  of  ^Isop.     By  Sir  Eoger  L'Estrange. 
With  Pictures  by  Percy  J.  Billinghurst.     (Lane.    63.) 

Mr.  Kenneth  Grahame,  in  his  preface  to  this  volume  of 
interesting  drawings,  goes  back  to  the  beginning  of 
things,  and  shoves  the  fable's  inception.  He  finds  its 
origin  in  "  a  form  of  politeness  stiU  lingering  in  the  breasts 
of  the  superior  or  preaching  portion  of  humanity,  who 
wished  to  avoid   gfiving  more  pain  than  necessary  when 

pursuing  the  inevitable  task 
laid  upon  them  by  their 
virtues  of  instructing  the 
inferior  and  silent  portion 
how  to  be — well,  just  a  little 
less  inferior."  To  politeness 
we  may  add  cowardice  But, 
in  addition  to  the  unpleasant- 
ness of  the  result  in  some 
cases,  "there  were  difficul- 
ties," Mr.  Grahame  con- 
tinues, "in  getting  a  frivolous 
humanity  to  listen  at  all, 
unless  one  took  a  leaf  from 
the  book  of  that  unprofit- 
able rascal,  the  storj'-teller, 
....  and  so,  with  half  a  sigh,  the  preacher  fell 
upon  the  element  of  fiction."  The  fable,  therefore, 
is  a  means  of  calling  a  man  names  obliquely.  So 
far  so  good.  But,  says  Mr.  Grahame  of  his  preacher, 
"  there  was  a  certain  moral  cowardice  in  the  means 
he  hit  upon.  The  friendly,  tactful,  unobtrusive  beasts 
around  him — could  they  not  be  seized  upon  and  utilised 
to  point  the  requisite  moral  ?  True,  it  would  be  no  good 
to  hold  up  their  real  characteristics  for  the  public  admonish- 
ment. The  moment  they  were  really  studied  they  were 
seen  to  be  so  modest,  so  mutually  helpful,  so  entirely  free 
from  vanity,  affectation,  and  fads ;  so  tolerant,  uncom- 
plaining, and  determined  to  make  the  best  of  everything," 
that  it  was  necessary  to  endow  them  with  qualities  not 
their  own — human  qualities — in  order  to  extract  from  them 
the  full  amount  of  usefulness  demanded  by  the  preacher  ; 
and  so  the  peacock  became  vain  and  the  donkey  foolish 
that  mankind  might  be  rebuked.  '  The  animals  said 
nothing,  but  thought  a  deal.  Hence,  says  Mr.  Grahame, 
"when  you  meet  a  bird  or  a  beast,  and  it  promptly  pro- 
ceeds to  move  off  in  an  obviously  different  direction, 
without  abuse  indeed  or  scurrility  or  even  reproach,  but 
with  a  distinct  intention  of  seeing  as  little  of  you  as  possible 
during  the  rest  of  the  afternoon,  you  may  be  pretty  sure 
it  is  thinking  of  ^sop's  Fables." 

Thus  prettily  does  Mr.  Grahame  prepare  the  way  for 
the  sturdy  homespun  fables  of  Sir  Eoger  L'Estrange  (after 
.^sop)  and  Mr.  Billinghurst's  vivid  drawings.  It  is  late 
to  speak  of  L'Estrange,  but  his  new  illustrator  demands 
attention.  Mr.  Billinghurst  has  brought  to  his  task  the 
most  assiduous  and  continual  care,  so  that  it  is  impossible 
to  point  to  any  case  of  scamping  or  hurry  in  all  these 
hundred  cuts.  His  black  and  white  are  sharp  and  clean ; 
his  pictures  have  light  of  their  own — look,  for  example, 
at  the  cloud  in  "The  Boar  and  the  Ass,"  p.  17;   his 


animals  have  life  and,  what  is  more,  character;  he  has 
a  sense  of  drama  and  a  most  welcome  gift  of  composition. 
Sometimes — as  in  "The  Hares  and  the  Frogs,"  p.  41 — 
the  perspective  is  not  good ;  sometimes — as  in  "  The  Horse 
and  the  Loaded  Ass,"  p.  77 — the  foreground  would  be 
strengthened  by  more  elaboration ;  or  sometimes — as  in 
"  The  Sick  Kite,"  p.  29 — the  extra  ornament  is  no  addi- 
tional merit ;  but  Mr.  Lane  has  discovered  an  artist  of 
very  conspicuous  attainments.  A  thoughtful  chUd  could 
hardly  have  a  more  richly  entertaining  present. 

Our  illustration  is  a  reduced  reproduction  of  Mr. 
Billinghurst's  version  of  "  The  Man  and  his  Goose."  It 
runs,  in  Sir  Eoger  L'Estrange,  thus  : 

A  Certain  Good  Man  had  a  Goose  that  Laid  him  Golden 
Eggs,  which  could  not  be,  he  thought,  without  a  Mine  in 
the  Belly  of  her.  Upon  This  Presumption  he  Cut  her  up 
to  Search  for  Hidden  Treasure ;  But  upon  the  Dissection 
found  her  just  like  Other  Oeese,  wnd  that  the  Hope  of 
Getting  More  had  betray'd  him  to  the  Loss  of  what  he  had 
in  Possession.  The  Moral  :  This  is  the  Fate,  Fully,  and 
Mischief  of  Vain  Desires,  and  of  an  Immoderate  Love  of 
Riches.  Content  wants  Nothing;  and  Covetousness  brings 
Beggary. 


The  Hoosier  Poet.  * 

TJie  Golden  Year.  Selections  from  the  Verse  and  Prose  of 
James  Whitcomb  Eiley.  Edited  by  Clara  E.  Laughlin. 
(Longmans.     5s.) 

By  the  time  that  a  poet's  verses  are  searched  to  supply 
quotations  for  a  calendar  or  a  Birthday-book  he  may  be 
said  to  have  established  a  reputation.  Mr.  James 
Whitcomb  Eiley  has  established  his  reputation.  But 
whereas  in  America  his  admirers  number  thousands,  on 
this  side  of  the  Atlantic  he  is  known  only  to  a  few 
readers  here  and  there,  although  English  editions  of  some 
of  his  best  books  are  to  be  bought  Yet  dialect  poets 
who  employ  the  vernacular  of  our  own  counties  are 
too  much  neglected  for  Mr.  Eiley,  who  writes  largely  in 
the  language  of  the  Hoosier  district,  to  feel  soreness  in 
the  matter.  If  English  people  refuse  to  read  William 
Barnes  of  Dorsetshire  and  Edwin  Waugh  of  Lancashire,  it 
is  hardly  to  be  expected  that  they  will  be  very  strenuous 
in  reaching  for  the  works  of  the  Hoosier  bard.  Yet  the 
Hoosier  tongue  is  not  a  very  difficult  one.    It  goes  thus : 

Sometimes,  when  I  bin  bad, 

An'  Pa  correcks  me  nen, 
An'  Uncle  Sidney  he  comes  here, 

I'm  alluz  good  again ; 
'Cause  Uncle  Sidney  says, 

An'  takes  me  up  an'  smiles, — 
The  goodest  mens  they  is  ain't  good 

As  baddest  little  chiles  ! 


And  thus : 


Whoever's  Foreman  of  all  things  here. 

As  my  uncle  ust  to  say. 
He  knows  each  job  'at  we're  best  fit  fer, 

And  our  roimd-up,  night  and  day  ; 
And  a-sizing  His  work  east  and  west, 
And  north  and  south,  and  worst  and  best, 
I  ain't  got  nothin'  to  suggest. 

As  my  uncle  ust  to  say. 
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And  thus : 

Had  a  hare-lip — Jonoy  hod : 

Spiled  his  looks,  and  Joney  knowed  it ; 
Fellers  tried  to  bore  him,  bad, — 
But,  if  ever  he  got  mad. 

He  kop'  still  and  never  showed  it. 
'Druther  have  his  mouth,  all  pouted 

And  split  up,  and  like  it  wuz, 
Than  the  ones  'at  laughed  about  it, — 

Party  is  as  purty  does. 

These  three  scraps  give  us  Mr.  Riley's  scope.  He  is  a 
poet  of  homeliness  and  tenderness.  He  is  happiest  when 
thinking  of  his  childhood  or  when  playing  with  childron. 


And  Mr.  Riley  practiseii  what  iio  preaches.  There  is  no 
luununer  poet  now  writing,  and  no  tenderer  and  gentler ; 
and  no  one  loves  children  witli  a  Hwo«ter  love  Uian  he.  This 
little  book  provides  a  very  comprehensive  introduction  to 
his  work,  and  will,  we  hope,  send  readers  to  it 


JAMES  WIIITCOMB  KILEY. 

The  old  home,  the  old  home— that  thought  runs  through 
everything  he  has  written.  He  has  a  wistful  outlook  on 
life  :  tears  como  to  his  eyes  very  quickly,  but  Ids  invincible 
optimism  brushes  them  away.  All  his  Hoosier  work  has 
the  same  intimate  domestic  quality,  the  same  love  of  right 
and  kindness  and  simplicity  and  sympathy,  the  same  half- 
humorous  satisfaction  with  things  as  Gk)d  made  them. 
Even  in  his  droll  verses  for  and  about  children  the  note  of 
pathos  is  apt  to  creep  in.  But  it  is  legitimate  pathos,  a 
part  of  the  man's  nature.  It  is  not  strained  after.  In 
one  of  his  rustic  pieces  Mr.  Riley  expresses  his  poetical 
creed : 

What  we  want,  as  I  sense  it,  in  the  line 
O'  poetry  is  somepin'  Youra  and  Mitie  — 
Sjmepin'  with  live-stock  in  it,  and  out-doors, 
And  old  crick-bottoms,  snags,  and  sycamores. 

Putt  in  old  Nature's  sermonts — them's  the  best — 
^U  And  'casion'ly  hang  up  a  hornet's  nest 

^H  'At  boys  'at's  run  away  from  school  can  git 

•  At  handy-like — and  let  'em  tackle  it ! 

Let  us  be  wrought  on,  of  a  truth,  to  feel 
Our  proneness  far  to  hurt  more  than  we  heal, 
In  ministratiu'  to  our  vain  delights, — 
Pergettin'  even  insec's  has  their  rights. 


The  Poets  and   London. 

London  in  Song.     Ckjmpiled  by  Wilfred  Whitten.     (Grant 
Richards.     68.) 

TiasK  irrepressible,  these  dauntless  poets !  Of  what  will 
they  not  sing,  and  where  will  they  not  sing  ?  Mr.  W.  H. 
Hudson,  in  an  excellent  piece  here  g^ven  by  Mr.  Whitten, 
makes  himself  the  laureate  of  the  Ix>ndon  sparrow ;  and 
tlio  Ijondon  sparrow  should  surely  be  the  patron  spirit  of 
the  London  poet.  So  bravely  chirping  amid  surroundings 
so  unbirdlike,  "called  to  struggle  through  dark  ways," 
and  struggling  tlirough  them  with  such  a  cheerful  deter- 
mination to  make  the  best  of  things,  so  valiantly  persuad- 
ing himself  that  streets  are  fields  and  mud  green  grass, 
that  ho  does  veritably  for  us  bring  the  fields  into  the  streets  ; 
he  is  the  very  emblem  of  the  London  poets.  Mr.  Whitten's 
aim,  however,  is  to  give  us  the  poets  who  have  sung  of 
London.  With  all  the  latitude  of  selection  he  allows  him- 
self, it  is  astonishing  to  find  that  there  are  two  hundred 
quotable  poems  dealing  more  or  less  directly  with  London 
or  liOndon  life.  Many  poets,  from  Chaucer  onwards,  have 
been  London-bom  ;  but  it  is  a  novel  thing  to  find  tliat  so 
many  have  made  her  the  theme  of  their  verse — the  great, 
grimy,  imperial  city ! 

Yet  some  of  the  poems  remind  us  strangely  that  London 
was  once  neither  g^imy  nor  vast,  that  her  sky  was  un- 
tarnished, her  houses  fair  and  seemly  to  view,  her  river 
sweet  and  clear,  she  was  in  pleasant  and  neighbourly 
intimacy  with  green  fields.  She  was  once  an  unequivocally 
beautiful  city.  But  the  majority  of  the  poems  know  her 
— yea,  and  love  her — in  her  modem  aspect.  "Nigra  turn, 
sed  formosa,''''  she  says  through  their  verse.  Black,  too, 
evidently  she  is,  and  comely  she  appears  to  her  poet-lovers. 
So  she  appears  to  Mr.  Whitten,  whose  preface  is  the 
preface  of  one  that  loves  his  mistress  for  her  very 
disfeatures.  His  collection  is  chosen  with  true  knowledge 
and  affection.  He  distinctly  warns  us  that  he  has  not 
confined  himself  to  verse  fine  as  poetry.  Verse  light  and 
witty,  or  even  merely  curious,  he  has  swept  into  his 
net.  In  this  book,  triply  divided  under  the  headings 
of  "The  Town,"  "  The  River,"  and  "  The  City,"  jostling 
the  poetical  poetry  of  Mr.  Henley,  Arnold,  and  their 
peers,  will  be  found  the  graphic  impressionism  of  Byron 
— not  poetry,  but  wonderful  verse — the  clever  sketches 
of  Swift,  from  whom  Byron  learned  much,  the  brilliant 
vers  de  sociiti  of  Praed,  the  less  masculine  work  of  Locker 
Lampson,  the  pleasant  verse  of  Luttrell — a  predecessor  of 
both — half-doggerel  ballads,  and  productions  of  the  City 
Poet.  You  have  poetry  from  the  earlier  poets,  great  and 
small ;  Scotch  Dunbar  gives  his  tribute,  Lydgate  his 
antiquely  interesting  ballad,  with  its  picture  of  the  London 
streets  in  the  fifteenth  century.     Captain   Morris  praises 
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the  "sweet  shady  side  of  Pall  Mall,"  the  Eegency 
chimes  with  the  seventeenth  century  ;  and  all  are  in 
a  tale.  It  is  a  book  to  dip  into  and  return  to  again 
and  again.  And  Mr.  William  Hyde  has  brought  so  much 
strong  yet  delicate  decorative  art  to  bear  on  cover  and  end- 
papers that  it  is  also  a  thing  of  ^beauty. 


man  on  Devil's  Island,  but  it  is  not  the  less  a  cool,  exact, 
and  infinitely  patient  examination  of  all  the  authentic 
documents  and  materials  of  which  the  author  could  obtain 
knowledge.     A  series  of  photographs  of  some  of  the  chief 


A  Cotswold  Village.     By  J.  Arthur  Gibbs.     (John  Murray. 

6s.) 
This  is  a  kind  of  book  of  which  we  have  too  few  specimens 
in  these  days.  It  is  akin  to  some  of  WiUiam  Howitt's 
books  about  country  life ;  it  is  sweet  and  unambitious,  and 
is  steeped  in  the  rural  life  of  which  it  treats.  Anyone  who 
loves  old  English  country  life,  and  wishes  to  know  where 
he  may  find  it  in  greatest  purity,  should  put  this  book  on 
his  shelves.  He  need  be  in  no  hurry  to  read  it.  There 
will  come  an  hour  when  he  will  take  it  down  and  thank 
its  writer  for  these  pages  out  of  Gloucestershire,  with  all 
their  fragrant  matter  about  the  sturdy  yeomen  of  whom 
so  few  are  left  in  England,  the  grey  manor  houses,  the 
politics  of  white-waUed  villages,  the  names  of  fields,  the 
Cotswold  words,  the  fairs,  the  sports,  the  old  churches, 
the  old  trees,  the  lingering  customs — all  harmonised  by 
one  who  knows  and  loves  the  Cotswold  country. 

Mr.  Gibbs  expressly  warns  the  tourist  that  there  is 
really  nothing  to  see  in  the  Cotswolds  that  cannot  be  seen 
much  nearer  London.  He  writes  for  those  for  whom  any 
unsophisticated  country  is  full  of  charm.  But  his  book 
will  draw  the  tourist  to  the  Cotswold  country  all  the  same. 
There  he  will  find  "  one  of  the  few  spots  now  remaining  on 
earth  which  have  not  only  been  made  beautiful  by  God, 
but  in  which  the  hand  of  man  has  erected  scarcely  a  buUd- 
ing  which  is  not  in  strict  conformity  and  good  taste.  .  .  . 
Here  all  the  houses  are  picturesque,  great  and  small 
alike."  September  is  the  best  month  for  the  Cotswolds  : 
when  the  far-stretching  table-lands  are  all  golden  stubble, 
and  the  kestrel  and  the  heron  are  seen  floating  above  the 
breathless  land.  Nor  need  the  visitor  be  affrighted  by 
the  Gloucestershire  dialect.      Mr.  Gibbs  tells  him  : 

If  thee  true  "  Glarcestershire  "  would  know 
I'll  tell  thee  how  us  always  zays  un ; 
Put  "I"  for  "me,"  and  "a"  for  "o"' 
On  every  possible  occasion. 

When  in  doubt  squeeze  in  a  "  w  " — 
"  Stwuns,"  not  "stones."     And  don't  forget,  zur. 
That  "thee"  must  stand  for  "thou"  and  "you'; 
"Her"  for  "she"  axiA  vice  versa. 

Put  "v"  for  "f";  for  "s"  put  "z"; 
"Th"  and  "t"  we  change  to  "d"— 
So  dry  an'  kip  this  in  thine  yead 
An'  thou  wills't  talk  as  plain  as  we. 

With  this  lesson  in  the  language  of  the  Cotswolds,  we 
must  loave  a  charming  book  to  its  predestined  readers. 
We  think  they  will  be  many  and  fit. 


The  J>reyfm  Case.    By  Fred.  C.  Conybeare,  M.A.     (Allen. 
38.  6d.) 

Tins  is  by  far  the  fullest  and  clearest  presentment  of  the 
Dreyfus  case  which  has  appeared  in  this  country.  It  is 
animated  by  a  passionate  belief  in  the  innocence  of  the 
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actors  in  the  lurid  drama  is  given ;  and  we  are  enabled  to 
reproduce  the  photograph  which  will,  we  believe,  interest 
our  readers  most — that  of  the  brave,  unhappy  Picquart. 


Tlie  Cuchullin  Saga  in  Irish  Literature.     By  Eleanor  Hull" 
(Nutt:   "  Grimm  Library."     5s.net.)  ^1 

The  Cuchullin  Saga  is  the  second  of  the  three  great 
cycles  of  Celtic  heroic  legend.  It  follows  the  cycle  of  the 
Tuatha  de  Danann  and  precedes  the  Ossianic  or  Fenian 
cycle,  which,  owing  to  Macpherson's  illegitimate  use  of  it, 
has  acquired  such  an  undue  predominance  in  the  popular 
imagination.  The  historical  elements  in  the  saga,  such  as 
they  are,  belong  to  the  couple  of  centuries  or  so  before 
Christ,  but  the  central  figure,  CuchuUin  himself,  is  clearly 
mythical ;  being,  in  fact,  the  best  Irish  representative  of  the 
culture-hero  tjrpe  whose  importance  in  Aryan  hero  tales 
has  been  so  luminously  studied  by  Prof.  Ehys  in  his 
Hibbert  Lectures.  The  saga  has  been  preserved  in  a 
fairly  complete  form.  Of  the  hundred  tales  or  so  of  whicli 
it  formerly  consisted,  all  but  about  a  score  have  come 
down  to  us,  many  of  them  in  the  "Book  of  the  Dun  Cow," 
or  in  the  "  Yellow  Book  of  Lecan."  From  these  Miss  Hull 
has  selected  fourteen,  and  has  brought  together  translations 
of  them  from  various  sources  for  the  benefit  of  the  readers 
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of  the  "  Grimm  Library."  Some  of  those  are  by  such 
woU-known  English  or  Englisli-writing  Celtic  scholars  as 
Eugono  O'Curry,  Dr.  Kuno  Meyer,  Dr.  Whitley  Stokes, 
an<l  Mr.  Standish  O'Grady.  Others  are  retranslated 
from  the  learned  periodicals  of  France  or  Genuany.  They 
include  "The  Birth  of  Oonachar,"  "  The  Tragical  Death 
of  the  Sons  of  Usnach,"  "The  Siege  of  Howth,"  "The 
Death  of  CuchuUin,"  and  an  analysis  of  the  great  central 
legend  of  "  The  Tain  bo  Cuailgne."  Thus  they  give  a 
very  fair  conspectus  and  example  of  the  whole  saga.  Miss 
Hull  prefixes  a  valuable  critical  and  historical  preface  and 
some  useful  notes  and  appendices.  The  English  reader 
could  not  wish  for  a  better  introduction  to  the  wildest  and 
most  fascinating  division  of  Irish  myth. 


the  Philippine  Islands.      By  Dean  C.  Worcester.     (Mac- 

niillan  &  Co.  15s.) 
Tnis  book  ought  to  be  a  veritable  encyclopasdia  of  the 
Philippines,  if  weight  and  size  go  for  anything.  As  a 
fact,  it  does  not  pretend  to  be  so  much ;  indeed,  the  his- 
torical information'  given  is  avowedly  borrowed  from  Mr. 
John  Foreman's  standard  work  on  these  islands.  Our 
author's  concerns  are  with  the  ethnology  and  natural 
history  of  the  Philippines;  and  his  work  is  founded  on 
the  personal  experiences  of  himseK  and  other  American 
scientific  men  in  two  expeditions  undertaken  by  them  in 
1887  and  1890.  Those  expeditions  are  not  separately 
recounted,  but  a  picture  of  the  islands  evolved  from  them 
both  is  presented  in  a  very  interesting  narrative. 

The  man  in  the  street  may  be  trusted  to  have  the  vaguest 
ideas  of  the  geographical  features  of  these  much-para- 
graphed, much-discussed  islands  in  the  North  Pacific. 
They  are  aboiit  1,200  in  number,  and  there  are  no  fewer 
than  twenty  islands  in  the  group  with  areas  of  100  to  250 
square  miles.  How  many  people  does  the  man  in  the 
street  think  there  are  in  Manila  ?  There  are  no  fewer  than 
300,000  souls,  of  which  200,000  are  natives.  The  Spanish, 
Spanish  Creoles,  and  Spanish  half-castes  together  number 
only  9,000,  and  they  are  outnumbered  as  ten  to  one  by  the 
mere  Chinese  and  Chinese  half-castes.  Yesterday  these 
■were  facts  for  Gradgrind ;  to-day  they  have  a  dramatic 
interest.  We  heartily  regret  that  the  mysterious  law 
under  which  books  of  great  value  are  published  neck-and- 
neck  in  the  early  winter  makes  it  impossible  for  us  to 
follow  Mr.  Worcester  through  pages  which  are  often  of 
enthralling  interest.  The  hunting  experiences  of  his 
party  are  sometimes  sheer  romance,  and  the  whole  narra- 
tive is  gay  and  ilhmiinative.  As  for  the  Spanish  rule,  its 
character  is  deliciously  indicated  in  Mr.  Worcester's 
account  of  the  trouble  which  he  and  his  party  had  to  get 
their  baggage  passed  through  the  customs-house.  After 
applying  to  every  civil  functionary  who  could  be  awakene<l 
from  a  siesta  or  detained  from  his  pleasures,  Mr.  Worcester 
discovered  that  the  islands  are  really  ruled  by  the  Arch- 
bishop. He  accordingly  planned  an  interview  with  his 
Holiness,  first  approaching  an  English-speaking  priest  of 
the  Jesuit  College.  Padre  S.  requested  to  be  told  exactly 
what  Mr.  Worcester  desired  to  obtain  from  the  Archbishop. 
Mr.  Worcester  said  he  wanted  an  order  for  his  baggage. 
Whereupon  the  padre  asked  him  if  he  did  not  consider  him- 
telf  rather  young  to  he  in  politics. 


American    Prote.      F^ited    >)y    Qeorgo    Bice    Carpenter. 

(MacmiUan.  Ts.  6d.) 
This  is  a  volume  of  representative  selectiona,  put  together 
on  the  model  of  Sir  Henry  Craik's  admiralilo  "  P>Dgli8h 
Prose  Writers."  Tliat  is  to  say,  half-a-do7.en  pieces  at 
most,  from  one  to  a  doxen  pages  long,  are  given  from  each 
author  chosen  ;  of  each  a  brief  biography  and  appre<:iation 
is  written  by  a  different  critic,  and  a  general  introduction 
by  a  general  editor  is  prefixed.  If  the  average  reading 
Englishman  were  asked  to  name  twenty-five  eminent 
American  writers  of  prose,  living  authors  ezclude<l,  ho 
would  probably  be  floored.  Hawthorne,  Emerson,  Poe, 
Wendell  Holmes,  Motley,  Lowell,  Thoreau,  Whitman, 
would  come  out  glibly  enough,  and  then  the  flow  would 
cease.  Nevertheless,  Prof.  Carpenter  gets  his  twenty-five. 
Those  mentioned  are,  of  course,  all  in  the  list,  and  with 
them  are  Cotton  Mather,  Jonathan  Edwards,  Benjamin 
Franklin,  George  Washington,  Thomas  Paine,  Thomas 
Jefferson,  Charles  Brockden  Brown,  Daniel  Webster, 
Washington  Irving,  James  Fenimore  Cooper,  William 
Hickling  Prescott,  Longfellow,  Abraham  Lincoln,  Ulyssee 
Grant,  George  William  Curtis,  and  Francis  Parkman. 
The  only  lady  held  worthy  is  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe.  It  is 
a  respectable  rather  than  a  brilliant  company.  Prof. 
Carpenter  puts  his  finger  on  the  weak  side  of  American 
prose  when  he  points  out  that,  with  the  exception  of 
Hawthorne,  there  is  hardly  a  writer  to  be  named  to  whom 
stjle  appeared  as  a  matter  for  conscious  attention.  The 
peculiarity  of  American  literature  is,  that  the  romantic 
revival  of  the  beginning  of  the  present  centurj-  hardly 
affected  it.  "With  very  few  exceptions,"  says  Prof. 
Carpenter,  "  our  literature  is  purely  pre- romantic,  purely 
eighteenth  century  in  its  simplicity  and  dignity,  in  its 
appeal  to  the  judgment,  in  the  degree  to  which  it  is 
directed  to  the  intelligence  and  sympathy  of  the  mass  of 
the  people,  and  in  the  extent  to  which  it  is  written  for 
their  behoof  or  comfort  or  amusement."  The  introductory 
essay,  from  which  this  excerpt  is  taken,  is  a  useful  and 
comprehensive  bit  of  criticism,  while  in  carrying  out  the 
general  design  of  the  book  Prof.  Carpenter  has  had  the 
assistance  of  a  competent  band  of  critics,  among  whom 
Prof.  C.  E.  Norton,  who  does  Lowell,  and  Mr.  W.  D. 
Howells,  who  does  Curtis,  are  noticeable.  We  are  sorry, 
however,  not  to  find  any  contribution  by  Mr.  J.  J. 
Chapman. 

Traditional  Games.     Vol.  II.      By  A.  B.  Gonune.     (Natt. 

128.  6d.) 
The  first  volume  of  Mrs.  Gomme's  work  appeared  some 
years  ago,  and  has  been  widely  recognised  as  one  of  the 
most  valuable  of  recent  contributions  to  English  folklore. 
The  method  is  that  of  a  dictionary.  The  games  are 
arranged  in  alphabetical  order,  and  under  each  Mrs. 
Gomme  gives  all  the  important  variants  in  the  mode  of 
play  which  have  reached  her  from  printed  or  unprinted 
sources,  analyses  them,  and  indicates  any  possible  origfin 
in  primitive  custom  or  ritual  which  has  occurred  to  her. 
The  first  game  so  treated  in  the  present  volume  is  the 
"singing  game  "of  "Oats  and  Beans  and  Barley";  the 
last  is,  oddly  enough,  another  form  of  the  same  game, 
"Would  you  know  how  doth  the  Peasant?"     Both  are 
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mimetic,  either  of  the  actual  agricultural  operation  of 
sowing,  or,  as  Mrs.  Gomme  appears  to  think,  of  what  was 
itself  an  imitation  of  this  process  in  the  ritual  of  the  early 
spring  festival.  Comparatively  few  English  games,  how- 
ever, can  be  shown  to  have  any  connexion  with  the  customs 
of  the  agricultural  cult.  The  most  important  besides  the 
one  mentioned  are  football  and  its  congeners,  and  the 
dramatic  game  of  "  Oranges  and  Lemons."  The  full 
significance  of  this  latter  game  Mrs.  Gomme  has  hardly 
seen.  In  almost  every  version  of  it  one  incident  represents 
the  cutting  oil  of  a  head ;  not,  as  Mrs.  Gomme  suggests, 
a  traitor's  head,  but  the  head  of  a  victim  sacrificed  for  the 
fertility  of  the  year's  crops.  This  head  is  then  struggled 
for  in  the  "  tug-of-war  "  by  the  representatives  of  the  two 
adjacent  villages  which  offer  up  the  joint  sacrifice.  Not 
this  game  alone,  but  football,  tug-of-Nvar,  and  all  similar 
games,  would  have  been  clearer  to  Mrs.  Gomme  if  she  had 
considered  them  in  relation  to  the  Indian  village  festival 
described  in  her  husband's  Mhnology  in  Folklore.  The 
volume  ends  with  some  "  addenda  "  to  its  predecessor,  and 
with  a  memoir  in  which  Mrs.  Gomme  gives  a  trial 
classification  of  games,  and  suggests  some  lines  upon 
which  the  study  of  the  rich  materials  she  has  coUected 
might  be  profitably  undertaken.  We  trust  that  Mr.  Nutt 
wiU  see  his  way  to  continuing  the  proposed  "  Dictionary 
of  British  Folklore,"  of  which  these  two  interesting  volumes 
are  a  first  instalment. 


China  in  Decay.     By  Alexis  Kjausse.     (Chapman  &  Hall.) 

It  was  an  excellent  idea  to  produce  at  this  juncture  a 
volume  of  moderate  dimensions  that  should  enable  the 
ordinary  man  to  understand  so  much  as  is  understandable 
as  to  the  Chinese  Question.  Mr.  Krausse,  whose  articles 
in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  and  the  Fortnightly  Revieic  have 
already  proved  him  to  be  well-equipped  with  knowledge,  has 
carried  out  that  idea  with  an  abundance  of  skill  and 
industrj'.  His  book  opens  with  an  account  of  the  country, 
its  people,  and  its  government,  and  then  you  come  to  two 
admirably  succinct  chapters  on  "  The  British  Eecord  "  in 
China.  For  these  alone  the  book  is  one  to  be  treasured, 
since  Mr.  Krausse  has  condensed  in  them  the  accumulated 
results  of  an  infinity  of  reading,  and  made  clear  the  whole 
of  our  relations  with  that  country.  No  one  who  has  read 
them  carefully  can  help  understanding  how  matters  have 
developed,  and  the  account  is  hardly  to  be  surpassed  for 
interest  if  one  is  content  to  regard  it  as  a  record  of  the 
ways  of  the  Chinese.  If,  however,  one  is  touched  with 
the  author's  enthusiasm  for  the  good  name  of  the  British 
Empire,  these  two  chapters  contain  a  considerable  amoimt 
of  matter  that  can  hardly  be  read  without  the  intensest 
indignation.  Following  these  there  come  chapters  on  the 
relations  of  Eussia,  France,  and  Germany  with  China. 
These  also  demand  to  be  read,  for  our  own  position  in  the 
Far  East  has,  of  course,  been  tremendously  affected  by 
the  importation  of  these  newiactors.  In  other  chapters 
Mr.  Krausse  deals  with  Chinese  trade  and  Chinese  politics, 
and  explains  (with  the  aid  of  a  map  which  is  probably 
unique,  in  that  it  contains  no  indication  of  the  things  that 
are  non-existent)  the  railway  system  of  that  country.  His 
concluding  chapters,  on  the  Situation  and  the  Future,  are 


by  way  of  being  prophecy.  He  is  convinced  that  the 
Chinese  Question  has  hardly  yet  been  heard  of,  and  that 
the  future  is  big  with  events  of  the  highest  moment.  Mr, 
Krausse  considers  that  we  have  lost  a  great  opportunity, 
and  that  the  only  thing  which  remains  to  us  is  to  wait  until 
Bussia  has  her  railways  completed,  and  is  ready  to  fight 
us  in  China,  when  we  shall  be  compelled  to  oblige  her 
without  the  chance  of  gaining  much  that  is  desirable. 
His  book  certainly  seems  to  prove  that  he  is  right,  and 
should  prove  of  the  utmost  value,  alike  to  the  publicist 
and  to  the  general  reader.  It  possesses  an  excellent  index, 
and  several  good  maps. 


Englith  Lyrics  from  Spenser  to  Milton.     Selected  by  John 

Dennis.     Illustrated  by  Anning  BeU.     (BeU.     6s.) 
Mr.   Anning  Bell,    whose   illustrated   Pilgrini's  Progress 
(with  Mr.  Firth's  very  admirable  introduction)  we  have 
already  noticed,  has  made  a  large  number  of  pictures  for  this 


MR.   ANNING  BELL'S  FRONTISPIECE  TO    "ENGLISH  LYRICS." 

volume.  The  poems  are  well  chosen  and  the  drawings  are 
l^leasing.  We  do  not  think  that  Mr.  Anning  BeU  gains 
either  in  strength  or  charm,  but  there  are  many  gay  and 
graceful  pictures  in  this  book,  the  frontispiece  of  which  we 
reproduce. 

The    Fmperor     ITadrian.      By    Ferdinand     Gregorovius. 
(MacmiUan.     12s.)  j 

Dr.  Gregorovius  is  best  known  by  his  elaborate  and 
important  history  of  Home  during  tlie  Middle  Ages.  The 
slighter  monograph  which  Miss  M.  E.  Robinson  has  now 
translated  was  originally  written  in  1851,  and  revised  in 
1883.  Without  being  a  great  work,  it  gives  a  good 
picture  both  of  the  Emperor  and  his  times,  and  has  the 
advantages  of  being  readably  written  and  faitlifuUy  trans- 
lated.    To  the  translation  a  preface  is  ccrtributed  by  Prof. 
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Pelhani,  who  probably  knows  more  about  the  earlier 
empire  than  any  man  living,  witli  the  poHsiblo  exception 
of  Mommson.  In  this  ho  gives  a  luminous  estimate  both  of 
the  book  and  its  subject.  Of  the  former  he  tells  us  that  it 
is  "  best  in  the  chapters  which  describe  the  general  culture, 
tlie  literary,  philosophic,  and  artistic  movements  of  the 
day ";  and  "  weakest  when  dealing  with  the  political 
history  and  with  the  many  technicalities  of  Roman 
administration."  About  Hadrian  himself  Prof.  Pelham 
is  much  more  enthusiastic.  He  considers  that  some 
injustice  has  been  done  to  him  in  comparison  with  his 
predecessor,  Trajan,  and  his  successor,  Marcus  Aurelius. 
Hadrian,  far  more  than  either  of  these,  was  a  g^eat  states- 
man, with  a  definite  ideal  and  a  well-considered  policy, 
e  had  formed  "  the  conception  of  the  empire  as  a  single, 
ell  compacted  state,  internally  homogeneous,  and  standing 
but  in  clear  relief  against  surrounding  barbarism."  To 
realise  this  conception  he  laboured  in  the  demarcation  of 
boundaries — witness  "  Hadrian's  Wall "  in  these  islands — 
and  the  consolidation  of  the  mistress  city  with  her  pro- 
vinces. This  aspect  of  Hadrian  is  not  altogether  brought 
out  in  Gregorovius's  book,  but  it  must  be  remembered  that 
the  inscriptions  and  similar  material  on  which  Prof. 
Pelham's  view  is  founded  have  largely  been  brought  to 
light  since  Gregorovius's  time. 


k  Postscript. 

"'  Nor  old  nor  young,  he  has  seen  something  of  the  sad- 
ness and  the  jest  of  life,  and  learned  the  wisdom  of  his 
pipe,  and  its  all-compelling  charm,  from  endurance  and 
experience.  He  is  an  embodiment  of  Nature's  lex  talionis, 
and,  so  regarded,  has  for  each  of  us  a  warning  not  to  be 
neglected  with  impunity."  Such  is  Mr.  Harry  Quilter's 
conception  of  the  Pied  Piper  of  Hamelin,  whose  history,  in 
Browning's  version,  he  has  just  published,  with  designs  by 
himself  and  decorations  by  Mrs.  Quilter.  The  work  is 
elaborate  and  ingenious,  and  the  industry  at  the  back  of  it 
is  colossal.  In  this  respect  Mr.  Quilter  is  akin  to  the 
monkish  illuminators  in  the  gray  abbeys  of  Touraine. 
"Three  thousand  hours  of  careful  work,"  says  Mr.  Quilter, 
have  been  expended  on  the  publication ;  and  if,  as  the 
late  Mr.  Tyson  held,  "  attainment  is  nothing  and  pleasure 
only  in  the  pursuit,"  why  then,  Mr.  Quilter  should  be  a 
hapjiy  man.  He  dedicates  the  work  to  all  children,  but 
in  particular  to  the  four  little  ones  for  whom  he  has  "  to 
pay  the  piper."  In  addition  to  the  ordinary  large  edition 
of  T)te  I'ied  Piper,  Mr.  Quilter  will  issue  also  a  small  one 
on  vellum,  and  a  very  sumptuous  one  printed  in  colours 
and  bound  in  silk. 

Once  again  Who^s  Who  (Black)  is  upon  us.  This  is  the 
best  of  the  Christmas  numbers.  It  is  not  exactly  literary, 
it  is  not  invariably  accurate,  but  it  is  interesting.  Curiosity 
is  as  noticeable  a  feature  of  human  nature  at  large  as  it  was 
of  Bluebeard's  widow,  and  Mr.  Sladen  provides  in  Who's 
WTio  a  banquet  for  the  curious.  Among  the  new  bio- 
graphies is  one  of  Don  Carlos,  who,  however,  pleads  guilty 
to  no  "  recreations."  On  the  other  hand,  Mr  Sladen  him- 
self is  still  a  Eugby  footballer,  and  Dr.  Leyds,  who  is 
another  new-comer  to  the  book,  favours  gymnastics,  music, 
and  art.     Mr.  Cecil  Ehodes  is  the  most  conspicuous  of  the 


1809  additions,  and  hia  list  of  recroaduns  is  tremendous. 
It  runs  thus : 

Kept  the  drag  at  Oxford ;  riden  daily  for  two  houni  at 
0  a.m.  ;  reada  chiefly  the  cliuurics,  of  which  he  ban  a  fine 
collection,  with  a  i«i>arate  library  of  typewritten  tranila- 
tiong  executed  spj-cially  for  him  ;  Froude  and  Carlyle  be 
admireg  univer»ally ;  favourite  reading,  biogra|ihy  and 
history  ;  knows  Gibbon  almost  by  heart ;  favonrite  work  of 
fiction,  Vanity  Fair,  which  he  admires  moretbao  any  nngle 
work  in  literature  ;  collects  old  furniture,  cbin»,  sod  curios 
generally,  with  a  preference  for  anything  Dutch ;  has  • 
Hir  Joshua  Boynolds;  fond  of  nearly  all  old  fashions; 
fond  of  old  things,  particularly  of  old  oak  chests ;  go«S 
in  greatly  for  gardening,  especially  rose-culture ;  good 
pyramid  player ;  a  fair  shot ;  has  a  menagerie  on  Table 
Mountain  ;  visits  his  lions  there  every  day  when  be  can ; 
his  Z;;bras,  ostriches,  and  buck  of  all  kind  are  not  caged, 
but  run  wild  in  huge  enclosed  tracts  of  tbu  mountain  ride. 
Who's  Who  is  very  capably  done,  and  is  most  useful. 

"  Went  to  see  Gretna  Green  .  .  .  and  made  the  old  parson 
who  jierforms  so  drunk  that  he  could  not  read  ye  marriage 
ceremony  to  a  couple  who  went  there  soon  after  to  be 
married,  and  they  were  obliged  to  wait  till  he  was  sober." 
"  Shot  three  wild  geese,  one  with  ball  at  150  yards  flying, 
and  another  at  100  measured  yards  flying."  "Beoolvedto 
live  as  jollily  this  New  Year  as  my  purse  and  constitution 
will  allow,  without  injuring  them."  These  are  three  entries 
from  a  diary  kept  by  Mr.  P.  J.  Thomson  at  the  end  of  the 
last  century.  Mr.  Thomson  was  the  grandfather  of  Col. 
R.  F.  Meysey-Thompson,  the  author  of  a  straggling,  enter- 
taining, and  artless  book  entitled  Reminiscences  of  The 
Course,  The  Camp,  The  Chase  (Arnold).  We  should  have 
Uked  more  of  the  grandfather's  tales,  but  the  grandson 
knows  his  subjects  and  has  seen  much. 

' '  This  is  an  age  of  vindications.  Robespierre  has  been 
vindicated,  and  so  has  Marat;  officious  apologists  have 
attempted  to  whitewash  the  unamiable  character  of 
Richard  III. ;  Tiberius  has  been  described  as  '  a  wise  and 
great  ruler,'  "  and  so  forth.  We  wonder  how  many  of 
our  readers  could  rightly  name  the  subject  of  the  essay  to 
which  these  words  serve  as  opening.  The  subject  is 
"Earwigs,"  the  writer  is  Mr.  Grant  AUen,  and  the  book 
is  Flashlights  an  Mature  (Newnes).  In  these  papers, 
reprinted  from  the  Strand  Magazine,  Mr.  Grant  Allen 
discourses  very  agreeably  and  pointedly — and  as  no  one  else 
could — upon  a  number  of  the  less  obvious  phenomena  of 
plant  and  insect  life. 

Yet  another  volume  on  the  recent  campaign  in  the 
Soudan  has  been  published.  This  time  the  writer  is  Mr. 
Ernest  N.  Bennett,  who,  in  the  interests  of  the  readers  of 
the  Westminster  Gazette,  exchanged  the  placid  pursuits  of  a 
fellow  and  lecturer  of  Hertford  College,  Oxford,  for  the 
uneasy  and  precarious  life  of  a  war  correspondent.  His 
book,  The  Doumfall  of  the  Dervishes  (Methuen) — in  obedi- 
ence to  an  unwritten  law  all  works  on  the  fall  of  Khartum 
have  to  bear  alliterative  titles — is  bright  and  readable. 
Better  ones  have,  however,  prece<led  it,  although  Mr. 
Bennett,  it  must  be  conceded,  has  new  things  of  his  own 
to  say. 

Amateur  acting  having  (for  the  actors)  perennial  fascina- 
tion, a  history  of  the  pastime  shoidd  find  many  readers. 
Mr.   W.    G.  Elliot's  Amateur  Acting  (Arnold)  covers  the 
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ground  with  some  thoroughness.  Mr.  Elliot,  who  is  well 
known  for  his  excellent  impersonations  on  the  professional 
stage  (he  is  now  playing  Manoouvring  Jane's  father  at  the 
Haymarket),  opens  the  book  with  anecdotes  of  amateur 
acting  at  Eton.  Once  "The  Corsican  Brothers"  was 
given  there  with  great  effect,  a  Master,  who  was  present, 
being  particularly  delighted  with  the  realism  of  the  paper 
snowstorm.  Subsequently  he  missed  a  bundle  of  the 
Middle  Division  Trial  Papers,  which  he  had  left  on  the 
Pupil-room  desk.  He  asked  sternly  if  anyone  had  seen 
them.  "  Please,  sir,"  came  a  quavering  voice,  "  please, 
sir,  the  snow."  "The  what  ?  "  "The  snow,  sir,  for  '  The 
Corsican  Brothers.'  "  All  the  Middle  Division  got  through 
that  exam.  Among  Mr.  Elliot's  contributors  are  Captain 
George  Nugent,  who  treats  of  the  Guards'  Burlesque ;  Mr. 
Yardley,  who  describes  the  Canterbury  "Old  Stagers" 
and  Amateur  Pantomime ;  and  Mr.  Claud  Nugent,  on  the 
O.U.D.8. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  writer  named  William 
Brighty  Bands,  who  was  known  as  the  Laureate  of  LiUiput. 
Thirty  years  ago  his  verses  were  in  many  nurseries,  and 
now  Mr.  Lane  has  reprinted  them,  with  pictures  by  Mr. 
Charles  Eobinson,  under 'the  title  LiUiput  Lyrics.  Here 
you  may  read  of  "  Shockhoaded  Cicely  and  the  Two 
Bears,"  and  of  "The  Giant  Erodgedobbulum,"  and  of 
"Clean  Clara."  Clean  Clara  cleaned  a  hundred  thousand 
things  : 

She  cleaned  the  tent-stitch  and  the  sampler  ; 

She  cleaned  the  tapestry  which  was  ampler ; 

Joseph  going  down  into  the  pit 

And  the  Shunammite  woman  with  the  boy  iu  a  fit. 

The  verses  are  easy  and  genial.  Mr.  Eobinson's  drawings 
have  similar  qualities,  but  are  sometimes  unnecessarily 
rough.  Erom  a  master  of  such  delicate  line  as  he  one 
resents  deliberate  uncouthness. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  "Ellen  Terry's  buoyancy,  her 
all-i^ervading  gracefulness,  the  charm  of  her  singular 
voice,  in  which  laughter  and  tears  seem  to  be  in  ever- 
lasting chase,  the  innate  femininity  of  all  she  attempts, 
do  in  fact  to  some  extent  disarm  cold  and  searching 
criticism,"  Mr.  Charles  Hiatt  has  subjected  our  famous 
actress  to  careful  examination,  and  has  presented  his 
results  in  a  volume  called  Ellen  Terry  and  her  Impersonations 
(Bell).  It  is  a  pleasing  book,  particularly  so  because 
Mr.  Hiatt  has  illustrated  it  prodigally  with  extremely 
good  portraits,  upon  which  it  is  ever  joy  to  look. 

Perhaps  the  most  interesting  article  in  HazelPs  Annual 
for  1899  (the  fourteenth  year  of  issue)  is  the  account  of 
Erance  during  the  year  just  closing.  To  summarise 
succinctly  so  much  in  so  small  a  space  is  no  light  achieve- 
ment. Among  the  new  biographies  are  those  of  Lord 
Kitchener,  M.  Dupuy,  M.  Declasse,  Major  Marchand,  and 
Colonel  Picquart.  The  Annual  preserves  its  excellence 
very  noticeably.  We  find,  however,  a  number  of  errors 
in  the  Summary  of  Literature  during  1898,  which  might 
easily  have  been  obviated. 

Mrs.  Meynell's  Flower  of  the  Mind  (Eichards)  makes  a 
very  comely  re-appearance  this  season  in  vellum  covers 
with  sage-green  ribbons. 


Fiction. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  JVevill  Tyson.     By  May  Sinclair. 
(Blackwood.     3s.  6d.) 

This  is  a  fine  novel.     Some  novels  are  fine  because  they 
are  perfectly  constructed ;  some  because  they  are,  in  the 
Baconian  sense,  "  full"  books.     This  novel  is  fine  because 
it  is  fresh,  witty,  subtle,  and  courageous.     In  its  splashes 
of  melodrama  it  concedes  to  the  reader,  who  likes  to  be 
shaken  up,  something  of  art,  but  nothing  of  truth.     We 
lay  it  down,  liking  it  none  the  less  for  its  faults.     It  is  a 
story  of  the  sinister  developments  of  a  love  match.     Mr. 
Tyson,  at  the  time  of  his  marriage,  is  thirty-six,  clever, 
ambitious,  fickle,  sensual,  and  soiled  by  experience ;  Mrs. 
Tyson    being    under     twenty,    beautiful,    uninteUectual, 
altogether  charming,  the  soul  of  indiscretion,   and   loyal 
unto    death.       The    interesting    pair    scandalise    county 
society,    and   the   innocent   woman  is  blamed ;   but   Miss 
Sinclair  is  not  deeply  concerned  with  the  attitude  of  the 
spectators.      At  hand  she  has  a  much   more   engrossing 
subject — namely,  sensualism  considered  as  the  incitamenta 
egging  a  man  on  to  victimise  love,  to  pervert  the  values 
of  life.     Mr.   Tyson   has   married   a  woman   whose   one 
thought  is  to  please  him ;  he  calls  her  a  fool,  playfully, 
and  a  fool  she  is  in  that  tragic  sense  which  makes  the 
authoress    exclaim,     by  way   of    comment   on    the   text, 
"  Christ  came   into   the   world  to    save    sinners "  :   "  Oh, 
Molly,  Molly !  what  has  He  done  for  fools  ?  "     Certainly, 
this  fool  is  not  "  saved."     Because  her  beauty  seemed  to 
dwindle  with  nursing,  Mr.  Tyson  obliged  her  to  surrender 
her  baby  to  someone  who  suffered  it  to  die  of  neglect ; 
and  she  lost  her  beauty,  after  all,  in  trying  to  save  him 
from   being   burned  to   death.      Then   it   was   that   Mr. 
Tyson's  body  and  soul  fought  together,  and  Mrs.  Tyson's 
soul  "  was  struggling  with  its  immortality."     Mr.  Tyson 
could  not  live  with  a  marred  face,  could  not  conceal  his 
repugnance  to  it,  and  Mrs.   Tyson   knew  it.      This  was 
her  tragedy,  and  his  tragedy  lay  in  the  fact  that  his  soul 
was  filled  with  passionate  tenderness  for  a  woman  whom 
his   sensuality   sternly,   uncompromisingly   rejected.     We 
need  go  no  further  in  the  story :  the  end  is  here,  whatever 
merciful  tragic  bustle  may  confuse  our  perception  of  it. 
Personally,  we  are  not  confused ;  and  the  book  stands  out 
in  our  mind  with  distinctness. 

The  subsidiary  characters  of  Miss  Sinclair's  book  are 
admirably  drawn.  Praise  must  be  given  to  Mrs.  Wilcox, 
Molly's  loquacious  mother,  gifted  with  "rapt  inconse- 
quence," who  remembered  that  there  "  were  showers  at 
your  poor  father's  funeral,  for  my  new  crepe  was  ruined"  ; 
Miss  Batchelor,  the  great  dame  of  the  county,  who  was 
doomed  to  perpetual,  maidenhood  on  account  of  her  clever- 
ness ;  and  Captain  Stanistreet,  who  could  "  be  faithful — 
to  another  man's  wife,"  but  remained  a  considerate 
gentleman  even  at  passion's  height.  Stanistreet's  passion 
for  Molly  is  a  thoughtful  and  delicate  study.  We  will 
quote  a  passage  concerning  their  intercourse,  which  shows 
tiie  fine  quality  of  Miss  Sinclair's  style  : 

A  man  lurched  up  against  the  side  of  the  hansom ;  a 
coarse,  swollen  face  Hamiug  with  drink  was  pressed   to 
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the  glass,  close  to  her  own.  As  sho  shrauk  back  in 
horror  .  .  .  her  face  sought  Ntanistreet,  the  soft  fringe 
of  her  hair  brushed  against  his  cheek.  She  had  never 
been  so  near  to  him  ;  never,  in  the  abstracliuu  uf  her 
terror,  so  far  away. 

This,  too,  is  a  fine  piece  of  characterisation  : 

[Tyson]  stopped  before  the  chimney -piece  ;  it  was 
covered  with  ridiculous  objects,  the  things  that  please  a 
child :  there  were  Swiss  cow-bells  and  stags  carved  in 
wood,  Chinese  idols  that  wagged  their  heads,  little  images 
of  performing  cats.  .  .  .  •'  T-t-t-tt !  What  affecting 
absurdity  ! "  .  .  .  He  never,  never  forgot  the  expression 
of  a  certain  brass  porcupine  that  was  somehow  a  pen- 
wiper ;  it  seemed  to  belong  to  a  world  gone  mad,  where 
everything  was  something  else,  where  porcupines  were 
penwipers. 


iVawno.     By  Eosa  Mulholland. 
(Grant  Eichards.     Cs.) 

Eosa  Mui.holiand  (Lady  Gilbert)  has  given  us  in  Nanno, 
a  Daughter  of  the  State — to  quote  the  full  title — a  pathetic 

idyll  of  the  Irish  soil. 
The  book  is  sad  and 
sombre.  As  we  read 
it  we  were  reminded 
again  and  again  of 
J^l*  J'  the  art  of  J.  F.  Millet, 

and  knew  that  herein, 
as  in  the  pictures  of 
that  painter,  is  the 
work  of  a  sincere  and 
pitying  mind. 

Nannd's  plot   is   of 
^      ._,  the  simplest.     In  the 

beginning  we  see  this 
daughter  of  the  State 
returning  with  a  chUd 
in  her  arms  to  the 
poorhouso  where  she 
was  born,  and  from  which,  a  year  ago,  she  had 
been  turned  into  the  world,  an  able-bodied  servant 
of  sixteen.  For  the  girls  to  come  back  burdened  as 
Nanno  was  burdened  is  only  too  common  an  experience ; 
but  Nanno  had  spirit,  and  she  vowed  herself  to  the 
struggle  for  an  honest  living.  After  encouragement 
from  one  of  the  worthiest  priests  in  Irish  fiction,  Nanno 
walked  soutli  and  found  work  on  a  farm.  She  was 
beautiful  and  modest,  and  before  long  the  farmer  began 
to  look  on  her  with  favourable  eyes.  They  became 
betrothed,  and  all  went  well.  Lady  Gilbert  here  shows  us 
the  very  Irish  soil  and  its  tillers :  her  pages  are  sweet 
with  the  moist  Irish  air  and  musical  with  the  Waterford 
brogue.  But  mischief  is  made,  and  Nanno's  hopes  are 
undone,  and  the  book  has  a  bitter  close.  It  is  miserably 
sad,  just  as  life  is  so  often  miserably  sad.  But  Lady 
Gilbert  never  forces  the  point,  never  adds  sorrow  violently. 
There  is  a  natural  sequence  of  events,  and  they  are  laid 
before  us  with  fine  skill  and  reticence.  The  book  is  a 
good  book,  quietly  and  most  capably  written,  and  more 
than  written — felt. 


ROSA   MULHOLLAND. 
Phniotiraph  by  Chancellor^  Dublin. 


Lov«  Among  the  Liont.     By  F.  Anatey. 
(Dent,     'in.) 

No  one  can  relate  bo  poignantly  aa  Mr.  Anstey  the  woo*  of 
a  commonplace  young  man  in  a  fix.  Leander  Tweddle 
embarrassed  by  his  Tinted  Venus ;  Mr.  Bultitude  anionnf  the 
high-spirited  young  gentlemen  at  Dr.  Orimstono's  Hchcjol ; 
Mr.  Clarion  Blair,  the  poet,  in  the  position  of  a  veterinary 
surgeon  in  a  country  town — these  examples  will  jump  to 
mind  at  once.  Mr.  Anstey  has  dealt  with  all  with  marvel- 
lous fidelity  to  discomfort :  so  dexterously  that  we  shiver 
and  shudder  too,  even  as  the  victims  themselves.  And  now 
to  this  company  of  luckless  men  he  adds  Theodore  Blenkin- 
sop,  tea-taster,  whose  misfortune  it  was  to  love  Lurana  de 
Castro,  a  young  woman  intent  upon  being  married  in  a 
cage  of  lions  at  the  World's  Fair  in  the  Agricultural  Hall. 
How  Mr.  Blenkinsop  did  not  want  to  be  married  in  a  lions' 
cage  but  pretended  he  did,  and  what  g^ef  s  were  his  en  route 
to  the  wedding,  nmst  be  left  to  the  reader  to  find  out.  The 
book  is  not  Mr.  Anstey  at  his  best ;  but  the  agony  is  piled 
up  most  divertingly  and  the  end  is  a  most  ingenious 
surprise.     We  recommend  it  for  reading  aloud. 


Afterwards,  and  Other  Storiet.     By  Ian  Maclaren. 
(Ilodder  &  Stoughton.     Cs.) 

A  SOLID,  stolid  volume,  of  which  the  main  intention  is  to 
be  pathetic.  Ian  Maclaren's  recipe  for  pathos  is  a  simple 
one — a  death-bed.  Here  are  several  extracts  which  show 
his  manner  of  doing  the  thing.  In  every  case  save  the 
lust  they  mark  the  climax  of  a  story ;  the  last  extract  occurs 
at  the  first  and  lesser  of  two  climaxes  : 

la  the  morning  the  Doctor  was  still  sitting  in  his  big 
chair,  and  Skye  was  fondly  licking  a  hand  that  would 
never  again  caress  him  ...  ("  Dr.  Davidson's  Last 
Christmas  "). 

And  Rosa  knew  that  Domsie  had  seen  the  Great  Secret 
and  was  at  last,  and  completely,  satisfied  ("  The  Passing 
of  Dumsie  "). 

And  the  soul  of  the  faithful  servant  was  with  the  Lord, 
Whom,  not  having  seen,  he  had  loved  ("  Father  Jinks"). 

The  astonishment  passed  into  joy,  and  the  light  thereof 
still  touched  and  made  beautiful  his  face  as  the  probationer 
fell  ou  sleep  ("  A  Probationer"). 

Once  he  thanked  the  niursc  for  her  attentions,  and  just 
before  he  passed  away  she  caught  the  words  "through 
much  tribulation  .  .  .  euter  the  Kingdom  .  .  .  Ood" 
("  Righteous  Overmuch  "). 

She  lay  as  she  had  died,  waiting  for  his  coming,  and  the 

smile  with  which  she  had  said  his  name  was  still  on  her 

face  ("  Afterwards  "). 

It  will  not,  we  imagine,  be  denied  that  these  quotations 

disclose  a  certain  monotony  of  means  on  the  part  of  the 

author;  and,  indeed,  his  effects  throughout  the  book  are 

of  a  facile  and  obvious  order.     The  most  ambitious  tales 

in  the  collection  are  "Afterwards"  and  "Father  Jinks." 

As  regards  the  first,  we  must  admit  that  it  makes  a  brazen 

appeal  to  the  emotions.     The  very  bravado  of  its  unnatural- 

ness  and  improbability  has  a  superficial  air  of  artistic 

courage ;  but  not  only  does  the  importunate  noise  of  it 

render  it  futile,  it  fails  in  another  way  :  the  hero,  though 

Ian  Maclaren  does  not  seem  to  think  so,  is  an  unredeemed 
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cad,  with  whom  one  cannot  for  an  instant  sjanpathise. 
We  fancy  that  "  Father  Jinks  "  was  meant  to  be  specially 
impressive  ;  to  our  mind  it  suffers  from  a  clumsy  arrange- 
ment, and  the  culminating  pathos  is  decidedly  dragged  in 
by  the  heels. 

The  book  displays  an  aptitude  for  the  short  story  form, 
and  an  outlook  upon  the  world  which  is  wide  and  tolerant 
(but  rather  self-consciously  so).  It  does  not,  however, 
represent  Ian  Maclaren  adequately. 


Notes  on  Novels. 
[^The»g  notes  on  the  weeVs  output  of  fiction  are  not  necessarily 

final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  will  follow.^ 
Thk  Adventurers.  By  H.  B   Marriott  Watsox. 

This  is  the  tale  of  treasure-trove  with  which  Mr.  Marriott 
Watson  has  been  lending  excitement  to  the  pages  of  a  boys' 
paper.  It  is  dedicated  prettily  and  punningly  "  Eosso  Mundi." 
Some  of  the  chapters  are :  "What  Happened  in  the  0*6  tie,"  "  The 
Finding  of  the  Treasure,"  "  We  Take  a  Prisoner,"  "  We  Hold 
the  Castle,"  "  We  Turn  Highwaymen."  The  period  is  the 
present,  and  the  heroes  are  boys.     (Harper,     (is.) 

The  Associate  Hermits.  By  F.  R.  Stockton. 

In  this  work  of  elaborate  nouseuse  Mr.  Stockton  pursues 
the  vein  of  The  Casting  Away  of  Mrs.  Leeks  and  Mrs.  Aleshine. 
It  tells  of  a  young  couple  who,  objecting  themselves  to  honey- 
moons, persuaded  the  bride's  father  and  mother  to  spend  it 
instead.  Some  peculiarly  Stocktonian  adventures  result. 
(Harper.     6s.) 

GosTA  Bertjng's  Saga.  By  Seltna  Lageblof- 

This  is  the  translation,  by  Lillie  Tudeer,  of  a  novel  dealing 
with  the  fortunes  of  an  unfrocked  priest.  The  principal  figure, 
after  him,  is  the  wife  of  Major  Samzeiuls.  She  says  to  the 
unhappy  Berling :  "  I  am  the  Lady  of  the  Manor  at  Ekeby  and 
the  most  powerful  woman  in  Varmland.  If  I  lift  a  finger,  the 
county  police  skip ;  if  I  lift  two,  the  bishop  does  the  same ;  if 
I  lift  three,  I  can  make  the  archbishop  and  council  and  all  the 
judges  and  land  proprietors  in  Varmland  dance  polkas  on 
Karlstad  market-place.  And  yet  I  tell  you,  boy,  I  am  nothing 
but  a  dressed-up  corpse.  God  alone  knows  how  little  life  there 
is  in  me  !  "     (Chapman  &  HaU.     6s.) 

A  Ward  or  the  King.  By  Kathaeinb  S.  Macquoid. 

A  romance  of  Languedoc.  The  heroine  is  ordered  by  the 
king  to  wed  with  Monsieur  de  Laval.  "  '  I  am  to  be  the  reward 
of  the  Count  for  some  service  he  has  rendered  to  his  Majesty 
...  is  it  not  sad  ?  There  is  to  be  no  pleasant  wooing  like  to 
that  in  Gillonne's  ballad ;  I  have  no  power  to  say  No,  as 
Yvonne  did.'  E-olland's  face  had  grown  very  stem."  Such  is 
the  germ  of  a  very  pleasant  romance  by  this  practised  writer- 
(John  Long.     68.) 

The  Lady  of  Ceiswold.  By  Leonard  Oxjtram. 

A  young  earl  with  £60,000  a  year  desires  to  marry,  and  per- 
petuate a  family  which  has  endured  for  twelve  centuries.  A 
first  wife  has  died  childless,  and  he  is  wooing  a  second  when 
the  story  opens.  We  observe  that  she  becomes  insane.  Hardly 
a  pleasant  story.  (Greening.  2s.  6d.) 
The  Gohtchen.  By  Stazel  Dene. 

A  tale  of  an  Arran  glen,  full  of  difi&oult  dialect.  A  marriage 
is  thus  described  :  "The  aged  minister,  a  real  Highlander,  had 
his  doubts  if  he  '  wass  '  doing  right  in  making  them  join  hands, 
but  finally  he  concluded  his  remarks  by  saying :  '  You  two 
shall  now  be  made  wan  beef ' — beef  and  rtesh  being  the  same 
in  Gaelic."     (Digby,  Long  &  Co.     3s.  6d.) 


The  Triumph  of  Failure.  By  the  Ret.  P.  A.  Sheehan. 
A  story  of  strong  Roman  Catholic  interest.  The  hero  writes, 
towards  the  end :  "I  am  writing  these  memories  of  a  tempted 
sold  in  a  little  cell,  facing  the  west.  .  .  .  It  has  but  one  orna- 
ment— the  Christ  of  my  dream — a  huge  black  crucifix,  and  the 
white,  stained  figure  of  my  Master."     (Bums  &  Gates.) 

The  Bohemian  Girls.  By  Florence  Warden. 

By  the  author  of  Those  Westerton  Girls,  Oirls  will  he  Qirls, 
The  Girls  at  the  Grange,  and  other  novels.  The  principal 
Bohemian  girls  were  Dinah  and  Mildred  WUde,  and  they 
smoked  and  betted  and  drank  champagne  and  played  billiards  ; 
and  when  the  family  crash  came  they  went  on  the  stage. 
After  that,  love  affairs  which  occupy  the  reader  imtil  the  end. 
(F.  V.  White.     6s.) 

The  Gates  of  Temptation.  By  Mrs.  A.  S.  Beadshaw 
This  is  described  as  a  "  natural  novel."  We  open  it  and 
read:  "'God  forgive  me  if  jou  are  false  to  me  1 '  Dorian 
exclaimed,  as  he  gatheied  her  in  his  arms  and  carried  her  to 
the  Oriental  lounge,  and  pillowed  her  head  upon  his  breast.  .  .  . 
It  was  useless  her  trying  to  remonstrate  with  him.  He  cast 
aside  all  arguments  by  taking  her  chin  in  his  haiid,  and  com- 
manding her  to  kiss  him."     (Greening.     2s.  Od.) 

The  Boedeeland  of  Society.  By  Charles  B.  Davis. 

Seven  short  stories,  five  of  which  have  appeared  in  maga- 
zines.    (Chicago  :  Herbert  8.  Stone  &  Co.) 

His  Counterpart.  By  Russell  M.  Garnier. 

"  An  historical  romance  of  the  early  years  of  John  Churchill, 
first  Duke  of  Marlborough."  The  teller  is  Oliver  Drake.  "I 
was  born  exactly  a  year  before  Worcester  fight,  at  Bougham, 
near  Bury  St.  Edmunds.  The  same  year  was  bom  cousin 
John,  only  right  the  other  side  of  England,  at  Ash  House, 
near  Axminster,  the  seat  of  our  common  grandmother.  Lady 
Drake."  The  two  cousins  were  exactly  alike :  hence  these 
pages,  which  are  full  of  fight.     (Harper.     6s.) 

Gambles  with  Destiny.  By  George  Griffiths. 

Five  stories  wherein  "  under  other  names,  and  under  different 
conditions  of  nationality  and  circumstances,  it  is  the  same 
man — or,  to  be  more  (wirect,  the  same  virile  principle — which 
fights  the  battle  with  Destiny."  The  first  story  is  called 
"  HeUviUe,  U.S.A."  Sensation  triple  distilled.  (F.  V.  White. 
3s.  6d.) 

The  Auld  Meetin'-Hoose  Geeen.  By  A.  M'Ilroy. 

More  KaUyard.  "Theology  at  the  Lint  Dam";  "The 
Divinity  Student  "  ;  "A  Minister  and  a  Man  "  ;  "  The  Old 
Precentor  'Crosses  the  Bar'";  and  so  forth.  A  consecutive 
narrative  runs  through  the  book.  It  is  sair  pathetic.  (McCaw 
&  C.«.     6s.) 

The  Maze  of  Life.  By  George  Newcomen. 

Two  stories  in  one:  "The  Career  of  Charlie  Brownrigg'' 
and  "The  Vanities  of  Jaspar  West."  Here  is  a  sentence: 
"That  there  is  no  greater  pleasure  in  life  than  waltzing  upon 
a  good  floor,  to  good  music,  and  with  a  partner  whose  step 
suits  one  exactly,  will  be  unhesitatingly  agreed  to  by  all  who 
have  tried  it."     Question.     (BeUairs.     Ss.  6d.  net.) 

A  Near  Thing.  By  H.  C.  Bentley. 

A  collection  of  sensational  stories.     One  is  told  by  a  horse. 
(F.  V.  White.     6s.) 
Misconception.  By  Mrs.  Faure  Walker. 

A  tranquil,  readable  novel  concerning  county  families  and 
well-bred  people.  The  heroine  misconceives  the  intention  of  a 
good  old  Colonel  who  comes  to  plead  the  cause  of  a  younger 
man  of  weak  character.     (Chapman  &  Hall.     6s.) 
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William  Black. 

By    Justin     McCarthy, 

It  was  my  good  fortune  to  know  the  late  William  Black 
from  the  very  beginning  of  his  career  in  London.  He 
became  a  member  of  the  literary  staff  of  the  Morning  Star, 
the  daily  newspaper  which  then  represented  the  political, 
economical,  and  social  views  of  Richard  Cobden  and  John 
Bright.  Black  had  but  lately  come  up  from  Scotland  to 
seek  his  fortune  in  London,  and  he  made  himself  welcome 
to  the  Morning  Star  by  his  brilliant  gifts  as  a  writer.  His 
inclination  at  that  time  seemed  to  be  towards  the  writing 
of  poetry,  as  his  inclination  had  previously  been  towards 
the  art  of  the  painter.  He  wrote  verses  which  had  un- 
doubtedly the  true  poetic  touch  and  feeling  in  them ;  but 
his  work  on  the  Morning  Star  consisted  chiefly  of  bright, 
descriptive  prose.  From  the  very  first  he  showed  a 
genuine  skill  and  power  in  describing  any  scene  that  came 
before  his  eyes — a  street  crowd,  a  landscape,  a  picturesque 
ceremonial  of  any  kind,  anything  that  had  in  it  either 
colour  and  movement,  or  colour  and  absolute  stillness.  We 
had  an  evening  edition  of  our  paper  called  the  Evening 
Star,  and  in  that  every  day  we  had  a  special  column  or  two 
entitled  "Headings  by  Starlight,"  and  to  those  "  Readings 
by  Starlight"  Black  contributed  many  a  sketch.  His 
contributions  were  essays  on  all  manner  of  subjects — bright, 
odd  fantasies,  pictorial  studies  of  landscape  and  crowd,  short 
stories,  vivid  little  essays  ;  everything  that  gave  a  chance  to 
his  love  for  the  poetic  and  the  picturesque.  During  the  war 
between  Prussia  and  Austria,  in  1866,  Black  went  out  as 
special  correspondent  from  the  Morning  Star  to  the  Prussian 
Camp ;  and  he  did  his  work  as  a  war  correspondent  well, 
as,  indeed,  he  did  everything  well  that  he  attempted  ;  but 
it  was  not  the  kind  of  work  that  he  would  have  chosen  to 
do  if  absolutely  left  to  himself,  and  I  do  not  think  he  ever 


became  a  special  correMpondent  again.  He  gained  aome- 
thing  from  hia  experience,  however,  which  waa  of  ua«  to 
him  in  more  than  one  of  his  novels  ;  and  the  experienoe, 
with  oil  its  roughness  and  oil  its  difHculties,  must  hare 
been  in  a  certain  sense  congenial  with  his  tastea,  for  he 
had  an  inborn  love  for  Gennan  scenery  and  German 
literature.  He  was  a  dreamer  about  Germany  before  he 
ever  saw  the  Rhine.  I  think  that  through  his  whole 
literary  career  the  scenery  in  which  he  most  delighted 
after  that  of  his  own  Scotland,  and  of  the  England  which 
lie  mode  his  home,  was  that  of  Germany  and  of  Brittany. 

When  the  Mominy  Star  ceased  to  exist  Black  >)ecame 
attache<I  to  the  editorial  staff  of  the  Daily  Ntuis,  and  there 


MB.    WILLIAM    BLACK. 
From  a  Photograph  by  El'Aott  *  Fry. 

I  became  once  again  a  colleague  of  his,  after  I  had  been 
absent  for  a  considerable  time  in  the  United  States.  Black, 
however,  gave  up  journalism  soon  after  my  return  to 
England.  He  had  found  his  path  in  life  as  a  writer  of 
novels,  and  he  held  to  that  path  and  never  showed  the 
least  desire  to  wander  from  it.  I  am  not  about  to  enter 
into  any  consideration  of  my  dear  old  friend's  place  as  an 
author  of  fiction.  That  has  been  settled  long  since.  He 
opened  a  new  chapter  in  novel  writing,  and  his  name  will 
always  be  remembered  when  the  literature  of  Queen 
Victoria's  reign  is  called  to  mind.  My  desire  is  rather 
to  say  a  few  words  about  the  man  himself,  during 
a  friendship  which  lasted  for  more  than  thirty 
years.  I  have  never  met  with  a  man  who  knew 
more  thoroughly  the  kind  of  work  which  it  beet 
suited  him  to  do.  Rousseau  has  somewhere  deplored  the 
fact  that  so  few  men  are  able  to  make  up  their  minds  as  to 
the  value  of  this,  that,  and  the  other  ambition  of  life  to 
them,  and  to  put  away  resolutely  all  that,  in  that  sense, 
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was  of  no  account  to  them.  William  Black  was  certainly- 
one  of  those  rare  and  happy  men.  His  tastes  were  very 
varied :  he  loved  painting  and  music  and  reading,  as  he 
loved  yachting  and  shooting  and  travel.  Although  he 
took  no  part  whatever  in  active  political  life,  yet  he  had 
dear  and  decided  political  opinions,  and  was  in  thorough 
sympathy  with  many  a  good  cause.  But  he  did  not  allow 
anything  to  withdraw  him  from  his  own  especial  work  in 
life ;  and,  happily  for  him,  even  his  love  of  the  sea, 
and  of  the  moors  and  travel,  only  helped  him  to 
accomplish  his  own  peculiar  purposes,  and  supplied 
him  with  ever  new  material  for  the  exercise  of  his 
craft.  He  had  no  ambition  whatever  to  shine  in  Society. 
His  books,  as  everyone  knows,  were  greatly  admired  by 
Queen  Victoria  ;  and  there  were  many  inducements  to  him 
to  seek  for  a  welcome  in  the  very  highest  circles  of  English 
life.  But  Black  had  no  social  ambition  of  that  kind  to 
trouble  his  mind,  and  would  not  have  crossed  the  street 
for  the  sake  of  having  his  name  chronicled  in  the  pages 
of  a  Society  newspaper.  Yet  he  was  not  in  any  sense 
whatever  a  self-centred  or  a  lonely  man.  Nobody  could 
have  enjoyed  pleasant  company  more  than  William  Black 
did ;  he  had  as  keen  an  appreciation  of  good  fellowship 
as  he  had  of  mountain  and  of  lake.  He  was  a  most 
charming  host ;  and  in  his  home — Paston  House,  Brighton 
— used  to  welcome  gatherings  of  friends  whose  only  quali- 
fication was  to  be  bright  and  humorous  and  genial,  and, 
above  all  things,  not  to  be  commonplace. 

Black  was  not  a  great  talker,  although  he  could  always 
say  good  things,  and  he  loved  to  keep  the  talk  going. 
Indeed,  he  impressed  strangers  by  his  habitual  quietness 
and  reserve  ;  he  did  not  care  in  the  least  to  be  lionised,  and 
people  who  came  obviously  with  the  intention  of  transact- 
ing a  literary  conversation  with  him  were  apt  to  set  him 
down  as  naturally  shy  and  silent.  He  was,  however,  a 
capital  talker,  and  he  had  a  great  variety  of  subjects.  He 
had  been  about  the  world  a  good  deal,  and  he  never  went 
anywhere  without  bringing  something  back  which  other 
travellers  might  have  left  wholly  unnoticed.  Whatever 
he  felt,  he  felt  deeply.  I  remember  his  reading  out 
one  night  at  my  house,  many  years  ago,  the  whole 
of  Swinburne's  poem,  Hesperia,  with  a  feeling  and  what 
I  might  call  a  dramatic  form  of  expression,  if  it  were 
not  evidently  altogether  unstudied,  which  brought  every 
shade  of  the  poet's  meaning  to  the  heart  and  the 
intelligence  of  all  his  listeners,  some  of  whom,  before  he 
began  to  read,  were  prejudiced  against  Swinburne,  and 
could  not  believe  there  was  anything  in  him  that  was  not 
strained,  overwrought,  and  unnatural.  One  thing  I  believe 
William  Black  could  not  do  :  he  could  not  make  a  speech. 
At  least,  so  he  often  told  me  and  others,  and  I  am  sure  he 
meant  what  he  said  ;  but  somehow  I  think  that  if  he  had 
ever  been  forced  by  irresisrible  necessity  to  attempt  an 
oration,  he  woidd  have  got  out  of  the  difficulty  with  some 
happy  sentences  destined  to  find  a  place  in  the  memories 
of  his  listeners.  He  was,  so  far  as  I  could  see, 
perfectly  unspoilt  by  his  success,  and  those  who  can 
carry  their  recollections  back  to  the  days  when  A 
Daughter  of  Heth  and  the  Princess  of  Thule  made  their 
appearance  will  know  what  a  success  that  was  which 
lighted  up  a  literary  career  hitherto  comparatively  obscure. 


Black  thoroughly  understood  his  own  work  and  its  value. 
As  Thackeray  says  in  the  preface  to  Pendennis,  "  He  could 
no  more  ignore  his  success  than  he  could  any  otlier  event 
of  his  life."  But  Black  never  over-rated  the  value  of  his 
own  work ;  he  never  fell  into  the  mistake,  so  common 
among  other  authors,  of  idealising  wliat  he  had  done  and 
feeding  himself  with  the  delusion  that  he  had  attained 
perfection.  He  was  a  thoroughly  modest  worker  ;  he  did 
his  very  best,  and  he  did  it  in  his  own  way  ;  but  he  was  a 
keen  observer  of  everything,  even  of  his  own  work, 
and  he  was  too  conscientious  an  artist  to  indulge 
in  self-conceit.  Some  of  his  literary  friends  used  to 
say  that  he  had  a  very  easy  time  of  it,  for  during  a 
g^eat  part  of  his  successful  years  it  was  his  custom  to  write 
but  two  hours  a  day,  and  that  not  by  any  means  on  every 
day  in  the  week.  But  then  Black  was  working  hard  at 
his  books  before  he  put  a  pen  to  paper.  He  thought  out 
his  scenes  and  his  characters,  and  their  meetings  and  their 
talk  (he  had  seldom  much  of  a  story  to  trouble  himself 
with) ;  he  thought  them  out  in  the  streets,  in  hansom  cabs, 
on  the  deck  of  his  yacht,  in  long  walks  by  the  sea ;  and 
when  he  sat  down  to  his  desk  he  had  only,  as  he  told  me 
himself  more  than  once,  to  copy  out  what  was  already 
written  down  in  his  mind.  Black's  friends  have  gone, 
some  of  them,  very  difEerent  ways  since  those  far-off  days 
when  he  wrote  for  the  Morning  Star :  some  have  stuck  to 
journalism  and  done  nothing  else  and  grown  prosperous, 
and  some  have  stuck  to  journalism  and  have  not  prospered, 
and  some  have  become  successful  painters,  and  some 
have  gone  into  politics  and  have  almost  lost  touch  of 
the  delightful  literary  life,  and  one  at  least  has  become 
a  supreme  authority  on  finance,  although  in  no  wise 
personally  associated  with  companies  or  speculations  of 
any  kind  ;  but  one  thing  in  common  I  think  I  can 
positively  affirm  of  all  Black's  early  friends,  and  that  is, 
they  aU  remained  his  friends  up  to  the  very  last. 


Favourite  Books  of  1898. 

Second  Article. 

Last  week  we  printed  a  large  number  of  replies  from  well- 
known  men  and  women,  wherein  they  named  the  two 
books  which  during  the  past  year  they  had  read  with 
most  pleasure  and  interest.  Several  answers  which  have 
been  received  since  then  are  given  below.  Mr.  Henry 
Norman's,  we  might  point  out,  was  posted  in  time  for 
our  last  issue,  but^miscarried  in  the  post. 

Miss  Ellen  Terry  : 
The  Forest  Lovers. 
G.  B.  Shaw's  Plays. 


Lord  Grimtiiorpe  : 

Dean  Merivale's  Autoliography. 
The  Life  of  Edward  Thring. 


Mr.  Austin  Dobson  : 

Anatole  France's  Le  Mannequin  d' Osier 
Eostand's  Cyrano  de  Bergerac. 
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Sir  Francis  Jkunk  : 

Mahan's  Life  of  Nehon. 

•      Rostand's  Cyrano  dt  liergtrae. 
limnarck  :   TIte  Man,  and  the  StaUmnan. 


Mr.  Pett  Ridok  : 


Mr.  Qeoroe  Saintsbury  : 

Poesias  del  Arcipreste  de  Ilita. 
Tlte  Worlit  of  Buhop  Hurd. 


Prof.  DowDEN : 

Wyndham's  Poem»  of  Shakeitpeare. 
Bartlett's  Concordance  to  Shaketpeare. 


Admiral  Sir  Novtell  Salmon  : 
B     Duncan's  Penelope  in  Scotland. 
Jacobs's  Mani/  Cargoex. 


Mr.  Henry  Norman  : 
Busch's  Bismarck. 
Bismarck  :   The  Man  and  the  Statesman. 


Dr.  Robertson  Nicoll  : 

Aylwin  and  Life  is  Life  ;  but  I  should  like  also  to 
mention,  if  it  is  allowable,  The  Forest  Lovers  and 
Mord  Hm'ly. 


Mr.  Jonathan  Hutchinson  : 

The  Home  University.     I'ol.  L 
The  Encyclopmdia  Britannica. 


Mr.  R.  S.  HiCHENs : 
^_       I  am  very  sorry  that  I  can't  answer  your  question,  as 
^B  I  cannot  decide  offliand  ;  but  I  tliink  I  may  mention 

^F         Evelyn  Lines,  by  George  Moore,   as  a  book  that  I 
"  read  with  exceptional  interest. 


Mr. 


J.  M.  Dent  : 

In  fiction  the  books  I  enjoyed  most  were  A  Monk  of 
Fife,  by  Andrew  Lang,  and  The  Forest  Lovers,  by 
Maurice  Hewlett.  Of  old  books,  perhaps,  More's 
Utopia,  which  I  have  read  again  with  great  pleasure. 


Mr.  JoriN  Hollingsiiead  : 

I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  have  not  had  time  this  year 
to  read  two  books.  I  have  read  one  by  an  old  friend 
— Charles  Reade — The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth  (for 
the  first  time),  and  it  would  be  an  impertinence  for 
me  to  express  an  opinion  about  an  acknowledged 
masterpiece. 


Mr.  J.  E.  MtJDDocK  : 

■      Robertson's  Chitral. 
Wilkins's  Life  of  Lady  Burton, 


Sir  W.  D.  Hooker  : 

Bodley's  France. 

Some  new  and  revised  chapters  in  Spencer's  Principles 
of  Biology. 


I 


have  read  many  hookii  thin  year  wliich  h*Te 
interested  and  pleased  mo.  If  I  may  Heloct  but 
two,  then  :  Childrtn  oftht  Mitt,  by  Edon  Phillpott*; 
American  Wives  and  Engliih  Uushand*,  by  Gertrude 
Atherton. 


Mr. 


Robert  Bridoes  : 

I  have  been  away  from  homo,  and  have  only  now 
received  your  post-canl  and  refjuest  about  the  "  two 
books."  I  hope  that  you  will  not  consider  my 
failure  to  reply  as  any  disrespect  to  your  wish  or 
as  implying  a  lack  of  deaire  to  oblige  you  ;  but  the 
fact  is,  that  I  keep  no  record  of  works  that  I  have 
read,  and  I  am  quite  unable  to  remember  suffi- 
ciently well  to  be  sure  of  my  answer.  Besides  this, 
I  should  not  like  to  state  publicly  that  I  have  been 
most  interested  in  such  and  such  books,  because  such 
a  statement  might  be  interpreted  as  preferring  them 
to  other  better  books  of  tlie  year  wliich  I  might 
happen  not  to  have  seen.  If  I  knew  that  I  had 
read  sufficiently  the  best  books  of  the  year  it  would 
be  another  matter,  but  I  read  very  little  "  litera- 
ture," and  it  is  quite  chance  what  I  do  read. 


Mr.  Stephen  Crane. 

An  Appreciation. 

What  Mr.  Crane  has  got  to  do  is  very  simple :  he  must  not 
mix  reporting  with  his  writing.  To  other  artists  the  word 
must  often  be  passed  :  rest,  work  at  your  art,  live  more ; 
but  Mr.  Crane  has  no  need  of  cultivating  his  technique,  no 
need  of  resting,  no  need  of  searching  wide  for  experiences. 
In  his  art  he  is  unique.  Its  certainty,  its  justness,  its 
peculiar  perfection  of  power  arrived  at  its  birth,  or  at  least 
at  that  precise  moment  in  its  life  when  other  artists — and 
great  artists  too — were  preparing  themselves  for  the  long 
and  difficult  conquest  of  their  art.  I  cannot  remember  a 
parallel  case  in  the  literary  history  of  fiction.  Maupassant, 
Meredith,  Mr.  James,  Mr.  HoweUs,  Tolstoi,  all  were  learning 
their  expression  at  the  age  where  Mr.  Crane  had  achieved 
his,  achieved  it  triumphantly.  Mr.  Crane  has  no  need  to 
learn  anything.  His  technique  is  absolutely  his  own,  and 
by  its  innate  laws  of  being  has  arrived  at  a  perfect  fulness 
of  power.  What  he  has  not  got  he  has  no  power  of 
acquiring.  He  has  no  need  to  acquire  it.  To  say  to  Mr. 
Crane,  "  You  are  too  much  anything,  or  too  little  anything  ; 
you  need  concentration,  or  depth,  subtlety,  or  restraint," 
would  be  absurd ;  his  art  is  always  just  in  itself,  rhythmical, 
self-poising  as  is  the  art  of  a  perfect  dancer.  There  are  no 
false  steps,  no  excesses.  And,  of  course,  his  art  is  strictly 
limited.  We  would  define  him  by  saying  he  is  the  perfect 
artist  and  interpreter  of  the  surfaces  of  life.  And  that 
explains  why  he  so  swiftly  attained  his  peculiar  power, 
what  is  the  realm  his  art  commands,  and  where  his  limita- 
tions come  in. 

Take  "  George's  Mother,"  for  example.— a  tale  which 
I  believe  he  wrote  at  the  ridiculous  age  of  twenty-one. 
In  method  it  is   a   masterpiece.      It  is   a   story  dealing 


484 


The   Academy. 


17  December,   1898. 


simply  with  the  relations  between  an  old  woman  and  her 
son,  who  live  together  in  a  Now  York  tenement  block. 
An  ordinary  artist  would  seek  to  dive  into  the  mind  of  the 
old  woman,  to  follow  its  workings  hidden  under  the  deceit- 
ful appearances  of  things,  under  the  pressure  of  her  sur- 
roundings. A  great  artist  would  so  recreate  her  life  that 
its  griefs  and  joys  became  significant  of  the  griefs  and  joys 
of  all  motherhood  on  earth.  But  Mr.  Crane  does  neither. 
He  simply  reproduces  the  surfaces  of  the  individual  life  in  so 
marvellous  a  way  that  the  manner  in  which  the  old  woman 
washes  up  the  crockery,  for  example,  gives  us  her.  To 
dive  into  the  hidden  life  is,  of  course,  for  the  artist  a  great 
temptation  and  a  great  danger — the  values  of  the  picture 
speedily  get  wrong,  and  the  artist,  seeking  to  interpret 
life,  departs  from  the  truth  of  nature.  The  rare  thing 
about  Mr.  Crane's  art  is  that  he  keeps  closer  to  the 
surface  than  any  living  writer,  and,  like  the  great  portrait- 
painter.s,  to  a  great  extent  makes  the  surface  betray 
the   depths.      But,  of    course,  the   written   word   in   the 


MR.    STErilEN    C:RAWE. 
From  a  Photograph  by  Shaio  ^   Co. 

hands  of  the  greatest  artist  often  deals  directly  with  the 
depths,  plunges  us  into  the  rich  depths  of  consciousness 
that  cannot  be  more  than  hinted  at  by  the  surface ;  and 
it  is  precisely  here  that  Mr.  Crane's  natural  limitation 
must  come  in.  At  the  supreme  height  of  art  the  g^eat 
masters  so  plough  up  the  depths  of  life  that  the  astonished 
spectator  loses  sight  of  the  individual  life  altogether,  and 
has  the  entrancing  sense  that  all  life  is  really  one  and  the 
same  thing,  and  is  there  manifesting  itself  before  him.  He 
feels  that,  for  example,  when  he  watches  Duse  at  her  best, 
or  when  he  stands  before  Da  Yinci's  "La  Joconda"  in  the 
Louvre  and  is  absorbed  by  it.  I  do  not  think  that  Mr. 
Crane  is  ever  great  in  the  sense  of  so  fusing  all  the  riches  of 
the  consciousness  into  a  whole,  that  the  reader  is  struck 
dumb  as  by  an  inevitable  revelation  ;  but  he  is  undoubt- 
edly such  an  interpreter  of  the  significant  surface  of  things 
that  in  a  few  swift  strokes  he  gives  us  an  amazing  insight 
into  what  the  individual  life  is.  And  he  does  it  all  straight 
from  the  surface  ;   a  few  oaths,   a  genius  for  slang,  an 


exquisite  and  unique  faculty  of   exposing  an  individual 
scene  by  an  odd  simile,  a  power  of  interpreting  a  face  or  an 
action,  a  keen  realising  of  the  primitive  emotions — that  is 
Mr.  Crane's  talent.    In  "  The  Bride  Comes  to  YeUow  Sky," 
for  example,  the  art  is  simply  immense.     There  is  a  page 
and  a  half  of  conversation  at  the  end  of  this  short  story  of 
seventeen  jjages  which,  as  a  dialogue  revealing  the  whole 
inside  of  the  situation,   is  a  lesson  to  any  artist  living. 
And  the  last  line  of  this  story,  by  the  gift  peculiar  to  the 
author  of  using  some  odd  simile  which  cunningly  condenses 
the  feelingof  the  situation,  defies  analysis  altogether.  Foolish 
people  may  call  Mr.  Crane  a  reporter  of  genius  ;  but  nothing 
could  be  more  untrue.     He  is  thrown  away  as  a  picturesque 
reporter :  a  secondary  style  of  art,  of  which,  let  us  say, 
Mr.  G.  W.  Steevens  is,  perhaps,  the  ablest  exponent  to-day, 
and   which   is   the   heavy   clay   of  Mr.   Kipling's  talent. 
Mr.  Crane's  technique  is  far  superior  to  Mr.  Kipling's,  but 
he  does  not  experiment  ambitiously  in  various  styles  and 
develop  in  new  directions,  as  Mr.  Kipling  has  done.     I 
do  not  think  that  Mr.  Crane  will  or  can  develop  further. 
Again,  I  do  not  think  that  he  has  the  building  faculty, 
or  that  he  will  ever  do  better  in  constructing  a  perfect 
whole  out  of  many  parts  than  he  has  arrived  at  in  The  Red 
Badge  of  Courage.      That  book   was   a  series  of  episodic 
scenes,  all  melting  naturally  into  one  another  and  forming 
a  just  whole ;  but  it  was  not  constructed,  in  any  sense  of 
the  word.      And,  further,  Mr.  Crane  does  not  show  any 
faculty  of  taking  his  characters  and  revealing  in  them  deep 
mysterious  worlds  of  human  nature,  of  developing  fresh 
riches  in  them  acting  under  the  pressure  of  circumstance. 
His  imaginative  analysis  of  his  own  nature  on  a  battle- 
field is,  of  course,  the  one  exception.      And  similarly  the 
great   artist's   arrangement    of    complex   eifects,    striking 
contrasts,  exquisite  grouping  of  devices,  is  lacking  in  him. 
His  art  does  not  include  the  necessity  for  complex  arrange- 
ments ;  his  sure  instinct  tells  him  never  to  quit  the  passing 
moment  of  life,  to  hold  fast  by  simple  situations,  to  repro- 
duce the   episodic,    fragmentary   nature   of    life   in   such 
artistic  sequence  that  it  stands  in  place  of  the  architectural 
masses  and   co-ordinated  structures  of   the   great  artists. 
He  is  the  chief  impressionist  of  this  age,  as  Sterne  was 
the  great  impressionist,  in  a  different  manner,  of  his  age. 
If  he  fails  in  anything  he  undertakes,  it  will  be  through 
abandoning  the  style  he  has  invented.     He  may,  perhaps, 
fail  by  and  by,  through  using  up  the  picturesque  phases 
of  the  environment  that  nurtured  him,  as  Swinburne  came 
to  a  stop   directly  he  had  rung  the   changes   a   certain 
number  of   times  on  the  fresh  rhythms  and  phrases  he 
created.     But  that  time  is  not  yet,  and  every  artist  of  a 
special    unique    faculty  has    that   prospect    before    him. 
Mr.  Crane's  talent  is  unique  ;   nobody  can  question  that. 
America  may  well  be  proud  of  him,  for  he  has  just  that 
perfect  mastery  of  form  which  artists  of  the  Latin  races 
often  produce,  but  the  Teutonic  and  Anglo-Saxon  races 
very  rarely.      And  undoubtedly  of   the   young   school  of 
American  artists  Mr.  Crane  is  the  genius — the  others  have 
their  talents.  Edward  Garnett. 
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The  Contributors'  Playground. 

For  Toothache. 

I  HAVE  liail  tho  toothache.  What  shall  a  man  road  in 
that  cruel,  preposterous  distress,  or,  rather,  what  shall  be 
road  to  him  by  the  one  person  whoso  presence  and  voice 
he  can  then  endure  ?  My  experience  is  here  placed  at 
the  service  of  my  fellow-martyrs. 

Wo  began  with  Cowper's  LetUn.  My  mind  ceased  to 
ilwell  upon  tho  frenzied  fang,  and  heard,  above  the  audible 
throbs  of  its  nerves,  the  melody  of  that  stream  of  clear 
English.  But  the  poet  touched  upon  his  tragedy,  and 
the  charm  was  broken.  I  could  no  moro  of  him.  The 
terrors  of  human  nature  and  of  the  tootliacho  descended 
upon  me  in  arrowy  flights.  The  forked  agony  wriggled 
like  a  vinegar-eel.  ..."  Lot  us  try  Lamb,"  said  my 
companion.  I  groaned  an  assent.  0  Elia,  I  was  satiated 
of  you  in  ten  minutes !  To  use  your  own  words,  I  was 
"all  over  sophisticated,"  as  I  always  am  in  acute  pain, 
and  to  my  distraught  mind  you  seemed  so  too.  Not  in 
my  heart  was  the  disloyalty,  but  in  my  tortured  jaw.  .  .  . 
"Read  me  some  Don  Quixote"  I  begged.  But  the 
Hildalgo  diverted  me  not.  The  arid  Manchegan  plain ; 
villages  silent  in  sunshine  ;  sudden  liorsemen  upon  sharp 
horizons  ;  courage  and  gentlemanhood  and  high-wrought 
madness  and  the  poignant  pathos  of  "  the  day  that  is 
dead  " — uU  were  lost  upon  an  apprehension  clogged  by  the 
weight  of  a  mortal  tooth  ! 

I  rose  in  despair.  The  solicitude  of  kind  eyes  fol- 
lowed my  movements.  "I  shall  read  you  Scott,"  said 
tho  voice  of  comfort.  "You  will  grow  worse  if  you 
rampage  about ;  sit  down  quietlj',  and  we'll  read  dear  old 
Scott."  Ivanhoe  was  taken  up,  and  opened  at  the  first 
chapter.  In  the  course  of  a  paragraph  or  two  my  spirits 
lightened.  Here  was  no  style,  thank  God,  but  the  tramp 
of  heavy-footed  sentences  that  carried  homely  meanings. 
Here  was  no  excruciating  delicacy  of  soul,  but  bluff 
virility,  bronzed  and  wind-blown  ;  and  behind  the  careless 
word  and  tlie  strength  there  was  the  infinite  fluent  mind, 
at  once  the  giver  of  life  and  the  mirror  of  it,  whose  sanity 
braced  my  nerves  like  the  sting  of  brine. 

Page  after  page  was  turned ;  I  listened  passively, 
actively,  joyfully.  In  an  hour  and  a  half  I  was  so 
refreshed  that  I  no  longer  dreaded  the  night,  and  my 
tooth  was  nothing  but  a  present  memory.  So  was  I  blessed 
with  the  blessing  of  Walter  Scott,  whom  blessing  follows 
for  ever.  But  it  was  reserved  for  me  to  discover  that  he  is 
a  cure  for  the  toothache.  S. 


P  "  The  Flour  of  Cities  All." 

80  London  was  called  by  William  Dunbar  in  the  fifteenth 
century.  In  the  seventeenth  James  Howell  essayed  to 
justify  the  title.  I  have  been  browsing  on  the  passage  in 
his  LondinopoUs  (1657).  City  by  city  he  calls  up  the  cities 
of  Europe,  calls  them  up  and  condemns  them  to  do 
obeisance  to  Ijondon.  Constantinople  first.  Her  houses 
are  but  "  cottage-Hke "  compared  with  London's,  and 
although  her  situation  "  upon  the  most  levant  point  of 
Europe  "  is  splendid,  she  "  may  be  called  but  a  nest  or 
banner  of  slaves."     Home  is  like    "  a  tall  man  shrunk 


into  the  skin  of  a  Pygnuij."  Milan,  'tia  true,  "may 
pretend  much  for  her  dome,"  but  in  "  ubiciuitarj  traffiquo  " 
where  stands  shei*  Venice,  thinks  Howell,  tliough  nha 
have  the  sea  for  her  husband,  has  no  moro  interest  in  it 
tlian  London.  And,  "  while  Venice  is  stooping  and 
pickling  in  Salt-  WaUr,  London  sports  her  self  upon  the 
banks  of  a  fresh  stately  Itiver,  which  brings  into  her 
bosom  all  the  Spict*  of  the  Ea*l"  &c.  Naples  is 
too  hot,  for  there  the  sun  "  dotli  as  it  were  broyl  the 
Neapolitan"  whereas  he  doth  "with  the  gentle 
reverberations  of  his  rayes  but  g^ild  the  Walls  of  London." 
The  cities  of  Spain  do  not  detain  our  author  long. 
"  Touching  Copenhagen  in  Denmark,  and  Stockholm  in 
Switzerland,  they  come  far  short."  Even  Jfoteo  is  but  a 
"  huge  woodden  City  environ'd  about  with  a  treble  wall," 
and  far  beneath  London. 

Amsterdam  g^ves  our  author  some  judicial  qualms 
But  he  boasts:  "  In  point  of  wealth  Amsterdam  comes 
short  of  London,  for  when  Sir  Ralph  Freeman  was  Lord 
Mayor,  it  was  found  out  by  more  than  a  probable  con- 
jecture that  He,  with  the  24  Aldermen,  his  Brethren, 
might  have  bought  the  estates  of  one  hundred  of  the 
richest  Bourgemasters  in  Amsterdam."  Paris  is  also 
formidable,  but  the  Londoner  is  not  to  be  dazzled  by 
"the  advantage  of  an  Orbicular  figure,"  for  "by  the 
judgment  of  those  Mathematicians,  who  have  observed 
both  Cities,  if  London  were  cast  into  a  Circle,  she  would 
with  all  her  dimensions,  be  altogether  as  big  as  Paris." 
Finally,  our  boaster  sums  up  the  glories  of  London  imder 
twenty  headings,  and  pours  out  a  torrent  of  words,  images, 
and  facts  in  which  the  cities  of  the  world  are  overwhelmed 
and  obscured.  London,  he  says,  has  nee<l  of  them,  but  no 
fear.  "  London  by  her  Navigations  findes  them  out ;  .  .  . 
What  goodly  vessels  doth  slie  send  forth,  to  crosse  the  Line 
to  the  £ait  Indies,  to  Italy,  and  the  bottom  of  the  Streightt, 
the  Turks  Dominions ;  as  also  to  the  Baltick  Sea,  how  she 
flyes  ore  the  vast  white  Ocean,  to  Muscory,  and  to  hunt  the 
great  Leviathan  in  Greenland." 

W. 


Some  Younger  Reputations. 

Mr.  Allan  Monkhouse. 

FouK  years  ago  Mr.  AJlan  Monkhouse  published  a  volume 
of  literary  criticism,  entitled  Books  and  Plays,  which  showed 
a  s^'mpathetic  comprehension  of  its  subjects  and  a  most 
delicate  discrimination.  Some  of  these  essays  had 
appeared  in  a  Manchester  review,  and  one  learnt  that  the 
author  was  a  lawyer  practising  in  that  city.  Within  the 
last  few  weeks  has  been  issued  A  Deliverance,  a  novel. 
These  two  books  constitute,  we  believe,  the  svaa  of  Mr. 
Monkhouse's  output. 

When  you  have  read  the  opening  chapters  of  the  novel 
you  will  not  be  surprised  to  find  that  George  Meredith  is 
the  title  of  one  of  the  literary  essays,  and  Ivan  Turgenev 
of  another.  Mr.  Monkhouse's  constructive  methods  are 
without  doubt,  consciously  or  imconsciously,  formed  upon 
the  matchless  technique  of  Turgenev,  while  he  usually 
seeks  to  illuminate  his  characters  by  means  of  thought- 
laden  dialogue  in  the  style  of  Meredith.  On  the  whole, 
we  should  say  that  he  was  more  successful  in  the  broad 
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lines  of  construction  than  in  his  conversations,  though  the 
latter  are  good,  and  frequently  even  brilliant.  A 
Deliverance  has  been  praised  for  many  things  ;  in  our  view 
its  chief  claim  to  distinction  is  the  beauty  of  its  build- 
ing, the  nice  manner  in  which  effects  are  accumulated 
towards  a  series  of  crises.  It  breathes  the  very  spirit  of 
Turgenev.  Many  times  in  reading  it  we  have  been 
reminded  of  On  the  Eve,  that  miracle  of  the  novelist's 
art.  We  do  not  wish  to  imply  that  A  Deliverance  is  in 
the  least  miraculous.  A  Deliverance  is  a  beginner's 
beginning.  Nevertheless  it  is  also  a  distinct  accomplish- 
ment, and  the  quietude,  the  sanity,  the  delicacy,  and  the 
justness  of  it  call  for  recognition.  Balance,  rather  than 
strength,  is  its  chief  characteristic.  It  has  insight — but 
in  flashes.  Chapter  xxxiii.,  for  instance,  is  a  piece  of  pure 
insight,  and  that  pettish  answer  of  Ursula's  to  her  dying 
lover,  "  WeU,  I  see  it — I  see  it,"  stays  in  the  memory. 

AVe  are  capable  of  being  so  illogical  as  to  find  fault  with 
A  Deliverance,  because  it  is  not  something  entirely  different 
from  itseK.  Here  is  Mr.  Monkhouse  in  the  midst  of  all 
the  psychological  problems  which  a  manufacturing  and 
business  centre  cannot  faU  to  present  to  the  novelist,  and 
he  carefully  ignores  them  in  order  to  deal  with  two  people 
whose  instincts  were  cosmopolitan,  and  who  lived  in  a 
Manchester  suburb  like  "  philosophers  at  a  barbarian 
court."  Neither  Ursula  nor  Searle  is  typical  of  Man- 
chester. In  this  book  Manchester  receives  its  usual  share 
of  dispraise.  Mr.  Monkhouse  is  an  artist :  why  should  he 
not  cast  upon  his  city  the  artist's  eye,  and  discern  for  us, 
beneath  the  outward  envelope  of  its  ugliness,  that  beauty 
of  pathetic  endeavour,  that  large  romance  of  the  alchemy 
of  manufacture,  which  are  meekly  waiting  to  be  discovered 
in  our  despised  industrial  provinces  ? 

That  Mr.  Monkhouse  could  deal  admirably  with  Man- 
chester itself  there  are  signs  enough  in  this  his  first  novel. 
We  shall  await  the  second  one  not  without  impatience. 


Mr.  Bernard  Capes. 

Me.  Capes  has  written  so  little  and  so  variously  that  the 
time  is  not  yet  come  for  defining  him.  He  is  of  the 
future.  These  are  his  chief  productions,  all  fiction:  The 
Mill  of  Silence,  The  Lake  of  Wine,  The  Adventures  of  the 
Comte  de  la  Muette  (of  course,  he  could  not  keep  off  the 
French  Eevolution),  and  The  Mysterious  Singer.  Ihe  last 
is  by  way  of  being  a  shilling  shocker;  we  mention  it 
because  it  happens  to  be  a  little  book  of  subtle  promise. 

It  is  distinctly  to  the  credit  both  of  the  critics  and  of 
the  public  that  The  Lake  of  Wine  should  have  made  even 
a  small  noise  in  the  world.  For  the  book  is  not  of  a 
natuie  to  startle.  A  story  of  adventure  and  a  story  of 
character,  it  might  have  been  held,  in  the  general 
esteem,  to  fall  between  two  stools.  The  real  excitement 
of  it  does  not  begin  till  the  discovery  of  the  corpse 
of  Whimple's  mother,  when  only  a  third  of  the  narra- 
tive is  to  run;  and  the  characterisation  is  so  deli- 
cately touched,  so  original,  and  so  scornful  of  the 
inelastic  conventions  of  the  reigning  school  of  quasi - 
historical  fiction,  that  one  could  not  have  been  sur- 
prised if  the  cleverness  of  it  had  escaped  notice.  As 
regards  this  book,  though  its  movement,  at  any  rate  in 


the  last  few  chapters,  is  brisk  and  thrilling  enough,  we 
think  that  the  character- drawing  certainly  constitutes  its 
chief  merit.  If  you  will  consider  Mr.  Tuke  and  Sir  David 
Blythewood,  you  canuot  fail  to  perceive  that  in  their 
persons  a  very  determined  and  successful  attempt  has  been 
made  to  grapple  with  the  psychology  of  the  Regency. 
These  men  are  intimately  of  their  period;  by. the  mere 
aspect  of  them,  without  further  information,  one  would 
know  that  they  belonged  to  that  period.  And  as  for  the 
women,  Betty  Pollack  and  Sir  David's  sister  Angela,  they 
shine  and  shimmer  with  exquisite  individuality — a  sharp 
contrast  to  the  monotonous,  simpering,  pretty  crowd  of 
Georgian  wenches  that  trip  through  other  novels  of  this 
particular  era.  So  far  Mr.  Capes  is  to  be  congratulated. 
Others  have  congratulated  him  upon  his  style.  For  our- 
selves we  cannot  join 
in  the  laudation.  Mr. 
Capes's  style  might 
deceive  the  unwary 
and  the  undiscrimi- 
nating  by  mere  force 
of  pretentiousness,  but 
an  examination  of  it 
will  j^rove  that  it  is 
tortured,  affected,  and, 
above  all,  uneasily 
self  -  conscious.  The 
intentions  are  doubt- 
less excellent,  but  the 
results  are  worrying 
and  fall  short  of  dis- 
tinction. We  have  a 
dreadful  suspicion  that 
Mr.  Capes  has  been 
indiscreet  enough  to 
sit  at  the  feet  of  Mr.  H.  B.  Marriott  Watson.  Mr- 
Watson's  style  is  all  right  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Watson, 
but  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Capes  it  is  scarcely  a  success. 
Moreover,  Mr.  Capes  is  not  nice  about  details.  He  is 
capable  of  words  like  "disassociate,"  he  will  use  a  past 
participle  for  a  past  tense,  and  he  has  contrived  some 
of  the  most  excruciating  examples  of  the  split  infinitive 
that  we  have  ever  encountered. 

To  turn  for  a  moment  to  The  Mysterious  Singer.  Pro- 
bably Mr.  Capes  would  be  the  last  person  to  ask  us  to 
take  this  work  seriously.  It  has  facile  facetiousness  and 
other  things  necessary  to  the  railway  novel.  Nevertheless, 
we  could  wish  that  the  author,  having  got  the  central 
situation  of  The  Mysterious  Singer,  had  either  treated  it 
with  absolute  respect,  or  saved  it  for  another  and  a 
different  book.  For  this  central  situation  is  unmistakably 
fine,  and  the  handling  of  it,  though  hasty  and  loose,  shows 
a  rare  brutal  strength.  "  Brutal  "  is  the  correct  word  for 
this  story.  But  it  grips  you,  with  its  heedless,  straight- 
going  realism.  You  are  not  likely  to  forget  the  fate  of 
Eima,  the  servant-maid.  It  is  a  very  modern  tale,  and  if 
Mr.  Capes  had  elaborated  it  as  far  as  he  has  elaborated 
Tht  Lake  of  Wine,  it  would  have  made  a  sensation. 

Mr.  Capes's  talent  is  worthy  of  the  most  careful  cultiva- 
tion, and  it  behoves  him  to  nurse  such  renown  as  he  has 
already  obtained. 
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Ada  Smith  (1875- 1898):    ^"   Memoriam. 

Ada  Smith  was  born  at  Haltwhistlo,  11  hard-featured 
villago  from  which  a  bare  land  runs  up  to  the  bleak  escarp- 
ments that  carry  the  ruined  line  of  the  Hoiuan  wall.  She 
began  early  to  write  verse,  and  published  at  thirteen, 
having  acquired  very  easily  a  versitication  of  noticeable 
grace,  siuoothness,  and  cadence.  She  spent  some  years 
abroad,  chieHy  at  Vienna,  and  went  about  with  adventurous 
and  observant  audacity.  Her  idea  was  that  she  must  not 
only  study  life  as  it  met  her,  but  seek  it  out  in  the  hope  of 
writing  novels  in  the  coming  time.  At  this  period  some 
of  her  work  found  its  way  into  the  hands  of  the  present 
writer.  It  had  too  many  words  and  not  enough  pauses, 
and  there  was  much  feigning  of  the  Heinesque.  Without 
being  quite  able  to  see  what  she  might  arrive  at,  one  felt 
she  must  go  on. 

She  returned  from  Vienna  last  year  with  the  feeling  that 
she  was  at  last  equipped  for  London,  and  that  the  g^eat 
adventure  should  not  be  delayed.  She  attempted  London 
at  the  age  of  twenty-two  with  a  nerve  wilful  and  steady. 
She  did  not  fail.  Her  verses  began  to  be  accepted,  and 
her  work  matured  rapidly.  She  did  typewriting,  and  it 
must  have  been  hateful.  She  must  have  been  thinking 
all  the  more  of  BlanclJand  Common  and  its  wide,  cool, 
purple  silences,  when  she  wrote  in  the  Quartier  Latin  the 
lyric  "In  City  Streets,"  whicli  was  reprinted  in  the 
Academy.     But  the  reality  of  the  verses  is  better  felt 

now: 

In  City  Stueets,  1898. 

Yonder  in  the  heather  there's  a  bed  for  sleepiug, 
Drink  for  oao  athirst,  ripe  blackberries  to  eat ; 

Yonder  in  the  suu  the  merry  hares  go  leaping, 
And  the  pool  is  clear  for  travel-wearied  feet. 

Sorely  throb  my  feet,  a-tramping  London  highways, 
(Ah  '.  the  springy  moss  upon  a  northern  moor !) 

Through  the  endless  streets,  the  gloomy  squares  and  byways, 
Homeless  in  the  City,  poor  among  the  poor  I 

London  streets  are  gold— ah,  give  me  leaves  a-glintiug 
'Midst  grey  dykes  and  hedges  in  the  autumn  sun  ! 

London  water's  wine,  poured  out  for  all  unstinting — 
God  !    For  the  little  brooks  that  tumble  as  they  run  ! 

Oh,  my  heart  is  faiu  to  hear  the  soft  wind  blowing. 
Soughing  through  the  fir-tops  up  on  northern  fells  I 

Oh,  my  eye's  an  ache  to  see  the  brown  burns  flowing 
Through  the  peaty  soil  and  tinkling  heather-bells. 

The  bed  for  sleeping  was  nearer  than  she  thought,  and 
not  very  far  from  her  moors.  Her  constitution  had  sud- 
denly begun  to  give  way  in  the  summer.  A  long  holiday 
upon  the  Northumbrian  coast  made  her  better,  but  not 
well.  She  ought  not  to  have  gone  back  to  typewriting  in 
the  City,  but  she  would  and  did.  A  couple  of  months  ago 
she  had  to  return  to  the  North  for  the  last  time,  quite 
broken-down.  Her  iUness  ultimately  developed  in  the 
gravest  way,  and  then  advanced  with  frightful  rapidity. 
.She  died  at  Newcastle-on-Tyne  upon  the  Wednesday  night 
of  last  week. 

Since  then  there  have  been  found  among  her  papers 
things  which  show  a  strange  premonition  and  an  extremely 
remarkable  development  of  mind  and  faculty.     None  of 


them  is  right  in  every  word,  but  they  affront  you  with 
snatches  of  fine  things  again  and  again.  Tbero  are  songs 
of  the  roadside,  of  the  sea,  of  March ;  there  are  craring 
and  foreboding  songs,  many  sad,  but  few  unhappy.  Some 
of  them  are  a  brave — nay,  a  gay — wooing  with  death. 
This  is  from  stanzas  which  must  have  been  among  the 
last,  and  are  significantly  headed  "  Finale  "  : 

Little  you  dreamed,  O  eager  and  diili(.iit«  braiu, 

O  delicate  heart  and  deep, 
That  life  which  drove  you  mad  with  cruative  pain 

In  the  end  would  heap 
Pansies  above  you  .  .  . 

Turning  over  the  typewritten  sheets,  one  stays  again  at  the 
opening  of  a  song  called  "  The  lleturn  "  : 

O  what  have  you  done  with  your  lost  delight*, 
Your  fragrant  days  aud  iire-hearted  nights, 
Your  dreaming  hollows  and  moun-dreuched  height*, 
Aud  wild  song  throbbing  't 

Ah  sweet,  but  delight  is  a  fugitive  thing, 
A  radiant  bird  with  a  restless  wiug, 
Aud  it's  I  who  am  left  by  my  lone  to  sing, 
That  am  nearer  sobbing. 
This  is  the  opening  of  "  March  "  : 

O  sick  for  March  month  am  I, 

Sick  for  the  free,  fresh  weather, 
Bare  boughs  tossed  on  a  sapphire  sky. 

Brown  brooks  singing  together, 
O  sick  for  March  month  am  I. 

If  any  ought  to  be  shown  in  full,  they  are  the  two  called 
"The  Earth-Lover"  and  "The  Messenger"  : 

The  Eaeth-Lovek. 

O  ultimate  fingers  of  oblivion, 

Press  heavily  at  the  last  upon  my  eyes. 
For  they  have  loved  so  well  the  light  of  the  sun. 

Flowing  waters  and  flashing  skies. 
That  though  the  turf  weave  thick  its  green  and  dew. 
Vision  insatiate  shall  pierce  it  through. 

O  sweet  dust,  passionless  and  prodig^, 

Fill  up  my  sounding  tympaus  with  your  peace, 

For  they  went  mad  so  long  ago  with  the  call. 
Weary  and  fierce,  of  the  shaken  seas. 

That  one  wild  plover's  note  through  the  deaf  sod 

Would  cry  my  soid  awake  from  dreams  of  €k)d ! 

Constrain  me  close,  O  Earth,  in  thy  dim  house. 
Draw  bolts  on  sight  and  sound,  make  strong  all  bars ; 

For  O  when  April  days  with  the  world  carouse, 
Drunk  with  sunlight  and  dumb  with  stars. 

Should  once  the  south-west  wind  blow  past  death's  door. 

My  sapless  heart  would  leap  and  live  once  more  ! 

The  Messbkokb. 

0  sweetheart  Spring,  who  tires  the  world 

To  splendour,  points  the  swallow's  wiug, 
And  lures  the  delicate  sweetness  curled 

At  April's  core  to  burgeoning. 
Laugh  low,  step  low,  on  passing  by 

My  desolate  threshold,  circled  o'er 
By  calling  swifts ;  laugh  low,  nor  cry 

Thy  jubilant  challenge  through  the  door  ! 

Flit  past  in  silence,  for  mine  ear 
Is  tense  and  strained  with  will  to  catch 

Mute  footfalls  from  another  sphere, 
Celestial  fingers  on  the  latch  ! 
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Flash  on,  O  sun-sweet  countenance ! 

Thi-ough  tear-dulled  eyes  I  seek  to  trace 
Upon  the  bare  bright  wall's  expanse 

Another  face  !  another  face ! 

One  did  not  anticipate  at  all  that  Ada  Smith  would  die 
early.  One  had  been  so  used  to  think  of  what  she  might 
have  been,  had  counted  time  so  confidently  for  her,  that 
her  death,  removing  but  what  she  was,  could  scarcely 
change  the  habit  of  speculating  upon  her  future. 

Ada  Smith  would  have  liked  to  be  buried  out  on  Blanch- 
land  Common,  but  since  that  could  not  be,  she  wished  her 
grave  to  be  in  the  old  and  silent  churchyard  of  St.  John 
Lee.     The  churchyard  of  St.  John  Lee  is  a  grave  little  soli- 
tude deeply  withdrawn  upon  a  hill  where  the  steeple  of  the 
small  old  church  just  points  above  the  trees.     Far  below 
the  Tyne  draws  the  cold  glimpses  of  its  curves  through  the 
vista  of  leafless  trunks  and  branches.    Away  over  the  valley 
the  opposite  hiUs  move  across  the  view  with  long  slow  modu- 
lations,  a  subtle  rhythm.     They  seem  at  once  close  and 
shadowy,  explicit  and  mysterious,  gradual  and  absolute. 
You  know  those  hills.     They  come   upon  you  unawares 
and  you  shall  be  subject  to  them  always.     You  ache  with 
their  peacefulness  ;  you  are  exasperated  by  their  extreme 
simplicity:    their  moderation  makes  you  despair;    their 
spell  is  unreasonable,  inexorable,  and  so  you  also  would 
like  to  be  buried  among  them.     The  road  winds  upwards 
from   Tyne   Bridge  between   high  banks   and  under  an 
antique   guard  of  vast  beeches,  and  the   wall  near  the 
churchyard-gate  is  padded  with  long  mosses.     The  day 
she  was  buried— last  Saturday— was  just  such  a  day  as 
would  have  made  her  laugh  and  walk  twenty  miles  with 
you.     She  was  free  of  the  Northern  moors  from  childhood, 
and  able  to  endure  being  much  alone  with  them  in  the  joy 
of   the  solitude  that  is   accepted,   not  compelled.      Her 
stanzas  were  a  little  morbid  from  the  first,  not  with  weak- 
ness, but  with  excess  of  desire  for  action.     It  was  the  dis. 
content  of  a  vitality  craving  for  scope  and  fretting  against 
restriction. 

Looking  along  three  shelves  of  latter-day  lyrics,  one 
cannot  see  anything  with  quite  the  same  promise  of  a 
nature  poet  that  Ada  Smith  gave.  The  Heinesque  note, 
which  was  her  form  of  the  imitative,  would  not  have 
detained  her  long.  Her  most  vivid  and  vital  verses  were 
like  things  plucked  up  out  of  soft  earth  with  the  moist  soil 
still  clinging  to  their  roots. 

J.  L.  G. 


fruiterer's  shop,  "  it  is  thus  the  Lord's  temple  should  be 
decked ! " 

Stepping  forward,  he  seized  excitedly  a  gigantic  apple 
from  a  pile  upon  the  holy  table.  "  Look  at  this,  now ! " 
lie  cried  exultantly.  "Here's  a  specimen  !  What  do  you 
.  think  of  that  ?  A  '  Cox's  Pomona '  !  I  distinguished  it 
from  the  pulpit.  It's  from  Mrs.  Cotton's  garden.  Now, 
if  I  could  only  grow 1  "  He  paused,  reflected,  re- 
placed the  fruit,  smoothed  out  his  surplice,  sighed,  and 
resumed :  "  Yes  ;  it  is  thus,  indeed,  that  the  Lord's  temple 
should  be  decked."  Then,  with  a  sudden  return  to 
animation  :  "  But,  Mrs.  Cotton,  could  you. — ivould  you — ask 
your  man  to  let  me  have  a  graft  ?  " 


Things  Seen. 

A  Conflict. 

The  ofiertory  had  just  been  collected,  and  the  impetuous 
choir  were  shaking  the  unstable  gallery,  as  they  jumped 
to  snatch  their  caps  from  the  pegs. 

The  rector,  a  patriarch  of  seventy-four,  one  part  priest 
and  three  parts  agriculturist,  stood  by  the  worm-eaten 
vestment-chest  with  a  group  of  "  gentry  "  by  his  side. 

"Yes,  yes,  yes,"  he  said,  with  habitual,  interpolative 
sniffs  of  emphasis,  waving  feebly  towards  the  altar, 
heaped  for  the  Harvest  Festival  after    the  manner  of  a 


The  Beard. 

The  occupants  of  the  corner  seats  at  the  further  end  of  my 
third  class  compartment  of  the  DistrictRaiUvay  carriage  were 
strangers.  The  old  man  was  neatly  brushed  and  mended, 
and  his  remarkably  large  and  fine  white  beard  was  beauti- 
fully groomed  and  tended.  The  old  lady  was  all  in  stained 
and  dingy  black,  with  ragged  passementerie  in  casual  places; 
her  bonnet  seemed  a  valued  antique,  which  it  was  her  care 
to  keep  safely  under  her  pillow  of  nights,  and  a  shabby 
veil  was  looped  up  on  the  bridge  of  her  nose  to  allow  more 
freedom  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  pear  she  was  eating. 
She  wore  black  gloves  with  a  terminal  pouch  of  empty  kid 
at  each  finger  end,  of  a  slatey  blue,  indicating  that  juicy 
pears  came  frequently  their  way.  She  was  an  ungraceful 
spectacle,  and  the  face  above  the  beard  reflected  the  fact. 

People   got   into   the   carriage,    and   one  and   all  paid 
homage  with  their  eyes  to  the  wonderful  white  fleece  below 
the  old  man's  chin.     He  acknowledged  their  tributes  by  - 
a  passing  downward  glance  of  approval  himself. 

The  old  lady  continued  to  relish  her  pear  audibly.     She 
had  spread  her  handkerchief  in  her  lap  in  case  of  emer- 
gency, for  the  fruit  was  over-ripe  and  luscious,  and  she  ' 
was  now   chin   deep  in  her    enterprise.     Moreover,   the ' 
leather  flap  on  each  finger  made  dainty  handling  of  the  ■ 
fruit  difiicult.     Sometimes  these  got  into  her  mouth,  and 
for   some  time  she  munched  a  comer   of  her  veil  with 
satisfaction.     Her  vis-d-tnn  stirred  slightly  in  his  seat  and 
smoothed  his  beard  with  the  palm  of  his  hand. 

At  length  the  meal  was  over.  There  remained  in  the  1 
old  lady's  hand  nothing  but  a  bit  of  stalk  and  the  syrupy, 
fibrous  core.  She  retained  this  in  a  momentary  indecision, 
and  then  gave  a  hasty  flip  of  her  wrist  in  the  direction  of 
the  six-inch  opening  at  the  top  of  the  window,  and  shot  1 
the  sticky  remnant  deep  into  the  thick  of  the  white  beard  1 
opposite. 


Rebuke. 


A  CHILL,  dark,  autumnal  morning.  A  breakfast-tible 
with  an  overcrowded  tribe  of  clamorous  children.  A 
worried  mother,  and  an  irritable  father  muttering  some- 
thing about  "No  decent  elbow-room."  A  small  child 
uplifts  solemn  eyes  from  his  plate  and  says:  "Hadnt 
one  of  us  better  die  ?  " 
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Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

The  career  of  William  Black,  more  fully  treated  else- 
where by  the  hand  of  a  friend,  may  be  made  the  subject 
of  a  passing  allusion  under  this  heading.  The  author  of 
books  that  smelt  of  heather,  and  spoke  of  yachting  in  words 
that  made  every  page  into  a  sail,  ended  his  life  after  the 
somewhat  stifling  fashion  of  a  man  who  has  never  set 
foot  outside  a  city.  Otherwise  his  career  had  no  contra- 
dictions. To  him  the  expected  always  happened.  His  art 
studies  of  early  life  gave  him  his  training  as  an  observer 
of  landscape  for  his  books,  and  it  had  its  sequel,  too,  in 
his  appearance  as  an  art  critic  for  several  years  on  the 
Press-day  at  tlie  Eoyal  Academy.  Be  sure  that  he  praised 
the  Scotsmen — lie  called  them  Scotchmen,  by  the  way — 
and  most  of  all  John  Pettie,  who  painted  him  once  as  a 
sort  of  knight — a  very  good  portrait  too.  His  close 
resemblance  to  a  publisher,  Mr.  Andrew  Tuer,  sometimes 
caused  amusing  confusions.  Both  were  members  of  the 
Society  of  Authors,  and  at  one  of  their  banquets  Mr.  Black 
called  across  to  his  double,  "  Hallo !  How  am  I  ?  "  This 
art  criticism  of  liis  was  perhaps  the  quickest  ever  written, 
and  he  boasted  that  he  beat  the  record  at  the  ofEce  of  the 
Daily  News  in  the  speed  with  which  he  could  turn  out  a 
"leader."  Mr.  Black  had  a  great  wish  to  write  good 
verses,  but  the  Rhymen  of  a  Beerdalker  seem  to  have  passed 
already  to  oblivion,  if  one  may  judge  from  the  general 
omission  of  any  mention  of  them  in  the  daily  papers.  He 
used  to  be  a  familiar  figure  at  the  Eeform  Club, 
where  he  lunched  almost  daily  with  George  Augustus 
Sala,  James  Payn,  Sir  John  Eobinson,  and  Sir  Wemyss 
Reid.  His  last  appearance  at  the  club  was  when  it  was 
pretty  well  deserted — in  the  August  of  this  year — and  on 
that  occasion  his  companions  at  lunch  were  the  two  sur- 
vivors of  the  original  group,  Sir  John  Eobinson  and  Sir 
Wemyss  Eeid. 


Mr.  Black  published  with   Messrs.   Sampson  Low  & 
Marston,    and   his   connexion   with  that   firm    was  both 


Cln-rt^^  JurjiU    (-yCdL.    /4<vv,.^j  -^    '♦^■^  -* 

FACSIMILE  OF  POKTION  OF  K  LETTER  FROM  THE  LATE  WILLIAM 
BLACK  TO  HIS  PUBLISHER,  MB.   MARSTON. 

long    and    pleasant.      With    few    exceptions — for    Mr. 
Black  had  written  little   in   the   last  few  years — all  his 


novels  were  issued  in  the  old  three-volume  form :  and 
we  have  authority  for  saying  that  the  mort  popular  of 
them  were  A  Daughter  of  Hetk  and  A  Prinetu.  of  ThuU, 
Mr.  Black's  MSB.  were  "capital  copy";  he  waa,  indeed, 
the  type  of  an  orderly,  industrious,  and  Hucceasful  literary 
man.  His  profits  were  handsome,  but  he  worked  liard 
for  them.  The  letter  reproduced  here  in  facsimile  waa 
addressed  last  July  to  Mr.  Marston ;  it  relates  to  Mr. 
Black's  last  story,  Wild  Eilem.  The  novel  ha<l  appeared, 
as  a  serial,  in  a  provincial  paper,  and,  conse((uently,  Mr. 
Marston's  printers  had  received  as  their  copy,  not  the 
original  MS.,  but  cuttings  of  the  story  from  the  newspaper. 
Mr.  Black's  remarks  apply  to  the  proof  which  he  finally 
returned  to  his  publishers. 


Unpdblisiied  letters  of  Abraham  Lincoln's  are  rare  now. 
By  the  kindness  of  a  correspondent  we  are  able  to  print  an 
interesting  little  note  which  "Old  Abe"  wrote  in  1859 

»C"  /.'    /&    (*~.*J     «u  y< —      ^j(.A^.^€^    ,^    ftfc-w     a. ..-    <•/ 

FACSIMILE   OF   LETl'ER  ADDRESSED    BY   ABRAHAM    LIKCOLN 
TO   THE   HON.   THUBLOW   WEED. 

to  the  Hon.  Thurlow  Weed,  who  was  then  a  iwlitical  power 
in  the  States.  The  above  facsimile  is  almost  half  the  sixe 
of  the  original.  It  will  be  seen' that  the  letter  was  written 
by  Lincoln  in  his  own  home  in  Springfield,  Illinois,  a  year 
before  he  was  elected  President. 


Though  Mr.  Vesey  Knox  has  already  applie<l  for  the 
Chiltem  Hundreds,  the  election  of  his  successor  in  the 
representation  of  Deny  will  not  take  place  until  February, 
at  the  earliest.  There  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that  Sir 
Thomas  Lipton  will  be  the  Liberal  candidate ;  but  when 
the  real  candidate's  name  is  announce<l  it  will  show,  unless 
rumour  lies,  that  the  electors  have  chosen  a  particularly 
strong  man,  whose  accession  to  Parliament  will  be  welcomed 
by  men  of  all  parties. 


Men's  "favourite  recreations"  are  somewhat  .ntereo- 
typed,  if  one  may  judge  by  the  rather  fonnal  entries 
made  in  WM»  Who.  But  Mr.  Napier  Hemy,  A.R.A.,  has 
achieved  a  measure  of  originality  when  he  confesses  his 
dearest  amusement  to  consist  in  "  fighting  the  Falmouth 
Rector's  Rate." 


Arabi,  the  Egyptian,  has  been,  from  his  Cingalese  retire- 
ment, an  extremely  interested  observer  of  recent  events 
in  the  Soudan.    But  ho  has  aged  a  good  deal  of  late,  to 
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judge  by  photographs  sent  over  to  his  English  friends, 
and  he  has  finally  abandoned  any  hope  he  ever  had  of 
taking  a  prominent  part  in  the  government  of  his  native 
land.  The  little  pamphlet  on  Arali  and  His  Household,  by 
the  way,  was  written  in  1882  by  Ladj-  Gregory,  wife  of 
the  able  Governor  of  Ceylon,  and  not  by  Lady  Welby- 
Gregory,  whose  husband  has  just  been  laid  to  rest  in  Lin- 
colnshire. Arabi's  favourite  daughter  is  called  "Bushra" 
(good  tidings),  a  name  which  places  her  birth  on  the  very 
day  when  "  the  three  colonels  "  (of  whom  her  father  was 
one)  were  released  from  prison  in  the  period  of  ministerial 
jealousies  preceding  the  "rebellion"  that  led  to  the  bom- 
bardment of  Alexandria.  London  might  be  even  more 
electrified  than  it  was  on  Wednesday  morning  if  rival 
ministers — and  especially  rival  ex-ministers — had  the 
authority  to  thrust  each  other  into  prison. 


Lord  Geokge  HAstiLTON  has  done  good  service  by 
impaling  in  the  columns  of  the  Times  the  transparent 
Browning-Beaconsfield  story  told  with  reiterated  emphasis 
by  Canon  MacColl.  Lord  George  lias  done  what  we  did 
three  weeks  ago — he  has  looked  at  Lord  Beaconsfield's 
own  words  at  the  Academy  banquet.  Nothing  Lord 
Beaconsfield  said  in  his  speech  justifies  the  account  of  it 
given  by  the  Canon  in  order  to  make  a  contrast  between 
what  Lord  Beaconsfield  said  in  public  to  the  Academy 
guests  and  what  Canon  MacColl  says  Mr.  Browning  said 
Lord  Beaconsfield  said  in  private  conversation  afterwards. 
The  alleged  discrepancy  does  not  need  to  be  explained 
away.  It  simply  does  not  exist.  How  long  are  we  to  go  on 
saying  that  Lord  Beaconsfield's  memory  ought  not  longer 
to  be  left  an  easy  prey  to  the  irresponsible  story-teller? 

Lady  Curzon,  of  Kedleston,  who  is  far  from  being 
robust,  was  advised  by  her  doctor  that  the  journey  overland 
to  Marseilles  might  be  dangerous  for  her.  She  proceeded 
by  sea  to  Marseilles,  where  the  new  Viceroy,  leaving 
London  last  Thursday  morning,  has  since  joined  her. 
It  is  a  happy  chance  that  takes  Lord  and  Lady  Curzon 
to  India  at  a  time  when  its  climate  is  recommended  to 
both  of  them  for  the  benefit  of  their  health. 


The  illusions  of  the  Parliamentary  career  are  rather  in 
the  air  this  week.  It  is  not  the  seasoned  veteran  alone 
who  confesses  that  the  game  of  leadership  even  is  hardly 
worth  the  candle,  and  is  certainly  not  worth  the  white 
sheet  of  repentance  in  which  a  body  of  his  supporters 
desires  him  to  stand.  Even  a  young  man  of  wealth  and 
of  leisure  like  Mr.  AUhusen,  the  member  for  Salisbury 
and  the  son-in-law  of  Lady  Jeune,  grows  weary  of 
"Westminster  Palace.  He  will  not,  therefore,  at  the  next 
polling-time,  offer  himself  for  re-election. 


The  Times  the  other  day  contained  a  set  of  patriotic 
verses  in  its  advertisement  columns,  a  part  of  which  we 
quote  elsewhere.  Inspired,  perhaps,  by  Mr.  Alfred 
Austin's  patriotic  exercises  in  the  same  place,  the  un- 
crowned poet  offered  her  lines  for  publication  and  had 
them  accepted— at  a  price — as  an  advertisement.  What 
one  wonders  is,  whether  the  poet  henceforth  refers  among 
her  friends,  and  especially  among  her  enemies,  to  her 
poems  in  the  Times, 


A  LITTLE  crowd  of  Boswells  is  already  on  the  heels  of 
Mr.  Kipling.  The  latest  of  them,  Mr.  Michael  Gifford 
White,  contributes  to  the  St.  James's  Gazette  some  remi- 
niscences of  Mr.  Kipling  as  a  schoolboy.  We  do  not 
know  how  Mr.  Kipling  feels  about  these  writings.  Per- 
"sonally  we  regret  them,  but  we  read  them.  It  seems  that 
Mr.  Kipling's  nickname  at  the  United  Service  College  was 
"  Gigs."  "  Gigs  "  was  nightly  called  upon  for  a  yarn  bj' 
his  fellows  in  the  dormitory,  and  in  response  to  requests, 
boots,  and  hard  pieces  of  soap,  "  Gigs "  would  oblige. 
The  result  was  joy  and  laughter  until  the  shoes  of  the 
house  master  were  heard  creaking  on  the  stairs. 


The  Book  Market.  J 

A  Distributing  Agency.  ' 

The  publisher  we  know,  and  the  bookseller  we  know  ;  but 
the  distributing  agency,  controlled  by  the  middleman,  is 
a  less  familiar  entity.  There  are  but  a  few  distribut- 
ing agencies,  and  they  are  big  concerns.  An  enormous 
proportion  of  the  books  offered  to  the  public  pass 
through  these  establishments,  which  are  marvels  of 
organisation.  A  representative  of  the  Academy  called 
at  one  of  them  this  week,  just  to  see  what  could  be  seen, 
and  hear  what  could  be  heard.  At  the  long  counte* 
twenty  or  thirty  "collectors,"  with  their  bags  and  pocket- 
books,  were  waiting — some  impatiently,  others  idly.  Some 
sat  on  shelves  farther  back,  swinging  their  legs,  careless 
of  the  national  hunger  for  novels — careless  of  the  wants 
of  the  scholar  and  the  child. 

"  Busy  ?  "  I  said  to  the  manager,  as  we  leanec"  over  tlie 
broad  counter. 

"Yes,  very." 

"And  what  is  the  prevailing  demand?  You  know  it 
here  if  it  is  known  anj'where.  What  are  people  more  and 
more  set  on  obtaining  ?  " 

"Eiction!" 

"  Fiction — you  say  that  ?  " 

"  I  say  that.  The  demand  for  fiction  goes  up  and  up. 
I  sometimes  wonder  that  young  authors  think  it  worth 
while  to  write  anything  but  novels.  The  public  seem  to 
want  nothing  else." 

"  Is  any  other  class  of  book  flourishing  ?  " 

"  Well,  biographies  are  multiplying,  and  they  seem  to 
be  popular.  But  to  be  popular  they  must  contain  a  great 
deal  of  tittle-tattle,  anecdotes,  and  a  whiff  of  scandal. 
These  ingredients  are  essential.  I  fancy  that  Busch's 
memoirs  of  Bismarck  will  be  more  popular  than  Bismarck's 
own  autobiography  on  this  account.  With  Kitchener  to 
Khartum  has  had  a  splendid  sale  this  season."  i 

"  Children's  books  ?  "  ' 

"  Oh,  please  don't  talk  about  children's  books.  The}"'re 
popular  enough,  but,  thank  goodness,  they're  being  over- 
done. AVe  shall  emerge,  I  hope,  from  this  welter  of  bad 
beasts,  and  sad  beasts,  and  distorted  monsters  which  it  is 
assumed  is  pleasing  to  the  child  of  to-day.  It  is  time  this 
literature  of  monstrosities  ceased." 

At  this  point  in  our  conversation  a  gruff,  hard-going, 
troubled  voice  interjected  the  following  question  from 
behind  us:   "  Why  don't  you  stop publ'shers  from  piihlishiiig 
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all  their  hooh  in  JVovember  and  Deetmher?  Why  don't  you 
make  them  restore  the  May  season?"  It  was  tho  pa«siii(? 
growl  of  a  very  old  bookHeller,  who  was  weary  of  the 
struggle  to  obtain  tlie  books  he  needed. 

As  he  moved  away  I  continued  : 

"  Do  you  endorse  his  sentiments  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  but  it  can't  be  helped." 

"The  pressure  on  your  strength  and  time  is  very  great, 
I  take  it,  just  now  ?  " 

"Yes.  In  November  I  often  subscribe  seventy  to  one 
himdrod  new  books  in  a  morning  before  eleven  o'clock. 
We  buy  almost  every  book,  you  see.  A  bookseller  rejects 
scores  of  books  ofpored  to  him  because  he  represents  a 
small  body  of  customers  whose  limitations  he  knows.  But 
m  buy  for  numberless  booksellers  with  as  many  different 
sets  of  customers :  consequently  we  buy  all  sorta  -and 
conditions  of  books." 

"  I  need  not  ask  you  whether  you  defend  your  position 
as  middlemen." 

"  Oh,  we  are  necessary.  Booksellers  can  and  do  send 
directly  to  the  publishers  for  well-known  works ;  but  tho 
multiplicity  of  small  books,  technical  books,  school  books, 
and  books  which  are  not  books,  is  such  that  a  large  middle 
trade  is  absolutely  called  for.  If  it  were  not  for 
distributing  agencies  many  books  would  never  filter 
through  to  the  public.  A  newly  published  book  of  no 
particular  note  is  not  easily  laid  hold  of;  for  titles  are 
misunderstood,  authors  are  forgotten,  publishers  are  not 
noted.  Here  every  book  is  registered,  and  nearly  every 
book  is  stocked." 

"These  collectors — who  and  what  are  they  ?  " 

"Well,  they  are  a  definite  class  of  men  who  thoroughly 
understand  their  work,  and  are  surprisingly  keen  on  it. 
Every  London  bookseller  keeps  one  collector  at  least,  who 
is  constantly  on  foot  with  his  notebook  and  his  bag.  Many 
of  the  fellows  whom  you  see  here  have  been  at  it  for  years. 
They  earn  their  thirty  shillings  a  week,  and  some  of  them 
know  as  much  about  books   as  their  masters.     Messrs. 

's  man  has  been  collecting  for  nearly  fifty  years,  and 

is  recognised  as  the  king  of  his  calling.  He  has  been  in 
every  'rush'  and  'boom'  almost  since  Dickens  began 
to  write." 

"  How  many  collectors  are  there  in  the  London  book 
trade  ?  " 

"I  should  say  they  form  a  little  army  of  five  hundred. 
Ihey  are  the  sinews  of  bookselling." 


Correspondence. 

Early  Stevensoniana. 

Sir,— In  his  learned  Introduction  to  Ballades  and  Ron- 
itarn  (W.  Scott,  1887)  the  late  Mr.  Gleeson  White  wrote: 
"  One  of  the  first  who  made  trial  hi  these  French  rhythms 
has  (I  believe)  never  published  any."  This  was  Mr. 
i^tevenson. 

As  you  recently  drew  The  Fine  Pacific  Islands  from  an  old 
\Sign  of  the  Ship,  you  may  like  to  print  the  following 
rondel  by  the  same  hand.  It  appeared  in  the  Ship  for 
April,  1888.  The  author  is  easily  recognised  from  Mr. 
Lang's  prefatory  note :  "I  venture  to  print  it  witliout 
telegraphing    to   the  Adirondacks   for  permission  ...  I 


presume  that,  twelve  years  ago  [the  date  of  the  poem]  the 
sage  who  laments  his  youth  was  just  twenty-five.  And  aa 
to  his  hair  being  '  grey,'  it  is  not  even  '  brindled.'  " 

Of  His  Pitiable  Transfobmatioh. 
I  who  was  youog  so  long, 

Young  and  alert  and  gay, 

Now  that  my  hair  is  grey, 
Begin  to  change  my  song. 

Now  I  know  right  from  wrong, 

Now  I  know  ptty  and  jirny, 
I  who  was  young  so  long. 

Young  and  alert  and  gay. 

Now  I  follow  the  throng, 

Walk  in  the  beaten  way, 

Hear  what  the  elders  say, 
And  own  that  I  was  wrong — 
I  who  was  young  so  long. 

Perhaps  some  of  your  readers  know  of  other  interesting 
and  unreprinted  writings  of  R.  L.  S.,  and  are  willing  to 
share  tlieir  knowledge.  Take,  for  instance,  his  con- 
tributions to  your  columns.  I  know  of  eleven  :  in  1 874 — 
"The  Ballads  and  Songs  of  Scotland,"  "  Scottish  Rivers," 
''The  College  for  Men  and  Women,"  "A  Quiet  Comer  of 
Scotland";  in  1875— "  The  Works  of  Edgar  Allan  Pee  "; 
in  1876— "The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Scotland,"  "  Salvini's 
'Macbeth,'"  "Jules  Verne's  Stories,"  "The  Comedy  of 
the  Noctes  Ambrosianro ";  in  1877 — "New  Novels";  in 
1878— "The  late  Sam  Bough,  R.S.A."  Were  there  any 
more  ?  Readers  may  like  to  know  of  those  I  liave  named. 
In  the  Dictionary  of  National  Biography  Mr.  Sidney  Colvin 
mentions  contributions  to  Vanity  Fair.  Does  anyone  know 
what  these  were,  and  their  dates  ? 

It  is  curious  that  so  late  as  March,  1897,  Mr.  Colvin 
himself  did  not  know  that  the  Encyclopaedia  Britannita 
contained  any  article  by  R.  L.  S.  Is  "  B6ranger"  the  only 
one? 

In  various  articles — "At  the  Sign  of  the  Ship,"  in 
Longman's  for  1891  and  1892— are  some  South  Sea  legends 
sent  by  Mr.  Stevenson.  Somewhere  in  the  old  Scot* 
Observer  there  is  a  poem,  "  To  a  Flautist "  ;  and  another, 
"The  Cock  Shall  Crow,"  in  Black  and  White,  Christmas 
Number,  1895. 

Will  others  help  to  swell  this  list  ? — I  am,  &c., 

Glasgow:  Dec.  1.3,  1898.  John  D.  Hamilton. 


The  Two  Mr.  Patersons. 

Sib, — Our  attention  has  been  called  [we  pointed  out  the 
mistake  in  our  issue  of  Dec.  3]  to  a  curious  error  on  the 
title-page  of  Mr.  Arthur  Paterson's  last  novel.  The  Gotpel 
Writ  in  Steel.  He  is  there  credite<l  with  the  authorship  of 
not  only  A  Son  of  the  Plains,  which  he  did  write,  but  also 
with  the  authorship  of  The  Man  from  Snowy  Bii^er,  which 
is  the  work  of  Mr.  A.  B.  Paterson — an  entirely  different 
person.  It  does  not  appear  that  Mr.  Paterson  passed  this 
title-page  for  press  himself.  As  it  appears  possible  that 
this  confusion  of  identity  may  cause  misapprehension,  we 
trust  that  this  communication  may  rectify  it  as  far  as 
possible. — We  are,  &c., 

A.  D   Innxs  &  Co.,  LtD. 

31  and  32,  Bedford-street,  Strand. 
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A  Matter  of  Spelling. 

Sir, — I  should  be  glad  if  one  of  your  readers  would  set 
me  right  on  a  point  which  has  been  a  growing  puzzle  to 
me.  It  is  all  over  that  little  word  an.  I  see  Mr.  Lionel 
Johnson  writes  "  «»' household  word,"  and  I  come  across 
"  an  humble  person,"  "  an  historical  fact,"  "  an  hotel."  Is 
an  used  correctly  there  ?  I  was  taught  to  pronounce  the 
letter  h,  and,  before  the  letter  h  sounded,  a  is,  I  sbould 
say,  the  correct  thing. '^  Surely  people  haven't  got  the 
length  of  speaking  of  "  an  'ousehold  word,"  "  an  'otel," 
"  an  'istorical  fact,"  &c. 

Then  I  notice  people  say,  or  rather  write,  "  an  union." 
How  is  "union"  pronounced?  Surely  not  "  oonion." 
We  don't  write  "an  young  man."  "Why,  tben,  "an 
union  "  ?— I  am,  &c.,  J.  M. 

Liverpool:  Dec.  10,  1898. 


Book  Reviews  Reviewed. 

"  A  Life  of     The  Times  expresses  the  most  general  of  all 
^™ear"  ■'"'Sy"  the  views  of  the  critics  on  Mr.  Lee's  book 

Sidney  Lee.      ^j^^^^  j^  ^^^^  . 

Never  before  has  learning  been  brought  to  bear  upon 
Shakespeare's  biography  with  anything  like  the  same 
force. 

The  Standard  says : 

Mr.  Lee  altogether  understates  his  own  achievements 
when  he  limits  them  merely  to  those  of  compilation  and 
analysis.  .  .  .  He  has  written  some  chapters  on  the 
Elizabethan  Sonnet,  and  on  this  form  of  composition  in 
France  and  Italy  in  the  sixteenth  century,  which  are  the 
best  studies  of  the  whole  subject  to  be  found  anywhere. 

This   reviewer  allies  Mr.   Lee   to  the   old    eighteenth 
century  students  of  Shakespeare  : 

"We  are  glad  to  see  that  Mr.  Lee  vindicates  the  reputa- 
tion of  those  excellent  eighteenth  century  scholars,  to  whom 
all  later  Shakespearean  students  have  been  enormously 
indebted,  though  they  have  often  forgotten  to  acknowledge 
their  obligations.  .  .  .  Mr.  Lee  himself,  as  he  shows  by 
the  businesslike  restraint  of  his  style,  his  wide  knowledge 
of  Elizabethan  literature,  and  his  sound  logical  method,  is 
much  more  akin  to  them  than  to  the  fantastic  theorists 
and  undiscriminating  enthusiasts  of  a  later  generation. 

The  reviewers,  as  a  body,  receive  Mr  Lee's  suggestion 
that  "  Mr.  W.  H.,"  to  whom  the  sonnets  are  dedicated  by 
the  publisher,  T.  T.,  was  William  Hall,  a  kind  of  pro- 
curer of  M8S.,  with  respectful  stupefaction.  The  Daily 
Chronicle  reviewer's  remarks  on  this  theory  are  very  pithy  : 

Why  on  earth  should  Hall,  having  begged,  borrowed, 
or  stolen  a  MS.  by  one  of  the  most  popular  poets  of  the 
day,  proceed  to  make  it  over  to  one  of  his  competi- 
tors ?  ,  .  .  He  did  not  lack  capital,  for  he  was  publishing 
other  books  at  the  same  time,  and  was,  it  would  seem,  in 
a  rather  better  way  of  business  than  Thorpe.  Mr.  Lee  at 
one  point  calls  him  "  a  partner  in  the  speculation";  but, 
if  that  had  been  so,  he  would  certainly  have  insisted  on 
having  his  name  in  full  on  the  title-page ;  and,  waiving 
that  objection,  why  should  one  member  of  a  publi-hing 
partnership    dedicate    a   book   to  the  other?      Can    we 


conceive  "Smith"  dedicating  to  "  Elder,"  or  "  Chatto '' 
to"Windu8"? 

Mr.  Loe's  theory  that  the  sonnets  were  very  much  of  an 
academical  exercise  and  a  mere  item  in  the  sonnet  mania 
of  the  period  is  vigorously  questioned.  The  Spectator 
says  : 

We  do  not  agree  with  him  in  believing  that  the  sonnets 
were  written  so  early  nor  so  close  together  as  he  puts  them, 
and  certainly  not  as  an  academical  exercise.  A  man  with 
the  lyrical  gift  almost  inevitably  feels  the  desire  to  express 
his  own  emotions,  and  we  hold  that  the  sonnets  were 
probably  written  at  intervals  ranging  over  a  considerable 
period  of  years,  and  that  they  expressed  Shakespeare's 
strong  and  real  feelings,  though  the  prevalent  convention 
suggested  not  merely  a  particular  form,  but  particular 
phrases  and  turns  of  thought,  which  indeed  are  common 
to  almost  all  lyrical  poetry.  If  a  poet  writes  of  the  foeling 
produced  in  him  by  spring's  coming,  he  writes  of  a  theme 
as  old  as  the  world,  and  he  inevitably  uses  metaphors  that 
have  seen  much  service,  but  he  is  not  the  less  sincere. 

The  Chroniclers  reviewer  also  protests  : 

The  marvellous  nimbleness  of  Shakespeare's  fancy 
suggested  to  him  a  thousand  images,  or  refinements  and 
variations  upon  images,  which  are  not  to  be  found  in  any 
previous  poet;  but  he  did  not  r«ject  the  more  obvious 
conceits  merely  because  he  knew  or  guessed  that  they  had 
been  used  before.  .  .  .  We  believe  it  will  be  found  that 
the  difference  between  Shakespeare's  sonnets  and  the 
general  run  of  his  contemporaries'  lies  not  merely  and 
not  mainly  in  workmanship,  but  precisely  in  the  intensity 
of  feeling  that,  in  so  many  of  them,  pulsates  through 
every  line.  The  very  fact,  strange  and  unpleasing  as  it 
seems  to  us,  that  the  most  ardent  of  them  are  addressed  to 
a  man,  removes  them  at  once  from  the  merely  conventional 
category. 

The  Fall  Mall  Ga%ette  calls  Mr.  Lee's  book  "  a  definitive 
biography,"  but  charges  the  publishers  with  "  using  a 
paper  through  which  the  print  shows;  we  have  seldom 
seen  a  less  agreeable  page  to  look  at." 

The  Daily  Telegraph  supplies  an   interpretative  article, 
but  expresses  no  decided  critical  views. 
The  St.  Jameses  Gazette  says  : 

To  have  gone  through,  with  trained  scholarshijj  and 
trained  judgment,  the  mass  of  Shakespearian  matter  of 
several  centuries,  and  in  several  tongues,  varying  in 
quality  and  quantity,  from  a  lucky  guess  to  elaborate 
forgeries  and  far-fetched  mares'  nests,  and  to  have  digested 
the  solid  results  in  a  form  readily  available  for  future 
students,  is  a  positive  service  hardly  to  be  over-estimated. 


Invention. 

I  ENVY  not  the  Lark  his  song  divine, 

Nor  thee,  O  Maid,  thy  beauty's  faidtless  mould. 
Perhaps  the  chief  feli.ity  is  mine, 
Who  hearken  and  behold. 

The  joy  of  the  Artificer  Unknown 

Whose  genius  could  devise  the  Lark  and  thee — 
This,  or  a  kindred  rapture,  let  me  own, 
I  covet  ceaselessly  I 
Frovi  the  "  Collected  Poems  of  William  Wutson.*' 
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Our  Literary  Competitions. 

Result  of  No.   10. 

Last  week  we  wkoA  for  the  bfst  hiuh-liown  rhyminif  paraphrmio 
of  a  familiar  proverb  The  task  haa  proved  very  congenial,  upward* 
of  a  hundred  attempts  having  been  made.  Be-t  of  them  in  the 
foUowiDg  treatment  of  "  A  bird  in  the  hiinfi  in  worih  two  in  the 
bush,"  by  the  Kev  Anthony  C.  Deane,  Onogall,  S'afford  : 

A  pinifle  member  of  the  avian  race. 

Which  the  prehensile  digita  fast  embrace, 

The  mercantile  equivalent  achieves 

Of  two  sequestcrfd  'mid  enshrouding  leaves. 
To  Mr.  Deano  a  cheque  for  a  guinea  has  been  sent. 


We  select  a  number  of  replies  from  the  great  pile  bwfor    us.   Here 
are  two  more  attempts  to  deal  with  the  prize  proverb  ; 
A  sin'/le  pinnate  biped  in  digitate  embr.ioe 
Evaluates  more  highly  than  a  bramble-sheltt-red  brace. 

[T.  D.,  Bridgwater  ] 

One  eoaring  songster  from  the  empyrean  blue, 

Held  in  a  snowy  palm,  is  greater  gain 
Than  two  such  feathered  bipeds,  rich  in  hue, 

That  in  arboreal  pleasance  yet  remain. 

[J.  J.,  Westerham.j 


It  in  no  use  crying  over  ipilt  milli. 
O'er  lacteal  flux  effused  upon  the  floor, 
Secretions  lachrymal  we  vainly  pour. 

[A.  B.  T.,  Bristol.] 


.1  rolling  stone  ijiithrrs  no  moss. 
To  petrous  particles  peregrinating,  cling 
Nor  lichen,  mould,  nor  any  fungous  thing. 

[A.  H,,  London.] 

The  fragment  which,  while  nature's  architect 
Lies  sleeping,  from  its  ancient  resting-place 
On  fome  primeval  precipice,  unoheckt 
Escapes,  and  rushes  down  in  headlong  race, 
Now  rearing  high  its  head  and  now  its  base, 
In  ceaseless  revolution,  cuUeth  naught 
Of  that  muscosa  and  verdant  herbiage 
Which  Father  Time,  the  Silent  and  Unsought, 
Wears  as  the  outward  warning  of  his  age. 

[C.  E.  H.,  Eiohmond.] 


JJoa'f  count  your  chickens  before  they  arc  hutched. 
Oh  I  number  not  your  partlefs  fledgling  brood 
Ere  throngh  th'  exiguous  shell  they  do  protrude. 

[F.  B.,  Gravesend.] 

Tell  not  thy  gallinaceous  brood  before 
Their  frail,  calcareous  dungeon  ojies  its  door. 

[B.  P.  X.,  London.] 


The  early  bird  catches  the  worm. 
The  matutinal  songster  rising  rathe 
In  flesh  and  feathers  doth  the  worm  enswathe. 

[0.  L.  M.,  Clifton.] 

The  primal  matin  songster  that  greets  the  rising  dawn 
Beholds  the  slow  vermicular,  and  lifts  him  from  the  lawn. 

[S.  C,  Brighton.] 


Von  mail  lead  a  horse  to  the  water,  but  yo'i  cannot  make  him  drink. 
A  fiery  quadtuped  of  equine  breed 
To  yon  pellucid  fountain  you  may  lead. 
But  task  more  formidable  'twere,  I  think. 
To  make  Bucephalus  the  liquid  drink. 

[P.  A.  K.,  Dalkeith.] 


It'l  •  long  lane  that  hiU  no  turmitf. 
Long  i«  the  laoe  that  doth  maintain  for  aye 
The  undcSeoted  tenour  of  it«  way. 

[L.  M.  P.,  Hertford. ) 


Finl  catek  your  liarr. 
The  table  spread,  the  *pit  before  the  fire 
Shall  not  appease  the  famished  king  s  deeire ; 
The  currant  abeds  her  crimson  blood  in  rain 
While  yet  the  wary  rodent  scours  the  plsin. 

[B.  R.  F.  L.,  London. 


7'hr  nrarer  the  lione  Ike  sweeter  the  meat. 
Approximate  the  osseous  straotnre's  groovea, 
More  ■nccnlent  the  fleshly  covering  proTea. 

[E.  B.  V.  C,  Strealham.] 


Any  stick  will  do  to  beat  a  dog  with. 
Aught  of  arboreous  growth  from  twig  to  root. 
The  blossomed  branchlct  or  the  budding  shoot, 
May,  if  humanity  be  sore  bestead. 
Serve  to  chastise  the  canine  qaadmped. 

[G.  W.  P.,  Sheffield.] 


Answers  received  also  from  :  J.  R.  L .  Belfast ;  W.  M.,  Glasgow  ; 
H.  L ,  Worcester  ;  F  C.  W.,  London  ;  R.  B.  J.  B.,  HamUton,  N.B.  ; 
E.  V.  London;  C.  A.  P.,  Waterloo;  O.  C,  Ballycsmey  :  H.  C, 
London  ;  W.  M .  Glasgow  ;  K.  K.  B ,  London  ;  R.  H.  G  .  South 
Woodford  ;  M.  A.  W..  Watford  :  B.  I  .  London  :  A.  R.  W.,  Brighton  ; 
M.  B.  W.,  Ramsgate ;  T.  V.  N.,  South  Woodford  ;  F.  E.  N.  C. 
Dulwich;  H.  T.  S .  Dublin;  L.  E.,  Bodleigh  8alt»rton ;  8.  O., 
Handsworth :  E.  B.  L.,  Malvern :  W.  J ,  Westerham  ;  H.  H.. 
Whitby  ;  .T.  S.  L.,  Newcastle ;  E.  J.  L.  A.,  Csrdiff  ;  J.  M.  C,  Edin- 
burgh ;  M.  I.  B.,  Settle ;  R.  E.  V.,  London  :  J.  D.  D.,  London  ;  Mise 
B.,  Atcot ;  A.  H  ,  London  ;  J.  G.  K.,  Leicester ;  P.  C,  Qreenocdc ; 
A.  M  ,  London  ;  R.  S.  W..  Llanelly  ;  (i.  H.,  Didsbury  ;  W.  E.,  Honor 
Oak ;  E.  II.,  Didsbury  ;  S.  B.,  Great  Malvern  ;  F.  B.,  Brighton  ; 
C.  F  .  Reading  ;  J.  B.  C.  Northampton  ;  R.  A.  M..  South  Woodford  ; 
H.  M.,  Glasgow  ;  H.  H.,  Kew  i  Mrs.  S.,  Winchfield  ;  F.  P.  W, 
Ilmington  ;  F.  M.,  London  ;  C.  J.,  Hampstead  ;  F.  A.  H.,  London  ; 
J.  S.  L..  Newcastle  ;  A.  M.  F.,  Crediton  :  C.  F.  N.,  London  ;  C.  6.  M., 
Burton-on-Trent ;  M.  M.  G.,  London ;  A.  B.  C,  Upper  Norwood ; 
A.  R.  B.,  Malvern  :  J.  W.  K.,  Redcar  :  E.  E.  A.,  Barford  ;  W.  G.  G., 
Oxford  ;  T.  E.  O..  Brighton ;  C.  S.,  London  (not  original)  ;  N.  N., 
London ;  C.  J.,  London ;  L.  C.  Bradford :  E.  6.  F.,  London ; 
E.  6.  H.,  London ;  F.  S ,  London ;  F.  W.  D.,  BUckheath  ;  D.  P.' 
Leatherhead ;  W.  F.  C,  New  Cross :  W.  F.  B.,  Manchester ; 
R.  E.  W.  B,.  Harrogate ;  E.  P..  Highgate  ;  J.  G.,  Killiney ;  H.  J., 
Crouch  End  ;  6.  R.  6..  London  ;  J.  H.  J.,  London ;  R.  M.,  Glen- 
devon  ;  F.  E.  W.,  London  ;  E.  B.,  London  ;  E.  F.,  Ashbnrton  : 
A.  E.  L.,  Stafford  ;  H.  J.  W.,  Tonbridge ;  G.  B.  M.,  Bangor  ;  and, 
too  late  for  qualification,  J.  B.,  London  ;  and  E.  E.  A.,  Warwick. 


Competition  No.   ii. 

OuB  readers  will  have  observed  that  we  have  been  asking  well- 
known  men  and  women  to  name  the  two  books  which,  in  ISflS,  have 
most  pleased  and  interested  them.  We  did  not  confine  the  choice  to 
books  published  during  the  present  year,  so  that  in  many  of  the 
replies  old  books  were  mentioned.  With  the  idea  of  carrying  our  re- 
starches  into  popular  literature  a  little  further,  we  ask  each  of  oar 
competitors  to  name  the  book  which,  in  Iuk  or  her  opinion,  is  the  beat 
that  1898  has  yet  produced,  and  to  accompany  the  choice  with  a 
concise  criticism  of  not  more  than  eighty  words  in  which  its  merits 
are  set  forth.  To  the  competitor  whose  reply  is  adjudged  moat 
satisfactory  a  cheque  for  a  guinea  will  be  snnt. 

Answers,  addressetl  ''Literary  Competition,  The  Acadkmv,  43, 
Ohanoery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  poet 
of  Tuesday,  December  20.  Each  answer  must  be  aooompanied  by 
the  coupon  to  be  found  at  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of  p.  45«. 


494 


The    Academy. 


17  December,  1898. 


The    •'  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An    Offer     to     Authors. 

The  CoQductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion 
■with  the  AcADE>[Y  invite  worts  in  MS.  for  consideration. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  No  fee  for  reading  and 
reporting,  or  for  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  was  set  forth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  an  assumed  name  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "  Academy  Bureau  " 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  should  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  applies  only  to  books  that 
have  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors 
of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSS.  submitted  to 
them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss.  They 
cannot  enter  into  correspondence  with  authors  on  the  subject 
of  books  criticised  in  the  Bureau,  or  as  to  completed  agree- 
ments. 


Jabez  the  Natukalist,  and 
Hakdy  of  Lenthall. 


By  Lucy  D'Ouvai, 


Fbom  the  Dawn.  By  "E.iFSER." 

This  is  a  very  ambitious  work.  It  deals  with  many  things 
human,  and  not  a  few  divine.  It  indicates  that  the  author  has 
read  much,  travelled  much,  and  felt  much.  As  a  whole,  how- 
ever, it  is  rather  inchoate.  Even  in  individual  sentences, 
"Rafser"  sometimes  perplexes  us.  "Your  nouveauriche  and 
drudge  of  the  world  has  always,"  he  writes,  "something 
diffident  or  awkward  in  his  gait,  which  betrays  the  lowness  of 
his  origin,  or  his  sleuderness  of  purse."  After  thinking  a  little, 
we  perceive  what  the  writer  means ;  but  that  does  not  leave  us 
pleased  with  him.  It  is  the  duty  of  a  writer  to  make  the 
reader  think ;  but  it  is  not  his  duty  to  put  the  reader  to  that 
exercise  by  writing  ungrammatically.  Slips  such  as  that  upon 
which  we  have  touched  irritate  us  all  the  more,  because  it  is 
obvious  that  "  Rafser  "  can  write  well  when  he  takes  the  pains. 
There  are  many  good  passages  in  the  novel.  Many  others, 
however,  are  almost  hysterical.  In  short,  "  From  the  Dawn" 
should  have  been  severely  revised  before  it  left  the  author's 
hands. 

Cymon  and  Iphigeneia.  By  Hog  Brooke. 

This  story  is  founded  on  a  deep  love  of  the  country,  and 
contains  some  pretty  writing  on  the  subject  of  Nature  and  her 
charms.  The  hero  is  well  drawn  as  a  character,  but  is  bound 
to  remain  outside  the  reader's  sympathy.  There  is  almost  a 
fashion  in  rural  novels  to  transfigure  boors  into  heroes  and 
endow  them  with  unsuspected  depths.  The  Cymon  of  this 
story  is  an  unusually  lubberly  clodhopper,  who  is  transformed 
by  Wordsworth's  poetry ;  in  fact,  so  effectually  that  he  actu- 
ally weeps  when  he  hears  the  lines,  "  Now  she's  in  her  grave, 
and  oh  !  what  a  difference  to  me  !  "  The  story  has  some 
good  points. 

Tbix.  By  a,  D.  B. 

Is  it  possible  for  two  people  to  have  a  "  filial  regard  "  for  one 
another  ?  Above  all,  is  it  possible  for  a  young  man  and  a  young 
woman  to  be  so  circumstanced  ?  This  is  perplexing.  "Trix"  is 
not  a  composition  that  attains  to  merit.  It  does  not  even  arrive 
at  mediocrity.  It  has,  besides,  grave  faults  of  taste ;  and  the 
heroine,  not  merely  because  she  smokes  cigarettes  and  brings 
the  smoke  out  of  her  nose,  but  for  more  offensive  reasons,  is 
repellant. 


Jabez  Nicholson,  when  we  make  his  acquaintance,  is  a  peasant 
child  deciphering  inscriptions  on  the  tombstones  in  a  country 
church.  He  finds  an  inscription  for  which  an  eminent  antiquary 
had  sought  in  vain,  and  the  antiquary  rewards  him  well.  By 
and  by,  while  still  an  urchin,  he  finds  a  rare  moth  for  another 
seeker  after  truth  Thus  the  story  goas  on  until  the  peasant  is 
a  grown  man,  learned,  prosperous,  and  happily  married.  The 
story  is  of  the  Sanford  and  Merton,  kind.  It  is  pretty,  but 
priggish.  Miss  D'Ouvri  has  now  and  then  a  flish  of 
insight ;  but  Jabez  is  not  in  any  respect  good  enough  to  warrant 
its  being  published.  The  other  story  is  too  short  for  considera- 
tion here. 

The  Seer  or  Bond  Street.  By  "Hope  Less." 

"We  have  not  often  read  a  novel  the  characters  in  which  were 
so  disagreeable  as  those  whom  "  Hope  Less  "  has  chosen.  The 
heroine  is  an  erotic  maniac  ;  her  father,  a  fashionable  physician, 
is  a  selfish  brute;  and  the  hero,  the  Seer  of  Bond  Street,  a 
palmist.  Strange  to  say,  the  author,  though  she  has  a 
satirical  mind,  treats  them  all  quite  seriously.  Her  talents  are 
misapplied.  She  is  an  observant  person,  and  her  story 
moves  along  quite  briskly  ;  but  she  has  chosen  an  iutolerable 
theme,  or,  at  least,  an  intolerable  attitude  towards  it. 


The  Masterpiece. 


A  Play,  by  W.  T.  K. 


"  The  Masterpiece"  is  not  a  masterpiece,  either  dramatic  or 
literary,  and  it  has  not  the  stir  either  of  language  or  of 
incident  adequate  to  the  making  of  a  good  play.  There  is  one 
strong  scene  at  the  end  of  the  third  act,  but  the  subsidiary 
characters  (with  the  exception,  perhaps,  of  Horace)  and  the 
minor  episodes  are  destitute  of  flavour  or  strength.  To  help 
out  a  main  theme,  unless  it  is  peculiarly  powerful,  a  lot  of 
trenchant  by-play  is  necessary,  and  this  is  wanting  here. 
In  "  The  Masterpiece  "  the  motives  of  the  leading  characters 
are  not  sufficiently  made  good.  There  is  no  rational  pretext 
why  a  rising  politician  should  abruptly  close  his  public  Ufe 
because  his  Bill  is  amended  in  Committee,  or  because  he  has 
married  a  wife  who  is  a  rising  artist.  W.  T.  K.  has  a  grasp  of 
dialogue  at  times.  He  must  try  agdin,  sustain  his  humour 
longer  in  the  lighter  passages,  aud  throughout  cultivate 
unexpectedness. 

The  Kenneth  Mystery.  By  L.  J.  M'C. 

The  solution  of  the  mystery  suggests  itself  quite  unmis- 
takably before  we  are  halfway  through  the  novel.  That,  we 
fear,  is  an  insuperable  obstacle  in  the  way  of  our  desire  to  find 
this  work  acceptable.  The  tale  in  itself,  which  deals  with 
the  loves  and  adventures  of  Scots  folk  living  in  America, 
is  fresh,  and  interesting  while  the  mystery  remains ;  hut 
after  that  we  turn  the  pages  with  less  concern.  This  is  a 
pity.  L.  J.  M'C.  has  a  sense  of  dramatic  situations,  and  his 
literary  style  is  good.  He  should,  we  think,  endeavour  to 
recast  the  chapters  which  foreshadow  the  solution  of  the 
mystery.  It  is  right  that  the  audience  in  a  theatre  should  be 
taken  into  the  author's  confidence  early.  The  audience  of  a 
novel-writer  should  be  held  in  arrest,  with  something  still  tc 
learn,  until  the  very  last  leaf  is  turned. 
Eked  Richards.  By  Esden  Montgomeby, 

The  hero  of  this  story  loved  the  country  in  his  youth,  and 
"the  scents  of  the  roses  and  the  new-mown  hay  filled  hi: 
lungs  with  intoxicating  draughts."  He  could  not,  however 
' '  forget  the  electric  thrill  that  came  from  close  contact  witl 
crowds  of  his  fellow-creatures."  How  he  must  have  enjoyec 
the  Jubilee!  Subsequently  "Nature  embosouis  him  on  wave 
of  electric  energy."     There  is  a  great  deal  of  religion  in  thi 
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oi)k  which  h  of  a  thoologiciil  tenour ;  there  is  ths  clash  of 
iiitli  and  doubt;  and  the  Lord's  Prayer  is  given  iu  full, 
■■nt  the  religious  problems  raised  are  not  now  uor  freshly 
Miidled,  and  the  style  is  loose  and  faulty  to  a  degree 
li.'  momout  it  soaks  to  asjiira.  To  realise  what  words  give 
.ivi>  to  a  sentence  and  wlmt  render  it  ridiculous  is  the  Hr«t 
i.|.  towards  literary  bucccss.  For  example,  the  word 
rijwdj"  iu  the  soutenoe  quoted  above  makes  an  otherwise 
Hiiid  sentence  grotesque.  All  this  must  be  remedied  if  Mr. 
Ii'iitgomery  is  to  be  read. 

I'MMONPLACE  Poems.  By  J.  V.  Kyle. 

riiis  is  am  unambitious  title,  but  not  inappropriate.     Mr. 
.ylr's  poems  are  very  commonplace,  so  much  so   as  hardly  to 
lioems  at  all.      The  longest  of  them,   "The   Fisher  of  I^e 
Irimn,"  is  mere  prose— e.i/.  : 

Oh  what  a  l»px)y  grouj)  that  ijight 

Inside  the  cot  was  found  ; 
Their  love,  though  all  outside  was  cold. 

Made  warmth  inside  abound. 
How  pleased  Dick's  little  brothers  were 
To  800  him  safe  and  sound. 
'his  is  not  only  prose,  but  bad  prose.     Mr.  Nyle  occasionally 
tambles  on  a  pretty  line—"  Does  the  phosphorescence  charm 
on  with  its  jewelry  of  light  ?  " ;  but  what  is  the  meaning  of 
Sweet  Summer,  rest, 
Rest  thee  amid  thy  heat, 
The  scent  of  meidow-sweet 
Comes  from  the  west  ? 
ibj  from  the  west  more  than  any  other  point  of  the  compass  P 
'here  is  no  edification  in  this  collodion. 


lOOOATIOKAL. 
DjrmoDd  (T.  B.),  Aa  Kxpariincnul  Coant  o(  ChmlUrj, 
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The   new  novels  of  the 
catalogued  ehewhert.     . 


week,   number  in ff  tixteen,   are 


Announcements. 

This  week  the  Unicom  Press  will  publish  Oil  Scone  and 
New  Headings:  Discussions  on  Musical  Subjects,  by  John  F, 
Bunciman.  The  book  contains  a  selection  of  the  work  tha) 
Mr.  Bunciman  has  done  during  the  last  year  or  two  in  the 

Saturday  Iteview. 

Mb.  Laurence  Binvon  indicates  the  character  of  hia 
Western  Flanders  (which  the  Unicorn  Press  will  publish  Uui 
week)  by  the  sub-title  A  Medley  of  Things  Sren,  Considered,  and 
Imagined.  The  book  will  contain  ten  new  etchings  by  Williaia 
Strang. 

There  are  few  names  more  distinguished  in  the  history  of 
the  North-Western  Frontier  of  India  than  that  of  Lumsden. 
Sir  Harry  Lumsden,  the  elder  brother  of  Sir  Peter  Lumsden,  is 
famous  as  having  been  engaged  in  some  sixteen  battles— in- 
cluding those  of  the  Khyber  Pass — the  Sikh  War,  and  the 
Siege  of  Mooltan,  on  which  occasions  he  commanded  the  famous 
Corps  of  Guides,  which  be  himself  had  raised,  and  which  bear* 
a  record  second  to  none  in  the  annals  of  our  Indian  regimaats. 

Sin  Harry's  Memoirs,  which  contain  incidents  and  adven- 
tures inferior  not  even  to  those  of  John  Nicholson  himself,  are 
now  in  the  press  under  the  editorship  of  his  brother,  0«n6nJ 
Sir  Peter  Lumsden,  G.C.B.,  and  will  be  published  by  Mr, 
Murray  early  in  1899. 
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DIGBY.  LONG  &CO'SNEW  BOOKS. 

At  all  Libraries  and  BooksollerB*. 

Ad  oiit-iinil-oiit  eutertainiag.  exciting,  and  olcver  romanfle.'' 

The  RAINBOW   FEATHER. 

My  FKRGUS  HUME. 

'The  author  of  'The  Mjftfiry  of  A  Haogom  Cab' has  Bur- 
P«f8e<l  himself  ill  tliis  hrilliaut  iiarmtiou."'— /ris/i  Times. 

NEW  BOOK  BY  DR.  GORDON  STABLES,  R.N. 

A  GIRL  from  the  STATES. 

Cloth,  3p.  Cd. 
"Full  of  interent,  wo-th  readioc;,"— ir.'Bimtnafer  Gazette. 
"  It  in  well  wortn  reu\uig."—.i{anchf.iiter  Guardian 

'"The  best  novel  Mr.  G.  B.  Fitzgerald  has  publi-hed." 

THE      STIGMA.  Atken.u>n. 

By  G.  BERESFORD  FITZGERALD, 

AutKor  of*^An  Odd  Career,"  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 

'Adariog  novelty  In  fictional  literature."— Z>aUtf  TeUffrtiph 

"A  dfstiaotly  pleasing  book,  bright,  fresh,  and  breeKy.** 

ANGEL:   a  Cornish  Romance. 

By  Mrs.  ENSELL, 
Author  of  *' Lanherst,"  '*^r.    Cloth,  69. 
'"Mrs.  Ensell  writes  agreeably  and  with  care.'— /itAdiu-ioji. 
"  An  exceeilingly  entertaining  story."— O'owrf  Circular. 


"  The  story  ik  interesting."— GfinWeironwi. 

RANSONMOOR. 

By  ROHERT  DAWBARN.    Cloth,  68. 
"It  is  a  straightly  told  tale,   in  which  fraudulent  dealing 
flgu  res  Teiy  promiueotly."— ^gcotoinan.  

The  HISTORY  of  CAPTAIN  KATT. 

By  Mi-B.  MARY  HUGHES. 
Pictorial  cloth,  crown  8vo,  2s.  6(1. 
"The  book  is  well  worth  reailinpr,  and  inculoatefl  many  a 
Dsefal  lesson  of  humanitj."— i)un(ie«  Advertiser. 

NEW  liOOK  BY  FRANK  SAVILE. 

THE  FORAY  of  HENDRIK  HUDSON. 

By  the  Author  of"  John  Ship,  Mariner.*' 
Pictorial  cover,  Is. 
*'An  fxcitiDK  spa  story  tlealing  with  the  adventures  of  a 
yachting  party  in  the  B:iltii:."— Dundee  Courier. 

A  CHARMING  COLLECTION  OF  STORIES. 

UNDER  the  ROWAN  TREE. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN, 

Auth'ir  of  A  Fellow  of  Trinity." 

Cloth,  38.  6j. 

London:    DIGBY,  LONG  &  CO., 
18,  Bouverie  Street,  E.G. 
Authors  may   send    in    their   MSS,,  snitable   for 
Tolnme  pablication,  with  a  yiew  to  immediate  con- 
sideration. 


PRICE  ONE  sniLLING. 

THE  GREEN  MEN  of  NORWELL 

And  other  Stories. 

By    MARY     C.     ROWSELL, 
Author  of  "  Traitor  or  Patriot,"  "  Boys  of  Fairmead," 

"  History  of  Prance,"  &c.,  &c. 
1.— ■'THE  GREEN  MEN  of  NORWELL." 

(A  Story  of  the  Scottish  Border.) 
2.— "THE  BROTHERS." 

(A  Story  of  the  Great  Kebellion.) 
3.— "ALFRED  the  KING." 

4.— "PRINCE  OLAF." 

(A  Story  of  tlie  Danish  Invasion.) 
S.— "JACK  and  JILL." 

(The  Story  of  a  Journey  to  London  when 
Ueorge  tlie  Third  was  King.) 
6.— "TJNCLK  MATT;  or.  The  Queen's  Boom." 

(A  Story  of  To-day.) 
"  Miss  Rowsell  is  specially  successful  in  historical  tales," 
..«.     .            ,  ,^        ,  Guardian. 
She  IS  one  of  the  only  two  women  writers  figuring  in  the  list 
of  authors  cf  favourite  books  in  a  large  public  school  library." 
WestminsUr  Qnzette. 

London:  SIMPKIN,  MARSHALL  &  CO.,  Limimd. 

JUST    PUBLISHED. 
pp.  492,  8vO,  108.  6d. 
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THE     DREYFUS      CASE. 

From  the  Arrest  of  Captain  Dreyfus  In 
October,  1894,  up  to  the  Flight  of  Esterhazy 
in  September,  1898. 
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Handbook  which  he  has  sent  to  Her  Maje8t.y." 

"  Nothing  better  could  be  wished  for." — British  Weekly. 

"  Far  superior  to  ordinary  Guides." — London  Daily  Chronicle, 

Elited  by  RALPH  DARLINGTON,  F.K.G.S.        Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW. 
Fcap.  8vo.  ONE  SHILLING  EACH.  Illustrated. 

THE  VALE  of  LLANGOLLEN.— With  Special  Contributions  from  Hia  Excellenoy 
E.  J.  PHELPS,  late  American  Minister ;  Professor  JOHN  RUSKIN,  LL.D.  j  ROBERT 
BROWNING;    A.   W.    KINQLAKE,  and    Sir  THEODORE   MARTIN,  K.C.B. 

BOURNEMOUTH  and  NEW  FORKST.        THE  CHANNEL  ISLANDS. 
THE  NORTH  WALES  COAST.  THE  ISLE  OF  WIGHT. 

BRECON  and  its  BEACONS.  THE  WYE    VALLEY.  > 

ROSS,  TINTERN,  and  CHEPSTOW.  THE  SEVERN  VALLEY.  ■ 

BRISTOL,  BATH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUPER-MARE. 
BRIGHTON,  EASTBOURNE,  HASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEONARDS. 
LLANDUDNO,  RHYL,  BANGOR.    BBTTWSYCOED  and  SNOWDON. 
ABERYSTWYTH,     BARMOUTH,     MACHYNLLETH     and     ABERDOVEY. 

BARMOUTH,  DOLGELLY,  HARLECH,  CRIOCIETH  and  PWLLHELL 

MALVERN,  HEREFORD,  WORCESTER,  GLOUCESTER  k  CHELTENHAM. 

LLANDRINDOD  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  o£  MID-WALES. 

"  The  best  Handbook  to  London  ever  iasued." — Liverpool  Daily  Post. 
**  Most  emphatically  tops  them  all." — Daily  Graphic.  i 

SECOND    EDITION,    ENLARGED,  6s.     Sixty  Illustrations,  24  Maps  and  Plans. 

LONDON    AND    ENVIRONS 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 

With   Descriptions  of   the    Tate   Gallery,  Passmore  Edwards   Settlement,  Blackwall    Tunnel,  ^,i 

and  an  additioTial   Index  of  4,500  R^erences   to    Streets   and    Places   of  Interest. 


Llangollen:  DARLINGTON  &   CO. 
London :  Simpkin,  Marshall,   Hamilton,  Kent  &  Co. , 
The  Railway  Bookstalls,  and  all  Booksellers'. 


Ltd. 


FROM     MATTER    TO     MAN: 

A  Neio  Theory  of  the  Universe. 
By     A.      RED  COTE     DEWAR. 

Unprecedented  Success.— A  German  Edition  has  been  called 
for  within  three  weeks  of  its  publication.  The  Editor  will  be 
the  eminent  Gennaa  Scientist,  Prof.  Ludwiu  BUchsek.  of 
Darmstadt. 

"  I  am  delighted  to  me  at  laat  in  English  a  book  in  which  the 
theory  of  the  Universe  is  given  without  the  current  unscientific 
hypotheses.    I  admire  very  much  the  ailmirable  concise  wav  in 
which  you  state  everything.     It  is  precisely  what  is  wauteil,  a,  , 
theory  in  that  small  size."— Prince  Khapotkin. 

Price  3s.  6d.  ■ 

London:  Ghapuan-  &  HAiii..  | 


London : 
^iMPKiir,  Mabshall,  Hamilton,   Kbitt  &  Co,,  Ltd. 


Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  boards, 
price  Ik.  6d.,  post  free. 

THE  CONDUCT  of  PUBLIC  MEETINGS. 

By  J.  HDNT    COOKE.      A    Clear   and  Concise 
Manual  for  all  Public  Speakers. 
"  The  Spectator  says  :  **  We  make  no  apology,  even 
during  the  holiday  season,  for  drawing  attention  to 
this  little  book." 


London :  21  &  22,  Fumiva]  Street,  Holbom,  B.C. 


ALEXANDER  &  SHEPHEARO'i 

I  PUBLICATIONS. 

Just  Published.    Crown  8vo,  28.  6d. 

"THINGS  THAT  ARE  MADE."     Devo 

t'onal  Meditations  in  the  Haunts  of  Nature.  B 
Rev.  A.  J.  BAMFORD,  B.A.,  of  Royton, 

Just  Published.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  with  Portraitfl, 
price  68.,  post  free. 

WELSHMEN  in  ENGLISH  PDLPITS  ;  Oi 

Sermons  by  Enslish  Conpregutional  Ministe) 
Irom  Wales.  With  Introductinn  by  Be' 
CHARLES  A.  BERRY,  D.D.  Edited  by  Ke 
DANIEL  WATERS. 

Now  Ready,  Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  board 
Is.  (Jd.,  post  free. 

THE  CHARTER  of  the  CHURCH.     Le( 

tures  on  the  Spiritual  Principle  of  Nonconformit 
By  P.  T.  FORSYTH,  M.A.,  D.D. 

London:  21  &  22  Furniral  Street,  Holborn,  AC.' 
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Special   Edition 

OP 


GREEN'S  ILLUSTRATED  HISTORY 


OF  thp: 


ENGLISH  PEOPLE 


for  Five  Shillings  paid  on  giving  the  order  and  seven  subsequent  payments  of  Five  Shillings  eaoh. 


MESSRS.  MACMILLAX  &  CO.,  Limited,  propose  to  take  advantage  of  a  recently  introdnced  ioBtalment  lyBtem  of  wiling  booka  to 
circulate  a  nevr  and  beautiful  i^sue  of  the 

ILLUSTEATED    EDITION 

OF 

Green's  Short  History  of  the  English  People, 

bat  instead  of  taking  orders  and  distributing  the  book  through  the  medium  of  a  Newspaper,  as  has  been  done  in  a  recent  well-known  caie, 
Mkssrs.  MACMiLLA.c(  intend  to  sell  the  work  through  Retail  Booksellers  throughout  the  country,  whom  they  will  appoint  their  Agenta  for 
the  purpose. 

Green's    Short  History  of  the   English   People 

has  long  been  recognized  as  the  most  brilliant  and  most  readable  of  Englieh  Histories,  and  the  Illustrated  Edition,  which  waa  pabliahed  • 
few  yearn  ago  under  the  supervision  of  Mrs.  Green  and  Mies  Kate  Xorgaie,  is  without  exception  one  of  the  most  attractive  and  instniotiTa 
pictorial  histories  in  existence,  and  is  a  took  that  should  be  in  the  potseesion  of  every  family  in  the  kingdom.  This  great  work,  which  wm 
produced  at  a  cost  of  many  thouBand  pounds,  contains,  in  addition  to  the  complete  text  of  the  original  work,  no  less  than 

Fourteen   Hundred   Illustrations, 


of  which  Two  Hundred  and  Fifty  are  Full-Page  Engratirtgt, 

There  are  Two  Hundred  Portraits  ot  veriou 
of  the  National  Portrait  (-Jallery.  The  volumes 
in  some  instances  in  as  muny  as  sixteen  colours, 


There  are  Two  Hundred  Portraits  of  verious  historical  characters,  engraved  nrder  the  fupervision  of  the  late  Mr.  George  Scharf,  Director 
of  the  National  Portrait  Gallery.    The  volumes  also  contain  Thirty-two  Maps  and  Plans,  and  Eighteen  beautiful  Lithcgrapbio  Plates,  printed 


THE     SPECIAL     EDITION 


otthis  important  book  will  be  iisued  in  three  handsome  super-royal  Sto  volnises,  half-bound  in  eoarlet  leather,  with  gilt  tops. 
Older  Forms  may  be  obtaimd  from  any  Bookseller. 


How  to  order  the  Special  Edition 

OF 

GREEN'S  ILLUSTRATED  HISTORY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  PEOPLE. 

1.  If  you  wirh  to  eubscribs  for  the  Special  Edition  of  Green's  Illustrated  History  ask  your  Bookseller  for  an  Order  Form,  and  fill.it  up  with- 

your  came  and  address.    Then  return  it  to  the  Bookseller,  and  at  ihe  same  time  hand  him  the  sum  of  Five  Shillings. 

2.  Your  order  will  then  be  booked,  and  a  complete  copy  of  the  Special  Edition  of  Green's  History  will  be  delivered  to  )ou  in  due  course. 

3.  On  receipt  of  the  complete  book  yu  i  will  make  the  Bookseller  a  farther  payment  of  Five  Shillings,  and  will  continue  to  make  substquent 

payments  at  the  rate  of  Five  Sbilliugs  per  month  until  you  have  paid  up  the  whole  price  of  the  book— vii ,  Two  Pounds, 

Should  you  wish  to  p»y  the  whole  amount  at  one  Ume,  a  payment  of  Thirty-seven  Shillings  and  Sixpence  made  at  the  time  of  first  giving 
the  order  will  entitle  jou  to  rective  a  copy  of  the  book  without  further  payment  or  liability  of  any  kind. 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.,  Limited,  St.  Max-tin's  Street,  London,  W.C. 
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CATALOGUES. 


WILLIAMS        &       NORGATE 
IMPOKTERS  OF  FOREIGN  BOOKS, 
14,  Henrietta  Street,  CoTent  Garden,  20,  South  FrederlokSt- 
Edinburgh,  and  7,  Broad  Street,  Oxford. 


CATALOGUES  poet  free  on  application. 


F 


OREIQN     BOOKS    aod    PERIODICALS 

promptly  supplied  on  moderate  terms. 
OATALOQDES  on  applioation. 


SDLAU    Jt    CO.,    17,    80H0    SQUARE. 


AGENCY  FOE  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

GP.  PUTNAM'S  SONS,  PTJBLISHEES  and 
•  BOOKSELLERS,  ot  27  and  29  West  2:)rd  Street,  New 
York,  and  24,  BEDFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W.C,  desire  to 
call  the  attention  of  the  READING  PUBLIC  to  the  excellent 
facilities  presented  by  their  Branch  House  in  Loudon  for  filling. 
on  the  most  favourable  terms,  orders  for  their  own  STAN  DARD 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BOOKS  and 
PERIODICALS.-CATALOG0ES  sent  on  applioation. 


IMPORTANT.-PKINTINO  AND  PUBLISHING. 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  &c. 
—KING,  SELL  4  RAILTON,  Limited,  high^^la^B 
Printers  and  PublislterB,  12,  Gougli  Square,  4,  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 
Street.  E.C.,  havespecialiy-huilt  Rotary  and  other  fast  Machines 
for  printing  illustrated  or  other  Publications  and  specially-built 
Machines  for  fast  fouling  and  covering  6,  16,  24,  or  32-page 
Journals  at  one  operation. 

Advice  and  assistance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  commence 
New  Journals. 

Facilities  upon  the  premises  for  Editorial  Offices  free.  Adver- 
tising and  PuDlishing  Departments  conducted. 

Telepone  65121.    Telegraph  "  Africanism,  London." 

TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.     lod.  per  1,(XI0  words.     Samples  and  referencea— 
Address,  Miss  E.  M.,  18,  Mortimer  Crescent.  N.W, 


TYPEWRITING.  —  MANUSCRIPTS,  scien- 
tific, dramatic,  and  all  kinds  COPIED  with  neatne&a 
and  rapidity.  Clear  duplicate  copies.  Circulars.  &c..multiplie<l 
by  Edison's  Mimeograph.  Long  experience.— Miss  Sprino, 
8,  Agamemnon  Road,  West  Hampstead. 

LONDON         LIBRARY, 
ST.  JAMES'S  SQUARE,  S.W. 

Pat»os-H.R.H.  the  PRINCE  OF  WALES,  KG. 
Prbsidekt— LE.SLIE   STEPHEN,  Esq. 
VlCK-PKESiUENTS-The  RiKht  Hon.  A.  J.  BALFOUR.  M.P.,  the 
Right  Rev    the  LORD  BISHOP  of  LONDON.  HERBERT 
SPENCER,  Esq.  ;  the  Itight  Hon.  W.  E.  II.  LECKY.  M.P., 
D.C.L. 
TansTEES- Right  Hon.  Sir  M.  GRANT  DUFF,  Eight  Hon. 
Sir  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  Bart.,  M.P.,  Right  lion.  EARL  of 
ROSEBERY. 
The  Library  contains  about  180,000  Volumes  of  Ancient  and 
Moderu  Literature,  in  Various  Languages.     Subscription,  £3 
a  year;  Life-JIerabership,  according  to  age.    Fifteen  Volumes 
are  allowed  to  Country  and  Ten  to  Town  Members.      Reading 
Room   Open  from  10  to  lialf-past  6.      CATALOGUJI,  Fifth 
Edition,  2  vols.,  royal  8vo,  price  2ls. ;  to  Members,  163. 

C.  T.  HAGBEEQ  WRIGHT.  Secretary  and  Librarian. 

The  Old  Series  of  THE  ACADEMY,  which 
ended  on  October  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  obtained  gratis  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.   12. 

All  readers  attempting  this  weeKs 
Competition  {described  fully  on  page 
529)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E    P   P   S'  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 

BREAKFAST-^SUPPER. 


ST.  PAUL'S  PRBPARATORY  SCHOOL. 
COLET  COURT.  T,ONI)0N,  W.,  will  REOPEN  for  LENT 
TERM.  18lt9.  on  TUESDAY,  January  17th.  Applications  for 
AdmJBflion  to  be  madn  to  tbe  HeaU  AlfiBter,  Mr.  J.  Bewshkr. 
M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford. 

During  the  last  School  Year  ?1  I'aulines  gained  ScholarshipB 
urExhihitioDB  at  Oi^ford  and  Cambridge,  and  lit  gaiued  admis- 
sion into  Woolwich  and  Sandhurst.  (Dunng  th«  last  thirteen 
years  2Sft  open  scholarships  have  l>een  taken  by  FauliDes  at 
Oxford  and  Cambridge.) 

At  the  Apposition.  1&»8.  there  were  88  Boys  in  St.  Paul's  whi 
had  gained  an  Oxford  and  C«mbridge  IJigher  Certificate,  30  who 
had  Matriculated  at  London  University,  and  7!(  who  had 
qualified  for  Medical  Registration. 

About  70  per  cent,  of  the  Boys  who  gained  these  Buccesses  had 
received  their  earlv  education  at  Colet  Court. 


ARDROSSAN    ACADEMY,    AYRSHIRB. 

HEADMASTER  WANTED,  must  l>e  a  Craduate.  and 
must  have  ha^l  Experience  in  a  Secondaiy  School.  Minimum 
Salary.  £350,  with  prospect  of  increases  according  to  the  success 
of  the  School, 

Ardrossan  bein''  a  be  ilth  resort  on  the  Ayrshire  coast,  and  a 
most  desirable  place  of  residence,  it  is  expected  that  the 
Academy  (which  is  to  be  enlarged  immediately)  will  offer 
attractions  to  jiarents  at  a  distance,  and  that  the  Headmaster 
may,  if  he  desires  to  have  Boarders,  thereby  increase  his 
Emoluments. 

Duties  to  begin  imme<llately  after  the  Summer  Vacation. 

Applications  to  be  lodged  with  .lASits  Cook,,  Esq.,  Clerk  to 
the  School  Board,  Aniro.'<8an,  Ayrshire,  along  with  Eight 
Printed  Copies  ot  Testimonials,  by  the  I5th  February.  1!^&9. 

CHRISTMAS    LECTURES. 

ROYAL       INSTITUTION       of       GREAT 
BRITAIN,  Albemarle  Street,  Piccadilly,  W. 

Sir  ROBERT  BALL,  D.Sc,  LL  D.,  F.R.S..  will  on 
TUESDAY  NEXT  (December  27th).  at  3  o'clock,  begin  a 
COURSE  of  SIX  LECTURES  (adapted  to  a  Juvenile  Auditors) 
on  "ASTRONOMY."  Subsaiiption  (for  Non-MemberBi  to  this 
Course,  One  (Jutnen  (Children  under  16.  Half-a-(iuinea) ;  to  all 
the  Courses  in  the  Season.  Twe  Guineas.  Tickets  may  now  be 
obtained  at  the  Institution. 

ROYAL  INDIAN   ENGINEERING  COL- 
LEGE, Coopers  Hill,  Staines. 

The  COURSE  of  STUDY  is  arranged  to  fit  an  Engineer  for 
employment  in  Europe,  India,  and  the  Colonies.  About 
40  Btuden's  will  be  admitted  in  September,  1S!K».  The  Secretary 
of  State  will  offer  them  for  Cnmi)etition,  Twelve  Appoiiitmentfi 
as  Assistant  Engineers  in  the  Public  Works  Department,  and 
Three  Appointments  as  Assistant  Superintendents  in  the  Tele- 
graphs Department.  One  in  the  Accounts  Branch  P. W.D.,  and 
One  in  the  Traffic  Department,  Indian  State  Railway. 

For  particulars  apply  to  Skcretary.  at  College. 

piHATEAU     de     VESPERANCB.    LADY 

W  MURRAY'S  CONV.VLESCENT  HOME  of  REST  for 
AUTHORS  and  ARTISTS,  Rituated  in  a  most  beautiful  part 
of  the  South  of  France,  N<->W  OPEN.— Full  jtarticulars  to  be 
had  from  the  Hon.  L.vnr  Murr.\t,  Villa  Victoria.  Cannes, 
France^ ___^ 

ASON     UNIVERSITY     COLLEGE 

BIRMINGHAM. 

LECTURESHIP    IN     MATHEMATICS. 

The  Council  invite  applications  for  the  above  appointment. 

Applications,  accompanied  by  testimonials,  should  !>e  sent 
to  the  undersigned  not  later  than  Monday,  tha  '2nd  of 
JanuaiT.  1899- 

The  Candidate  elected  will  be  required  to  enter  upon  his 
dutiea  as  soon  as  possible  after  January  17th,  1899. 

Further  particulars  may  be  obtained  fnmi 
GEO.  H.  MORLET.  Secretaiy.^ 

NOTfCE.—A  NEW  ROMANuE  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  entitled  ''PARSON  KELLY;'  by  Mr. 
A.  E.  W.  MASON,  Author  of  The  Courtship 
of  Morrice  Buckler,"  and  Mr.  ANDREW  LANG, 
is  commenced  in  the  January  Number  of 
''LONGMAN'S  MAGAZINE." 


M 


LONGMAN'S      MAGAZINE. 

JAXCARY,  ISIK).        I'ricc  SI.XI'EXCB. 

PAR30N  KELLV.    By  A.  E.  W.  Masoj  and  An-dkew  Lavo. 

Chapters  1— [II. 
A  FARMER'S  VEAR.-V.    By  II.  Rideii  HAGri.BD. 
LIFE  aod  LOVE.    By  Wai-tkr  Herkics  Pollock. 
THE  LYN.X  THAT  TRIUMPHBI'.     Ily  Fbko.  Wuisuam. 
A  PALADIN  of  PHILANTHROPY.    By  AtsriN  Uobsoii. 
TO  PROVE  HER  WRONU.    By  Mrs.  C.  J.  Mabtli. 
AT  the  SIGN  of  the  SHIP.    By  Axdkew  Laso. 


London:  Lonomatjs,  Owkew  *  f^. 


ni&TABLlSUED    IfiSl. 

BIRKBECK         BANK, 
Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane.  London. 
TWO-AND-A-HALF    per   CENT.    INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  mini- 
mum monthly  balances,  when  not  dra«n  below  £100. 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  of  Thrift  the  Bank  receives  small  sums 
on  deposit  and  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  completed  £1. 

BIRKBECK    BUILDING   SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

FOR   TWO   GUINEAS   PER   MONTH. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

FOB    FIVE  SUILLIKG8  PER  HONTU. 

I  The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  post  free 
FRANCIS  RAVENSCROFT.  Manager. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  GO.'S  LIST. 


POPULAR  NEW  SIX-IHILLINO  NOVELS. 

NOW  READY.  FOURTH  EDITION. 

HEART  and  isWORD.    By  John  Sirange 

WINTER. 
*•  John  StraiiKc  AVinter  hiis   Hchieved  one  of   her  greatest 
successes."— o/M-TficId  Jjailit  Teleoruph. 
•■  John  Strai'ge  Winter  gives  uRof  Iter  best."— ir/i  if.  Aailfiewieuj 


NOWREADY'.THB  FOIBTH  EDITION  OF  MR.  WILLIAM 

LE  QI:EI!.\S  .NEW  NOVEL, 

IF  SINNERS  EN'i'icE  THEE  :'  ARomance 

of  lh«  Riviera. 
Ti-uth  says:  "Mr.  Le  (ineiix  makes  effective  me  of  Monte 
Carlo,  the  vo'canic  vent  ot  hell.  His  melodrama  is  of  a  hiffh 
kind,  and  high  of  its  kind.  1  defy  y.ju  to  lay  down  *  If  Sinners 
Ent  ce  Thee.*  once  you  have  got  WtU  inio  ita  swing,  till  the 
close." 


THE    COST  of  her  PRIDE.     By  Mrs. 

ALEXANDER,  Author  of    "Barbara,  Lady's   Maid  and 
Peeress." 


DIVIL-MAY-CARE.    By  May  Crommelin, 

Author  of  "Queenie."  "  Viok-t  A'yvian,  M.F.U.*" 

THE  BOHEMIAN  GIRLS.     By  Florence 

WARDEN,  Author  of  "The  House  ou  tlje  Marsh,"  "Girls 
will  be  Girls,"  &c. 


A  WOMAN  Of  IMPULSE.   By  H.  Falconer 

ATLEE,  Author  of  "The  Seasons  ..i  a  Life,"&c. 


NEW  NOVEL  BY  C. 

HER  MARRIAGE  VOW. 


V.  ROGERS. 

By  C.  V.  Rogers. 


NEW  ROMANCE  BY  BERTRAM  .MITFORD. 

In  cloth  gilt,  price  Ss.  6d,,  with  Illustrations  by  Uakolo 

THE  RUBY  SWORb?""Bv  the  Author  of 

"  The  Induna*s  Wife,"  &c. 


NEW  BOOK  BY  J.  JAMES  HEWSON._In  1  vol.,  price  3s.  «l 

A    HANDFUL    of    TRUMPS.      By    the 

Author  of  "  This  and  My  Pipe.** 


NEW  BOOK  BY  GEORGE  GRIFFITH.-In  1  vol..  price  3».  td. 

GAMBLES  With  DESTINY.  By  the  Author 

..f  ■'  Uriton  or  Boer,"  "  The  IJestineil  Maid,"  &c. 
XEW  NOVEL.— In  paper  cover,  price  Is. 

THE    PORTRAIT    of    a  WOMAN. 

COSMO  CLARKE,  Author  of  "Sorely  Tried,**  4c. 


By 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  W.C. 

MUDIE'S  SELECT  LIBRARY 

For  the  CIliCUlA  TIOX  and  SALE  of 
all  the  BEST 

ENGLISH,  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN, 
RUSSIAN,  and  SPANISH  BOOKS. 


TOWN  SUBSCRIPTIONS  from  ONE  GUINEA 

per  annum. 

LONDON  BOOK  SOCIETY  (for  weekly  exchange  of  Boolu 

at  the  houses  of  Subsoribera)  from  TWO  GUINEAB  per  annum 

COUNTRY  SUBSCRIPTIONS  from  TWO  GUINEAS 
per  annum. 
N.B.— Two   or  Three  Friends  may  UNITE  in  ONE  SUB- 
SCBIPTION,  and  thus  lessen  the  CoX  of  Carriage. 


Toton  and  Village  Clubs  snppliedon  Liberal  Terms. 

ProBpectuses  and  Monthly  Lists  of  Books  gratis 

and  pobt  free. 


SURPLUS  LIBRARY  BOOKS 

Now  Offered  at 

GREATLY   KEDUCED   PRICES. 


A  NEW  CLEARANCE  LIST  (100  pp.) 
Sent  Gratis  and  post  tree  to  any  address. 
The  List  contains:  POPULAR  WORKS  in 
I-RAVEL,  SPORT.  HISTORY,  BIOGHAPHT, 
SCIENOB,and  FICTION.  Also  NEW  and  SURPLUS 
Oopies  of  FRENCH,  GERMAN,  ITALIAN,  and 
SPANISH  BOOKS. 


MUDIE'S    SELBOT    LIBRARY,    Limited, 

30-34,  New  Oxford  Street ;  241,  Bi-omptoii  Road,  S.W.i 

48,  Queen  Victoria  Street,  E.G..  London ;  and 

at  Barton  Arcade,  Manobester. 


LITERARY  RESEARCH.  — A  Gentleman, 
experienced  in  Literary  Work,  and  who  has  access  to  tha 
British  Museum  Reading  Koom,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  person  requiring  assietance  in  Literary  R** 
search,  or  in  seeing  Work  through  tbe  PresB.  Translatiout 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  —  Apply,  b/ 
letter,  to  D.  0.  Dallas,  5,  Fumival  Street,  London,  G.O. 
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OASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  ANNOUNCEMENTS. 


GIFT    BOOKS. 


Jiut  Publlahcd.    Price  (!«. 

WILD   LIFE   at  HOME:  How  to 

study  and  Photograph  It.  By  RICHARD 
KKARTON,  F./.S..  with  RKM BRANDT  FRON- 
TISPIECE and  about  100  lUu«tratloii»  from 
Nature  by  Cherry  Kearton. 
"  Knil  o(  tnttgeitlon  and  charm  to  all  who  take  an 
Interest  In  Nature.'"— i(oo/lmo». 

BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR.  i 

Now  Ready.    Price  21i.  | 

WITH  NATURE  and  a  CAMERA. 

Being    the    Adventures   and    Ohsfrvatlnns   of    n 
Kleld  Naturalist  and  an   Animal     PhiitouraDher 
By  R.  KEARTON,  F.z.S.     With  about  160  lUm- 
I       tratloDi  from  Fhotographi, 

N'owjieady.     Price  21s. 

BRITISH    BIRDS'     NESTS.      By 

R.  KEAKTON,  V  Z.S.  With  nearly  130  Illustra- 
tions of  Nests,  Eggs,  Young,  4c.,  from  Photo- 
graphs. 

Now  Reacly.   Price  ."Js. 

BIRDS'  NESTS,   EGG,   and  EGG- 

COLLECTING-  By  R.  KEARTON.  F.Z.S.  Illus- 
trated with  22  Coloured  Plates  of  Eggs.  Revised 
and  Enlarged  Edition. 


Ptio*  Ti.  M. 

ROYAL    ACADEMY    PICTURES. 

with  'J.UCO  magnlllcunl  IllusiratUms- 
Ntw  and  Enlarged  Bditloni.    Prio«  lOa.  M. 

THE  QUEEN'S  LONDON.  Con- 
taining nearly  ,',iki  Ki(|nUlte  Vlt-ws  of  London  and 
Its  Environs,  together  with  a  Hue  series  of  Pictures 
of  the  (Queen's  Diamond  Inbllee  Procesdon. 

Now  Ready.     Price  0». 


r 


Now  Rear  y.    In  3  vols.    Price  €3  Ss. 

THE    LIFE   and   PAINTINGS    of 

VICAT  COLE,  R.A.  Described  by  ROBERT 
OHIGNEIL,  Banister-atLaw.  Illustrated  with 
50  Full  Page  and  numerous  smaller  Flutes. 

Now  Ready.    Price  21f. 

IIGHTS  and  SCENES  in  OXFORD 

CITY  and  INIVF.RSITY.  Disirihed  by  THOMAS 
WHITTAKER,  B.A.,  and  Illustrated  with  up- 
wai-ds  of  100  Plates,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Prof.  GEORGE  SAINTSBIRY,  M.A. 

Now  Beady.    Pi  ice  9s. 

SACRED  ART.     The  Bible  Story 

Pictured  by  Eminent  Modem  Painters.     Edited 
by  A.  G.  TEMPLE,  F.8.A.    With  nenrly  200  Full- 
^^       Psge  Illustrations. 

^B  COMPLETE  IN  FOUR  VOLUMES,  price  68.  each. 

THE  CHURCH  of  ENGLAND.    A 

History  for  the  People.  By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 
SPENCE,  D.D.    Illustrated. 

Now  Ready,  Cheap  Edition.     Price  21s. 

ANNALS      of      WESTMINSTER 

AJil!E\.  By  E.  T.  BRAHLKV  Mrs.  Murray 
Smith),  Illustrated  by  W.  Ilathureil,  R.I..  H.  M. 
I'sget.  and  Francis  Walker,  F.S.A..  A.R.I.E.,  with 
a  Preface  by  the  DEAN  of  WESTMINSTER,  and 
a  Chapter  on  the  Abbey  Buildings,  by  J.  T 
MICKLETHWAIIB,  F.8.A. 

Popular  Edition,  2  vols.    12s.  the  set- 

CATHEDRALS,      ABBEYS,     and 

CHI  RCHBS  of  ENGLAND  and  WALKS.  De 
scrlptlve,  Historical,  Pictorial.  Edited  by  Prof. 
BONNKY,  F.R.S.,  with  nearly  500  Original 
Illustrations. 

In  1  vol.    4!s.  net. 

THE  TIDAL  THAMES.    By  Grant 

^H  ALLEN.    With  20  magnificent  FullPage  Photo- 

^M  gravure  Plates,  and  with  many  other  lllustratlors 

^H  after  Original  Drawings  by  W.  L.  Wyllle,  A.£..'V. 

^B  New  Edition. 

^H^  Price  7i.  ed. 

^BE  WORKS  of  CHARLES  BUR- 

TON  BARBER.  Illustrated  with  41  Plates  and 
Portraits,  and  containing  Introduction  by  HABRV 
FURNISS. 

Vols.  I.-III.,  1,5s.  each.    Vols.  IV.  and  V.,  178. 
Vol.  VI.,  188. 


THE    QUEEN'S    EMPIRE. 

taliilnu  about  3(Ji)  panes  of  .Siilendld  lilt 
reproduced  from  authentic  pnotographs, 


Now  Ready.    Prlc«  n». 

THE  MAGAZINE  of  ART.   Yearly 

Volume.  With  a  series  of  Biqulsllc  Plates,  and 
about  800  Illustratluni  from  Original  Drawings. 

People's  Edition,  Complete  In  S  roll., 
10s.  ed.  the  s«t. 

THE     ROYAL     SHAKESPEARE. 

With  over  60  Superb  lllusirations.  Iiy  F,  J. 
FURNIVALL.  Hitherto  published  in  3  vidunies  at 
ISs.  each,  this  splendid  and  valuable  edition  Is 
DOW  Issued  unabridged  at  a  price  which  will 
place  it  witbln  reach  of  all. 

Cheap  Edition.    Price  lOs.  ed. 

PICTURESQUE    EUROPE.      The 

British  Isles.  Containing  26  ExqnisiU  LItlio 
Plates,  and  about  400  Original  Engravlcgi  by  the 
belt  artists. 

RIVERS  of  GREAT  BRITAIN. 
RIVERS  of  the   SOUTH   and  WEST 

COASTS.    Royal  4to,  42s. 

THE   ROYAL    RIVER :    the    Thames 

from  Sonrce  to  Sea.    Popular  Edition.    Ut. 

RIVERS    of     the    EAST    COAST. 

Popular  Edition.    16a. 
Popular  Edition,  5  vols.,  3a.  6d.  each. 

FAMILIAR     WILD     FLOWERS. 

ry  F.  E.  HULME,  F.LS.,  F.S.A.  With  40  Full- 
Page  Coloured  Plates  in  each,  and  Descriptive 
Text. 

Popular  Edition,  f.  vols.,  3s.  Od.  each. 

FAMILIAR  GARDEN  FLOWERS. 

By  F.  B.  HULME  F.L.8.,  F.S.A.  With  40  Full. 
Page  Coloured  Plates  In  each,  and  Descilptive 
Text. 

Cheap  Edition.    6  volt.,  4a.  6d.  each. 

OLD    and    NEW    LONDON.      A 

Narrative  of  its  History,  Ita  People,  and  its  Flares. 
Baoli  vol.  contains  about  SOO  Illiulrations  and  Mips 

Cheap  Edition.    2  vols.,  4s.  ed.  ea.h. 

GREATER  LONDON.    By  Edward 

WALFORD.  With  about  400  Original  lUutia- 
tions. 

Cheap  Edition.    Price  7s.  6d. 

OASSELL'S   HISTORY  of  INDIA. 

By  JAMES  GRANT.    With  400  IllustoaUons. 


Cheap  Edition.    S  double  vols.,  5s.  eacli. 

SOCIAL  ENGLAND.    By  Eminent   OUR  OWN  COUNTRY.    Contain- 

Edited    by    H.    D.    TRAILL,  Ing   upwards    of    1,200    IllusttaUons,   and  Steel 

Fiontlspiece. 


Al'THORITIES. 
D.C.L. 


IMPORTANT  WORKS  OF  FICTION. 

■  BCOND  EDITION  NOW  RBADT.  pri<«  U. 
rOTCHIBDt.     Uj  UiBiL  O.  IHaemaouaa  (Un. 
Bmrjr   Blrohanoij«h),   Anther    of    "DtatorUnc 
BlmmmU." 

NOW  RKADY,  priM  tt. 
THB  BBFINBB'I    FIEl.     Iij  Mauas  Hoosum 

(Mr«.  Bmeat  Hookiiff*). 

NOW  READY,  prie*  M. 
■Oin  PEBMn  DMKVOWV.    By  B.  W.  Hoi»r>«, 

Author  of  "  Yourjg  Bli»id,"  Ac, 

CHEAP  EDITION,  price  U.  M. 
CUPID'S     OABDBH.      hr  Blli>    TaoawircMrt 

FowLss,  Autlior  of  "  Concvming  Inbat  Cknabj," 

MAX   PCMBCRTOK. 

XR0N8TADT.    6i<. 

A  PDRI  FAN'S  WIIT.    r*. 

THE  IMPREONABLE  CITT.   Cli«ip  K<lillnn.   Sa.6d. 

THE  IRON  PIRATE.    Cheap  Edition.    8a.  «d. 

THE  8BA  WOLVES,    nieap  Eilltion.    aa.  Od. 

THE  LITTLE  BUOinnrOT.    Is.  «d. 

•/.  'HI.    BARRIE. 
THE  LITTLE  HINISTEB.    Ilbutretcd.    ea. 
SENTIMENTAL  TOHHT.    Illuatreted.    ••. 
STANLEY    WEYMAM. 

FBOH  the  MEMOIRS  of  a  HINISTEB  of  FBAHCI. 

0.-. 

THE  STORY  of  FBANCIS  CLDDDE.    e«. 
THE  MAN  In  BLACK,    -is.  6<1. 

R.    L.    MTEVEMSOR. 

TREASURE  IBLAND.     Library  Edition,  (a. ;  Popular 

Kdit,OM,3H.  6d.  .  .  K 

THE     Bf.ACK     ARROW.       Library   BdUion.    «•.; 

I'ojviilar  Kdition,  :iB.  iki. 

THE  M48TEB  of  BALLANTSAS.    Ubrary  BdkioD. 

6b.  ;  Popular  Edition,  3a,  M. 

KIDNAPPED.  Library  E<llUon,  6*. !  Popnlar  Edition, 
3».6d. 

CATRIONA.  Library  Edition,  te. ;  Popo'ar  EdiUoB, 
38. 6d.  .-  •  i~  , 

leLAND  NI0HT8'  BRTBBTAINMBHTS.     Lilnry 

Edition,  «8.  ;  Popular  Kdition,  3n.  M. 

TBB  WBBOKBB-  By  R.  L-  Srsviasox  and  Llotii 
Osnoesifs.  Library  Edition,  ea. ;  Popnlar 
Edition,  3a.  6d. 

O    (A.    T.    QUtLLER-OOUOH). 

lA :  a  Love  Story.   3e.  eo. 

WANDERING  HEATH.    6«. 

DEAD  MAN'S  ROCK-    r>». 

"I  SAW  THREE  SHIPS."    Sa. 

THE  SPLENDID  SPDR.    Ss. 

NOUGHTS  and  CROSSES-    S*. 

TBB  BLUE  PAVILIONS.    Ss. 

The  A8T0NISHINO  BISTOBYcf  TROT  TOWV.  Sa 

THE  DELECTABLE  DUCHY.    6f. 

RIDER    HAOOARO. 

KIKG  SOLOMON'S  MINES.  Popular  Edition,  ».  ft. 

AHTHOMY    HOPE. 

FATHER  STAFFORD.    Ss.  «d. 

E.     W.    HORMUMO. 

SOME  PEB80NS  UNK^OWN.    r.s. 
YOUNO  BLOOD.    0». 
HY  LOBD  DUKE.    es. 
THE  ROGUE'S  MARCH,    as. 
TINY  LUTTRBLL."    Cheap  EdiUon.    Sb.  ed. 

FRARK    R.    MTOOKTOM. 

THE  GIBL  at  COBHURST.    iv-<. 

A  STORY-TELLER'S  PACK.    (k). 

THE  ADVENTURES  of  CAPTAIH  HORM.    ee. 

MRS.  CLIFF  S  YACHT.    e«. 

POMONA'S  TRAVELS.    Cheap  Edition.    3r.  6d. 


CASSKLL  &  COMPANY,  Limitd,  London,  Paris,  New  York,  and  Melbourne. 
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STANFORD'S  ATLASES. 

Pro»p»ct«t,  giving  Contentt  of  each,  on  application. 


SECOND  (FOLIO)  EDITICN,  REVISKD  AND 

ENLARGKD. 

Dedicated,  bv  permission,  to  Her  Majesty  the  Qaeen. 

STANFORiD'S  LONDON  ATLAS  of  UNI- 
VERSAL GEOGRAPHY,  exhibiting  the  Physical 
and  Political  Divisions  of  the  various  countries  of 
the  World.  10 )  Maps  and  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
Names,  with  Latitudes  and  Lon^'itudes.  Imperial 
folio,  half-morocco  extra,  price  £12.  Size,  when 
shut,  10  incho**  by  23  inches. 

STANFORD'S  FAMILY  ATLAS  of 

GENERAL  GEOGRAPHY,  exhibitiuK  the  various 
Physical  and  Political  Divisions  of  the  uhief 
Countries  of  the  World.  5(l  Maps,  with  a  List  of 
Latitudes  and  Longitudes.  Imperial  folio,  half- 
morocco,  price  Five  Guineas.  Size,  when  shut, 
10  inches  b.y  23  inches. 

FIFTH  (QUARTO)  EDITION,  REVISED  AND 
ENLARGED. 

STANFORD'S  LONDON  ATLAS  of  UNI- 
VERSAL GEOGRAPHY.  Containing-ISColonred 
Maps,  carefully  Drawn  and  beautifully  Knaraved 
on  Steel  and  Copper  Plates,  and  an  Alphabetical 
List  of  over  30,000  Names,  with  Latitudes  and 
Longitudes.  Imperial  4to,  half-morocco,  cloth 
sides,  gilt  odses,  price  30b.  Size,  when  shut, 
12  inches  by  15  inches. 

STANFORD'S  OCTAVO  ATLAS  of 

MODERN  GEOGaAPHY.  Conlaining  38  Mans, 
carefall.y  Drawn  and  beautifully  Engraved  on 
Copiier  Plates ;  also  an  Alphabetical  List  of  over 
30,000  Names,  with  Latitudes  and  Longitudes. 
Second  Edition.  Handsomely  bound  in  half- 
morocco,  gilt  edges,  price  2l8.  Size,  when  shut, 
71  inches  by  12  inches. 

STANFORD'S  HANDY ATLASof  MODERN 

GEOGRAPHY.  Consisting  of  30  Majis,  each  11 
inches  by  11  inches.  Engraved  in  the  Ijest  style ; 
also  an  Alphabetical  List  of  over  30,0(10  Names, 
with  Latitudes  and  Longitudes.  Bound  in  cloth, 
price  10s.  8d.  Size,  when  shut,  7i  inches  by  12 
Inches.    Postage  6d. 

STANFORD'S     COMPENDIUM 

OP 

GEOGRAPHY  and  TRAVEL. 

RE-ISSUE.  Revised  and  iu  great  part  rewritten,  with 
new  Illustrations  and  Map-.    12  volg. 
Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  price  15s.  each. 
"The  Dew  issue  of  'Stanford's  Oomi)eiKlium  of  Geography 
and  Travel'  is  a  pulilication  of  gieat  value,  aud  coutains.  in 
convenient  form,  the  latest  KeoRraphioal  results  of  travel  and 
research  adequately  treated.      Not  only    is  the    information 
accurate,  hut  rhe  form  iu  which  the  work  is  produced  is  admir- 
able, and  English  geography  may  be  proud  of  Buch  a  series.    It 
is  useful  for  educational    purpOFes   and    for    reference,   and 
pleasant  to  the  general  reader."— -4 (Aenawm. 

NORTH   AMERICA.— Vol    L      CANADA 

nndNEWFOUNDLAND.  By  SAMUEL  EDWARD 
DAWSON,  Litt.D.  (Laval),  F.R.S.C.  With  18 
Maps  and  90  Illustrations. 

NORTH  AMERICA.-Vol.  II.     The 

UNITED  STATES.  By  HENRY  GANNETT, 
Chief  Geographer  of  the  United  States  Geological 
Survey.    With  10  Maps  and  72  Illustrations. 

AUSTRALASIA.-VoL    L      AUSTRALIA 

.Tud  NEW  ZEALAND.  By  ALFRED  RUSSEL 
WALLACE,  LL.D.,  D.C.L.,  F.R.S.  With  numer- 
0U8  Maps  and  Illustrations. 

AUSTRALASIA.- VoL   II.     MALAYSIA. 

and  the  PACIFIC  ARCHIPELAGOES,  liy 
F.  H.  H.  GCII-LEMARD.M.D.,  Author  of  "The 
Cruise  of  the  '  Marchesa.' "  With  numerous  Maps 
and  Illustrations.  ' 

AFRICA.-VoLL    NORTH  AFRICA.    By 

A.  H.  KEANB,  P.R.G.S.,  Author  of  "Asia"  in 
the  same  Series.  "Eastern  Geography,"  &c. 
With  9  Maps  aud  77  Illustrations. 

AFRICA.-Vol.  IL    SOUTH  AFRICA.    By 

A.  H.  KEANE,  P.R.G.8.,  Author  of  "North 
Africa**  in  the  same  Series.  "Eastern  Geo- 
(sraphy,"  &c.    With  11  Maps  and  92  Illustrations. 

ASIA.— Vol.   I.     NORTHERN  and 

EASTERN  ASIA,  CAUCASIA,  RUSSIAN 
TURKKSTAN,  SIBERIA,  CHI.V.'':»E  EMPIRE, 
and  JAPAN.  By  A.  H.  KEANE,  F.R.G.8.  With 
8  Maps  and  91  Illustrations. 

ASIA -Vol   II.     SOUTHERN  and 

WESTERN  ASIA.  AFGHANISTAN,  INDIA, 
INDO-CHINA.  MA  LAY  PENINSULA,  TURKEY 
IN  ASIA,  ARABIA,  and  PERSIA.  By  A.  H. 
KEANE,  F.R.G.S.  With  7  Maps  and  89  lUus- 
trations. 
"BUROPE**  and  "CENTRAL  and  SOUTH 
AMERICA'*  are  in  active  preparation. 


London:   EDWARD  STANFORD, 

26  &  27,  CookHpur  «TnieC.  Cba'in){  Ori>,s,  S.W. 

Qeographtr  to  the  Qu««». 


MACMILLAN  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS 

Rut/yartI   Kipling's    Now   Booifs. 

ME.    KIPLING    A\D    THE    NAVY. 

A     FLEET      IN     BEING. 

Notes  of  Two  Trips  with  the  Channel  Squadron. 

Crown  8vo,  sewed.  Is.  net;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  net. 


FORTY-FIRST    THOUSAND.— Crown    8vo,   6s. 

THE      DAY'S      WQBK> 

F.  MARION  CRAWFORD'S  NEW  WORK. 

AVE  ROMA  IMMORTALIS :  Studies  from  the  Chronicles 

of  Rome.     By  F.  MARION  CRAWFORD.     Wirh  28  Pull-Faire  Photogravures,  lOi)  Illustrationft  in 
the  Text,  and  Macs.     In  2  voIr.    Crown  8vo,  2l8.  net. 

*»*  Also  an  Edition  rte  Luite,  limited  to  fifty  copies,  EOs  net. 
Tiwfifi.—"  Onerht  to  interest  every  tourist  who  takes  Romf  f-eriously." 

HIGHWAYS   and   BYWAYS  "in  NORTH   WALES.     By 

A.  G.  BRADLEY.    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  JOSEPH  PENNELL  and  HUGH  THOMSON. 
Extra  crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  pit  top,  es. 
_     j4cademy.—"  May  be  regarded  as  a  standsrd  work  for  all  visitors  to  North  Wales." 


New  Books  for  the  Young. 

HUGH   THOMSON'S   ILLUSTRATED   FAIRY   BOOK. 


JACK  the  GIANT  KILLER 


With  16  FulI-PagA  Coloured 

In    Coloured  Pictoria' 


Illustrations  and  16   Decorated   Text  Pages,  by  HUGH   THOMSON. 
Wrapper,  Is. 

Athenteum.—"  It  all  Mr.  Hugh  Thomson's  '  Illustrated  Fairy  Books '  are  illustrated  in  as  spirited  a 
manner  as  '  Jack  the  Giant  Killer,'  they  will  most  certainly  be  popular,  especially  with  boys.'* 

FOR  PEGGY'S  SAKE.     By  Mrs  Edwin  Hohler,  Author 

of  "  The  Green  Toby  Jug,"  &c.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND.    Crown  8vo,  4s.  6d. 

Athen<eum. — "  A  charming  story  of  child-life The  heroine  is  a  child  of  rare  fascination.*' 

Ouardian.—"  A  pretty  story  prettilv  t-old.*' 


Sale  over  a  Quarter  of  a  Million  Copies. 
THE     NOVELS     OF     ROSA     N.    CAREY. 

NEW  AND  CHEAPER  ISSUE.    tVown  8to,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  8d.  each. 
NEW  MONTHLY  VOLUME  JUST  PUBLISHED. 


ONLY    THE    GOVERNESS. 


Already    Publisie'': 

aUERNIE'S    WHIM. 

MaRT    ST.    JOHN. 

FOH    T.ILIAS. 

Nr>T    HK«    OTHKB    OIEIS. 

UMCLE    UAX. 


JJELTilE'S    MEMORIES. 

■wke   -wifie 

barbara   hw\thcote's  trial. 

hobert  ord's  atonement. 

■WOOED     AND    MARRIED. 
HERIOT'S    CHOIOB. 

Standard.— "MisaHosfi  Nouchette  Carey's  novels  are  deservedly  popular.  They  concern  the  great 
middle  class.  They  Contain  plenty  of  incident,  a  liberal  allowance  of  love-making,  and  usually  end  with 
marriage  and  happiness." 

MACMILLAN'S     MAGAZINE. 

No.  471.    JANUARY.    Price  Is.    CONTENTS:— 
PUBLIC    OPINION    in    PUBLIC    AFFAIRS.     By 

Fbkderick  Gbbenwood. 
AN    EGYPTIAN    PROTECTORATE.     By  Spbscbe 

Bbodhdrst. 
A  STRANGE  E.XPER1MENT  and  WHAT  CAME  of  IT. 
LEATHER  STOCKING.     By  T.  E.  Kebbbl. 
A     PORTUGUESE     BOLL-FIGHT.      By    Ohiblm 

KDW4RDKS. 

THE   BURDEN  of  LONDON.     By  P.   H.  OAKlsr- 

Williams. 
MADAME  POULARD'S  DAY  DREAMS. 
CAPTAIN  VAURIEN.    By  JoHif  Atscouqh. 
AMERICA'S  PROBLEM.    By  A.  G.  Rbadlbt. 


Price  Is.    The  JANUARY  NUMBER  of 

THE      ARGOSY. 

>  Contains 

A     COMPLETE      STORY 

BY 

Mrs.  HENRY  WOOD, 
Author  of  '*  East  Lynne." 

CONTENTS    of    the    JANUARY   NUMBER    of 

THE  ARGOSY. 
■tHB  SCAPEGOAT.    A  Comnlete  Story.    By  Mrs. 

Henby  Wood,  Author  of  "  East  Lynne." 
THE  TOWER  GARDEN.    A  Serial  Story.    Chaps. 

I.— IV.    Illustrated. 
HEAVENLY  PROBLEMS. 
A  CONVENT  IDYLL. 
GHOSTS  and  HEALING  WATERS.    By  Charles 

W.  Wood,  F.R.G.S.    Illustrated. 
DEAD  SEA  FRUIT.  ByLady  MabgaketMa.iendie. 
THE  BULWARK  and  its  HUMOURS. 
A  STRANGE  EXPERIENCE. 
LIFE'S  TEAR. 


THE    CENTURY    MAGAZINE. 

Illustrated.    Price  Is.  4d.    Annual  subscription,  post 
free,  16?. 
The  JANUARY  NUMBER  contains:  — 
The  Third  Instalment  of  P.  MARION  CRAWFORD  S 
New  Novel, 
VIA  CRUCIS :  A  Romance  of  the  Second  Crusade. 
THE  SINKING  OF  THE  "  MERRIMAC."    By  Rich- 
mond Pearson  Hobson,  U.S.N. 
II.  THE  RUN  IN. 
UNCLE  STILL'S   FAMOUS   WEATHER   PREDIC- 
TION.     A  Story  of  New  Tears.     By   Roth 
McEneby  Stuaet. 
THE     CARLYLES     in      SCOTLAND.       By    John 
Patrick.     And  numerous  other    Stories   and 
Articles  of  General  Interest. 

MACMILLAN    & 


Now  readv.    Price  Is. 

THE  TEMPLE  BAR  MAGAZINE 

CONTENTS  of  No.  158,  tor  J.VXUARY,  16il9. 

1.  THE    GAME    and    the    CANDLE.     By  Rboda 

Bboughton.    Chaps.  I.— III. 

2.  OPTI.MISTS  and  PESSIMISTS. 

3.  OUT  PAST  the  CITY  GATES. 

4.  "CHRISTOPHER  NORTH." 

5.  A  QUESTION  of  PRECEDENCE. 

6.  THE  EARLY  YEARS  of  ALPH0N8E  DAUDET. 

7.  DEAR  OLD  BARLOW. 

8.  THE  MANCHESTER  of  PORTUGAL. 

9.  HER  TWO  SELVES. 

10.  NINETTE. 

11.  YOUNG  APRIL.    By  Eqbbton  Oastli.    Chaps. 

XI.— XVI. 


ST.      NICHOLAS. 

Illustrated.     Price  Is.     Annual    Subscription,   post 

free,  13p. 

The  JANUARY  NUMBER  contains  :— 

ONE  CHRISTMAS   EVE  at  MASTER  MUFKET  8. 

By  Alice  M.  Ewell. 
Chaps.  V.  and  VI.  of  Geoeqe  A.  Hesty's  New  Story, 
THE  SOLE  SURVIVORS. 
THREE  LITTLE  SPANISH  PRINCESSES. 

By  Isabel  Macdouoall. 
And  numerous  other  Stories  for  the  ToniiK. 


CO.,    Ltd.,    London. 
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TiiEUE  seems  to  be  no  doubt  that  there  is  a  great  decline 
in  the  popularity  of  Christmas  numbers  of  periodicals  this 
season.  This  will  surprise  no  one  who  has  of  late  years 
tried  to  avert  weary  eyes  from  the  multitude  of  multi- 
coloured supplements  —  reclining  damsels,  Santa  Claus, 
patient  dogs,  strutting  soldiers,  and  what  not  —  pro- 
jected on  his  vision  in  every  street,  in  every  railway 
station.  The  newsvendors  are  puzzled,  however,  by  the 
suddenness  of  the  "slump."  One  Christmas  number  has, 
however,  been  sold  out  at  headquarters,  and  is  not  easily 
obtainable  elsewhere;  and  a  certain  newsagent  sold  his  entire 
stock  of  this  publication,  on  the  day  he  received  it,  to  a 
customer  who  wished  to  send  the  copies  to  hi?  colonial 
customers  as  a  Christmas  salutation. 


It  has,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  been  found  necessary  to 
inaugurate  a  fund  to  provide  for  the  widow  and  children 
of  the  late  Harold  Frederic.  There  are  two  boys,  aged  ten 
and  twelve,  and  two  daughters,  both  some  years  older,  and 
the  need  of  the  family,  wo  are  informed,  is  urgent.  "  By 
the  terms  of  Mr.  Frederic's  will  the  English  royalties  and 
copyrights  of  his  works  are  left  to  his  widow,  but  this 
possible  source  of  revenue  is  so  heavily  mortgaged,  that  it 
must  be  some  considerable  time  before  any  income,  how- 
ever small,  can  be  looked  for  from  this  direction."  Several 
of  Mr.  Frederic's  friends  have  therefore  come  forward.  A 
committee  has  been  formed,  including  a  number  of  men 
well  known  in  literature  and  public  life,  and  Mr. 
W.  J.  Fisher,  88,  St.  George's-square,  S.W.,  is  honorary 
secretary.  All  donations  should  be  sent  to  Mr.  Fisher  at 
the  address  given. 


The  first  part  of  Sir  George  Otto  Trevelyan's  work  on 
The  American  Eerolution  will  be  issued  early  in  January. 
The  period  covered  is  1766-1776.  The  book  will  amount 
substantially  to  a  continuation  of  the  same  author's  Early 
History  of  Charlen  James  Fox. 


rSiK  George  Eobertson,  the  author  of  the  history  of  the 
siege  of  Chitral,  left  London  with  Lord  Curzon  last  week 
to  join  the  Arabia  at  Marseilles.  A  second  edition  of  his 
book  is  in  preparation. 

'he  translator  of  the  story  by  "Art.  Eoe,"  which  we  print 
iwhere  in  this  number,  asks  us  to  state  that  it  has  been 
slated  by  permission  from  the  original  in  the  Rente  des 
Deux  3fondes. 


writes :  "By  the  way,  PioqiiArt  ie  not  unhappy.  He  has 
achieved  his  work.  He  receives  dozens  of  declarations  of 
love  daily,  more  cigars  than  he  can  ever  smoke,  and  stacks 
on  stacks  of  flowers."     We  still  i-.M  him  unhappy. 


Mb.  Allan  Monkhouse  points  out  amis-statement  which 
was  made  last  week  in  our  appreciation  of  his  work.  "  It 
is  a  matter  of  little  consequence,"  he  writes,  "  and  a  public 
correction  is  quite  unnecessary,  but  I  think  I  should  say 
that  you  are  mistaken  in  supposing  me  to  be  a  solicitor.  I 
am,  in  fact,  engaged  in  a  branch  of  the  Manchester  trade." 
Mr.  Monkhouse  continues  :  "  Your  remarks  about  the 
influence  of  Turgenev  are  particularly  interesting  to  me. 
It  is  curious  that  On  the  Ece  is  the  one  of  his  important 
books  that  I  have  not  read,  but  this  detracts  little  if  at  all 
from  the  appositeness  of  what  you  say.  I  had  read  his 
books  with  great  admiration,  but  had  hardly,  hitherto, 
thought  of  him  as  a  direct  influence." 


Apropos  the  remark  that  Mr.  Hall  Caine  has  been 
stating  in  America  that  the  upper  part  of  his  face  is  like 
Shakespeare's  and  t)ie  lower  like  Christ's,  Mr.  Bernard 
Pike  has  written  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  to  suggest  that 
all  future  editors  of  Shelley  should  adopt  this  statement  as 
an  explanatory  footnote  below  the  lines  in  "  Adonais  " : 

Sad  Urani*  rcsnned 
The  stranger's  mieu,  and  murmured,  "  Who  art  thou?" 
He  answered  not,  but  with  a  sudden  hand 
Made  bare  bis  braodrd  and  ensanguined  brow, 
Which  was  Uke  Caiu(-)'8  or  Christ's—  Oh  !  that  it  should  be  so ! 


A   REVIEWER   in    our    columns    last   week    referred    to 
the  "  brave,  unhappy  Picquart."     A  Paris  correspondent 


The  meeting  of  the  Harmsworth  shareholders  last  Fri- 
day was  a  full-blown  rose  in  the  way  of  Company  meetings. 
The  young  lion  of  Tudor-street  was  in  the  chair,  and  he 
said  :  "  liadies  and  Gentlemen, — The  net  results  of  our 
year's  trading  are  that  we  have  sold  no  fewer  than  two 
hundred  and  twelve  millions  of  copies  of  our  periodicals, 
and  that  our  net  profits  were  £177,643  9s.  lid."  The 
thrill  must  have  extended  even  to  the  elevenpence.  Mr. 
Harmsworth  then  begged  the  consent  of  the  sharehalders  to 
declare  a  dividend  at  the  rate  of  25  per  cent,  for  the  last 
half-year,  making  22J  per  cent,  for  the  year.  Public 
curiosity  in  the  meeting  naturally  centred  in  any  statement 
which  Mr.  Harmsworth  might  make  respecting  the  founda- 
tion of  the  IlarmMvorlh  Magazine.  The  costof  establishing  the 
magazine  has  been — on  the  first  four  numbers — £20,000. 

In  reply  to  a  request  for  his  photograph  for  reproduction, 
a  well-known  man  of  letters  writes  to  us :  "  The  fact  is,  I 
am  a  firm  believer  in  the  mediaeval  (so-called)  superstition 
that  people  can  take  your  '  reproduction '  and  stick  pins 
aad  things  into  it,  and  make  you  waste  awi^." 
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DECIMBKII  1.  iM 


PUBLIC 

OPINION 


BOOK  NUMBER   .TEN  CENTS 


so  that  our  readers  may  compare  ori 


Imitation  is  the 
sincerest  form  of 
flattery,  and  we  must 
therefore  feel  pleased 
with  the  cover  which 
has  been  designed  for 
Public  Opinion,  a 
New  York  periodical. 
But  the  imitation 
might  be  better. 
Thereis  no  particular 
reason  why  the  young 
man's  wig  should 
fuse  with  the  furni- 
ture in  the  way  it 
has  done,  nor  why 
the  sail  of  our  ship 
should  be  placed  in 
Public  Opinion's  ink- 
pot. We  reproduce 
this  derivative  effort 
ginal  and  copy. 


Apropos  of  "  C.  E.  Eaimond's  "  protest  in  the  Daihj 
Chronicle  as  to  the  revelation  of  her  identity,  it  may  be  in- 
teresting to  refer  to  the  efforts  made  to  maintain  the  secret 
of  the  personality  of  Miss  Fiona  Macleod.  We  are  told 
that  Miss  Macleod's  letters  have  to  be  re-addressed  three 
or  four  times  before  they  come  into  her  hands.  She  is 
known  to  a  small  circle  who  keep  the  secret  weU  ;  her 
forcible  handwriting  is  known  to  many.  No  editor  has 
managed  to  get  her  photograph,  though  one  had  it  in  his 
hands.  We  doubt  if  Miss  Macleod's  publishers  have  met 
her.  At  first  Mr.  William  Sharp  did  a  good  deal  of  her 
business  work,  but  she  superintends  it  herself  now.  The 
mystery  as  to  her  identity  is  not  one  that  will  arouse  the 
suspicion  of  the  literary,  but  certain  Gaels,  whose  dislike 
for  Miss  Macleod's  work  amounts  to  a  passion,  have  sought 
assiduously  to  force  her  to  reveal  her  personality.  Every 
sort  of  criticism  except  that  which  is  literary  has  been  ap- 
plied to  her  work.  One  ardent  Gael  turned  up  the  files  of  a 
Glasgow  paper  to  see  if  any  of  the  tragedies  Miss  Macleod 
depicts  actually  occurred,  another  took  a  census  of  lona— 
no  difficult  task— to  discover  the  originals  of  her  characters. 
It  is  startling  to  learn  that  their  researches  were  unavail- 
ing. Still  another  Gael  is  said  to  have  done  detective  duty 
opposite  a  house  in  Edinburgh  where  Miss  Macleod  some- 
times stays,  and  Miss  Macleod  is  as  unknown  as  ever. 


So  universal,  writes  a  correspondent,  has  been  the  regret 
occasioned  by  the  death  of  William  Black  that  anything 
fresh  concerning  the  novelist  or  his  work  may  not  yet  be 
regarded  as  untimely.  An'  early  friend  and  contemporary 
in  years  of  William  Black  in  his  Glasgow  days  relates  that 
the  novelist's  first  work,  James  Merle  :  An  Autobiography, 
was  issued  while  Black  was  engaged  as  a  clerk  in  a  book- 
binding firm  in  Ann-street,  Glasgow.  It  was  Charles 
Gibbon,  he  further  states,  who  was  the  first  to  aid  Black 
when  he  came  to  London.  In  a  serial  which  Black  con- 
tributed to  the  Illustrated  Monthly,  edited  by  Gibbon,  the 
originals  of  t;wo  of  the  characters  were  the  late  Dr.  James 


Hedderwick  and  a  leading  member  of  the  present  staff  of 
the  Glasgow  Herald.  This  old-time  friend  of  the  deceased 
novelist  avers  that  Black,  "  some  time  before  he  went  to 
London,  fell  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  the  leading 
burlesque  lady  of  the  stock  company  of  the  old  Theatre 
•Eoyal  in  Dunlop-street,"  and  that  readers  of  Shandon  Belh 
will  get  a  glimpse  there  of  his  love-story. 


CoNCEENiNG  William  Black's  fondness  for  tragic  endings 
Mr.  Marston,  his  publisher,  has  sent  to  the  Baily  News  an 
interesting  communication.  He  says  that  after  reading 
Wild  Eelin  in  proof,  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Black  asking  that  the 
end  might  be  altered  in  the  interests  of  the  readers' 
happiness.  The  novelist  replied  :  "  As  regards  the  '  tragic 
ending,'  that  seemed  to  me,  from  all  points  of  view,  in- 
evitable. If  I  had  forced  the  usual  conventional  happy 
climax,  then  perhaps  for  twenty-four  hours  you  might 
have  remembered  something  about  the  young  lass  that 
was  living  at  Glengarva  House ;  whereas,  with  the  window- 
blinds  down,  you  may  from  time  to  time  have  a  backward 
thought  towards  Eelin  of  the  eyes  like  the  sea  wave." 


HuMOTjH  is  an  element  which  can  find  its  way  anywhere, 
even  into  memoirs  of  close  friends.  We  have  read  with 
great  interest  Sir  Wemyss  Eeid's  tribute  in  the  Speaker  to 
the  character  and  great  gifts  of  the  late  William  Black ; 
but  there  is  one  passage  at  which  it  is  impossible  not  to 
smQe.  "  I  am  sure,"  writes  Sir  Wemyss,  "  that  the 
characters  of  his  stories  were  more  real  to  him  than  most 
of  the  men  and  women  whom  he  encountered  in  everyday 
life.  They  were  so  real  that  their  fate  affected  him  as  if  it 
had  been  the  fate  of  his  dearest  friends.  Four  months 
after  he  finished  Macleod  of  Bare,  with  its  great  tragedy  of 
baffled  love,  he  was  so  shaken  in  nerve  that  he  did  not  dare 
to  ride  in  a  hansom  cab."  It  is,  perhaps,  well  for  cab 
drivers  that  all  Mr.  Black's  readers  are  not. affected  in  the 
same  way. 


Miss  Jeannette  L.  Gilder,  the  editor  of  the  New  York 
Critic,  some  years  ago  collected  from  the  princiiial  living 
poets  a  number  of  their  preferences  in  their  own  poetry. 
Her  aim  was  to  make  a  selection  of  modern  poetry  in 
which  the  work  was  done  by  the  poets  themselves.  The 
book  appeared,  and  now,  long  after,  the  editor  prints 
some  of  the  poets'  replies  to  her.  Browning  wrote 
thus  :  "  Let  me  say — at  a  venture — lyrical,  '  Saul '  and 
'  Abt  Vogler  ' ;  narrative,  '  A  Forgiveness  ' ;  dramatic, 
'  Caliban  upon  Setebos ' ;  idyUic  (in  the  Greek  sense), 
'  Clive.'  Which  means  that,  being  restricted  to  four  dips 
in  the  lucky-bag,  I  should  not  object  to  be  judged  by 
these  samples— 80  far  as  they  go,  for  there  is  somewhat  I 
behind  still ! " 


Matthew  Arnold  replied:  "I  cannot  undertake  to 
select  the  three  or  four  poems  of  mine  most  likely  to  suit 
the  general  public  in  America.  All  that  I  can  say  is  th^t 
the  poem  most  liked  by  the  j)ublic  over  here  is,  I  think, 
'  The  Forsaken  Merman.' "  And  Mr.  Swinburne  chose 
"  Hymn  of  Nlan,"  "  Hertha,"  in  Songs  before  Sunritt,. 
"  Off  Shore,"  and  "  By  the  North  Sea." 
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examples  ure  far  ahead  of  our  own.  The  English  wurk  ia, 
as  a  rule,  pretty  befure  everything,  and  we  can  imaginfl 
some  of  the  owners  of  those  plates  growing  very  tired  of 
seeing  them.  It  is  the  duty  of  a  good  book-plate  not  t  j 
weary  its  owner. 


To  our  request  for  the  names  of  the  two  books  which 
during  1898  most  pleased  and  intere^ttod  her,  Mme.  do 
Naviirro  (Miss  Mary  Anderson)  writes :  liostond's  Cyrano 
do  Btrgerac  and  Pierre  lioti's  Ramuntcho.  Mr.  A.  B. 
Wolkloy  name)  An'itole  France's  Le  .Vaniujuiit  iPOiicr 
and  Mr.  Mooro's  Evelyn  Innet. 


By  tho  way,  Mr.  Walkley,  who  has  lately  added  to  his 
work  as  an  impressionistic  commentator  upon  new  pluys  a 
series  of  personal  essays  in  tho  Saturday  Daily  CkronieU, 
is  one  of  Mr.  Max  Boerbohm's  victims.  This  is  the 
caricature : 


Pleasant  Flays... 

.. 

£10 

0 

0 

Unpleasant  Plays        

^ices  rendered  as  typographical  expert  by 

author  to  publisher  : 
Choice  of  type       Hh 

6 

0 

10 

0 

0 

Desijfn  of  page,  margins,  \;c. 

Choice  of  paper      

Design  of  title-page 
Inspection  of  proofs 

Choice  of  binding 

Consultations  with  publisher 
Letters  of  instruction 

2 

2 

10 

52 

2 

105 

G3 

2 
2 

10 

10 

2 

0 
0 

0 
0 
0 
0 
0 
0 
0 

Personal  instruction  (no  charge) 

0 

0 

0 

212 

11 

ra   proof  corrections  in   style 

of 

type-setting  in  the  interest 
the  publisher's  reputation     . 

of 

... 

21 

0 

0 

£283  11     0 
Less  amount  charged  in  publisher's 
account  for  '■  author's  alterations 
and  extra  proof  s "  10    6    0 


Interest  at  (>  %  for  six  months 


£273    5    0 
8     3     U 


£281     8     9 

How  the  case  now  stands  we  do  not  know ;  but  it  is  re- 
assuring (altliough  possibly  disenchanting  to  the  Authors' 
Society)  to  note  that  Mr.  Eicharda  remains  Mr.  Shaw's 
publisher,  as  The  Perfect  JFagnerite  attests. 


Two  new  volumes  of  Victor  Hugo's  posthumous  works 
are  about  to  be  published  under  the  editorship  of  his 
literary  executor.       One  will  consist  of   poetry;    one   of 

Choses  Vuea."  A  number  of  new  letters  are  also 
promised. 


Tins  year's  winter-number  of  the  Studio  is  devoted  to 
book-plates.  Not  the  severe  book-plates  of  our  ancestors 
and  old-fashioned  folk,  but  the  pretty  and  fantastic  trifles 
designed  in  the  mode  of  the  moment  by  clever  black-and- 
white  artists.  Here  may  be  seen  specimens  of  English, 
American,  French,  German,  Belgian,  and  Austrian  book- 
plates.   For  dignity  and  strength  the  German  and  Austrian 


MR.  A.   B.   WALKLE7  AS  S£E!f  BY  MB.   MAX  BEEBBOUM. 


Thackekay's  Chridtiuu  Booh,  just  issued  in  the  new 
Biographical  Edition,  comes  with  timeliness.  Mis. 
Ritchie's  introduction,  one  of  the  most  interesting  of  the 
series,  is  much  occupied  with  Edward  FitzGerald,  whose 
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Thackeray  scrap-book,  full  of  drawings  and  letters  by 
both  W.  M.  T.  and  E.  F'G.,  was  sent  to  her  soon  after 
Thackeray's  death,  and  from  which  quotations  are  now 
made.  In  1831  FitzGerald  rhymed  genially  to  his  friend. 
We  cite  a  few  lines : 

I  ca'ed  not  for^life,  for  true  friend  I  had  none — 

I  had  heard  'twas  a  blessing  not  under  the  sun  ; 

^ome  figures  called  friends,  hollow,  proud,  or  cold-hearted. 

Came  to  me  like  shadows,  like  shadows  departed  ; 

But  a  day  came  that  turned  all  my  sorrow  to  glee. 

■yVheu  first  I  saw  Willy,  and  Willy  saw  me. 

Tlie  thought  of  my  Willy  is  always  a  cheerer, 

The  wine  has  new  flavour,  the  firo  burns  clearer. 

The  sun  ever  shiues,  I  am  pleased  with  all  things, 

And  the  crazy  old  world  seems  to  go  with  new  springs.  .  .  . 

If  I  get  to  be  fifty  may  Willy  get  too. 

And  we'll  laugh,  Will,  at  all  that  grim  sixties  can  do. 

Old  age !     Let  him  do  of  what  poets  complain. 

We'll  thank  him  for  making  us  children  again  ; 

Let  him  make  us  grey,  gouty,  blind,  toothless,  or  silly, 

Still  old  Ned  shall  be  Ned,  and  old  WUly  ba  Willy. 


Here  is  a  scrap  from  a  letter  of  Thackeray's  written  in 
1848,  after  the  publication  of  Our  Street,  a  popular 
"  Christmas  Book  "  :  "  What  a  turmoil  it  is  under  which  I 
live,  laugh,  and  grow  fat  however.  There's  no  use  deny- 
ing the  matter  or  blinking  it,  now  I  am  become  a  sort  of 
great  man  in  my  way — all  but  at  the  top  of  the  tree, 
indeed  there,  if  the  truth  were  known,  and  having  a  great 
fight  up  there  with  Dickens.  I  get  such  a  deal  of  praise 
wherever  I  go,  that  it  is  rather  wearisome  to  hear.  I  don't 
think  my  head  is  a  bit  turned,  please  God,  for  I  have 
always  got  my  own  opinion,  and  when  men  and  newspapers 
say  Oixr  Street  is  the  finest,  &c.,  I  know  a  devUish  deal 
better,  and  don't  disguise  the  truth  either.  This  London 
•world  is  full  of  good-natured  Tom  Fools,  and  directly  one 
begins  to  cry  0,  all  the  rest  say  Prodigious." 


In  the  Christmas  Books  volume  are  included  "  Airs. 
Perkins's  Ball,"  "  Our  Street,"  "  Dr.  Birch  and  his  Young 
Friends,"  "  Eebecca  and  Eowena,"  "  The  Kickleburys  on 
the  Ehine,"  and  "  The  Eose  and  the  Eing."  Mrs.  Eitchie, 
who  quotes  Mr.  Swinburne's  sonnet  on  Dicky  Doyle,  might 
also  have  given  a  stanza  or  so  from  Locker  Lampson's 
verses  on  "  The  Eose  and  the  Eins:." 


One  of  these  Christmas  Books,  "Mrs.  Perkins's  Ball," 
has  just  been  re-issued  by  Messrs.  Smith  &  Elder,  the 
edition  being  an  exact  reprint  of  that  of  1847.  For 
persons  who  can  remember  that  year,  and  tLe  appearance 
of  the  Mulligan  therein,  witli  all  the  other  guests,  this 
facsimile  should  excite  lively  emotions 


Amkkican  publishers  have  a  fancy  for  changing  English 
titles.  Thus  Mr.  Conrad's  Nigger  of  the  '^Narcissus" 
became  across  tlie  Atlantic  Tim  Children  of  the  Sea. 
That  was  not  a  bad  alteration.  But  we  cannot  see  any 
merit  in  the  extension  of  Mr.  Pott  Eidgo's  Mord  EmUy 
to  By  Order  of  the  Magistrate.  By  such  a  name,  however, 
Americans  know  the  story. 


Mr.  Zangwill,  as  reported  in  the  American  Bookman, 
concerning  his  preferences  among  American  authors : 
"  First  there  is  the  splendid  style  of  James  Lane  Allen. 
Englishmen  are  pleased  with  his  admirable  use  of  words. 
Then,  again,  the  sketches  of  Stephen  Crane  have  pleased 
ine,  especially  their  colour.  The  stories  of  Mrs.  Mary  P. 
Judah  are  clever.     Henry  James  has  also  interested  me." 


Our  review  in  last  week's  issue  of  the  Life  of  Lewis 
Carroll  ended  with  this  riddle  from  that  author's  diary  : 
"  Invented  what  1  think  is  a  new  kind  of  riddle.  A 
Eussian  had  three  sons.  The  first,  named  Eab,  became 
a  lawyer ;  the  second,  Ymra,  became  a  soldier ;  the  third 
became  a  sailor.  What  was  his  name  ? "  Many  corre- 
spondents solve  the  problem.  The  third  son's  name  was 
Yvan,  because,  as  one  of  them  writes,  "  if  you  reverse  the 
letters  of  the  respective  names  you  get  '  Bar '  for  the 
lawyer  Eab,  '  Army  '  for  the  soldier  Y''mra,  and  '  Navy ' 
for  the  sailor.     Hence  Yvan." 


The  number  of  correspondents  who  have  kindly  hastened 
to  help  us  to  the  answer  of  Lewis  Carroll's  riddle  has  not 
only,  we  learn,  put  our  reviewer  to  confusion,  but  proves 
how  popular  an  exercise  of  intellectual  ingenuity  can  be. 
Correct  solutions  have  been  received  from  E.  F.  H., 
E.  S.  C,  W.  T.  H.,  E.  W.  L.,  J.  M.  C,  G.  S.  L.,  A.  L., 
W.  F.  C,  D.  W.,  H.  T.,  E.  B.  T.  B.,  M.  P.  F.,  G.  W., 
C.  J.  M.  A.,  G.  M.,  E.  J.  S.,  T.  W.  S.,  E.  P.,  T.  0.  M., 
G.  H.,  E.  E.,  W.  T.  T.-D.,  W.  H.  C,  J.  W.  K.,  A.  M.  C, 
and  C.  F.  M. 


I 


C.  F.  M.,  indeed,  does  more  than  solve  the  problem: 
he  drops  into  verse.  "May  I,"  he  writes,  "offer  your 
reviewer  of  I'he  Life  and  Letters  of  Lewis  Carroll  the 
following  answer  to  the  riddle  he  quotes  : 

Kindly  critic,  take  your  riddle 
Where  the  maidens  go  to  school ; 
You  will  find,  to  your  amazement, 
Little  Alice  is  no  fool. 
She  will  take  yoiur  printed  letters 
And  consult  her  looking-glass ; 
Lo  !  within  that  magic  mirror 
You  will  see  an  answer  pass. 

Ymra  so  becometh  Army, 
Eussian  Kab  is  Enghsh  Bar; 
The  solution,  then,  is  Yvan, 
Navy  backwards  names  your  tar." 

Our  reviewer  is  flattered  by  the  compliment  of  verse,  and 
humbled  by  the  rebuke  witiiin  it. 

"W.  H.  C'adds:  "  Perhaps  your  reviewer  could  tell 
me  the  answer  to  a  charade  by  Carroll  published  in  the 
April  Strand  Magazine.  That  baffles  me ;  and,  indeed,  I  am  - 
more  startled  than  stuck  up  by  my  present  clairvoyance."' 
Our  reviewer  cannot,  we  are  certain,  for  his  gifts  lie  in 
other  directions  ;  but  we  have  obtained  the  Strand  Magazine, 
and  here  reproduce  the  charade  in  order  that  our  readers 
may  have  another  trial  of  skill. 

My  First  is  singular  at  best 

More  plural  is  my  Second : 
My  TuirJ  is  far  the  pluralest — 
So  plural-plural,  I  protest, 
It  scarcely  can  be  reckoned  ! 
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My  First  is  followed  by  a  bird, 

My  Hecoud  by  bt'lievtrs 
In  magic  art :  my  Bimplt!  Third 
Follows,  too  uftcii,  hopes  absurd, 

Aud  pla<l^iblrt  deceivers. 

My  First  to  get  at  wisdom  tries — 

A  failure  luclaiiuboly  ! 
My  Seooud  men  revere  as  wise : 
My  Third  from  heights  of  wisdom  flies 

To  depths  of  frautio  folly  ! 

My  First  is  ag^eiag  day  by  day  ; 

My  iSecoud's  age  is  ended  : 
My  Third  eujoys  an  age,  they  say, 
That  never  seems  to  fade  away, 

Through  centuries  extended  I 

My  Whole  'i  I  need  a  jwet's  pen 

To  paint  her  myriad  phases. 
The  monarch,  aud  the  slave,  of  men — 
A  mountiin-Bummit,  and  a  den 

Of  dark  and  deadly  mazes  ! 

A  flashing  light — a  fleeting  shade — 

Beginning,  end,  and  middle : 
Of  all  that  human  art  hath  made, 
Or  wit  devised  !     Go,  seek  hn-  aid. 

If  you  would  guess  my  riddle  ! 

The  only  clue  given  by  the  author  is  in  this  notice : 
"  N.B. — Five  Poonds  will  be  g^ven  to  anyone  who  succeeds 
in  writing  an  original  poetical  Charade,  introducing  the 
line  '  My  First  is  followed  by  a  bird,'  but  making  no  use 
of  the  answer  to  this  Charade. — (Signed)  Lewis  Carroll. 
April  8,  1878." 


A  FOURTH  series  of  Facsimiles  of  Royal,  Historical, 
Literary,  and  oth^r  Autographs  in  the  British  Museum  has 
just  been  issued  under  the  editorship  of  Mr.  G.  F.  Warner, 
Assistant  Keeper  of  Manuscripts.  The  new  volume  offers 
a  wide  selection  of  very  interesting  autographs,  which  are 
most  capably  introduced.  We  propose,  week  by  week,  to 
reproduce  specimens  from  Mr.  Warner's  pages.  This 
week  we  choose  a  passage  from  a  letter  of  Daniel  Defoe 
written  some  time  in  1704,  after  leaving  prison,  to  Charles 
Montague, Lord  Halifax, expressinggratitudeforhisfavours, 
and  anxiety  to  know  the  name  of  the  unknown  benefactor 
who  had  sent  him  money.  The  letter  begins  with  char- 
acteristic bluntness  :  "  Pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if  to  a  man 
that  has  seen  nothing  for  some  yeares  but  the  rough  face 
of    kings,   the  exceeding   goodness  of    your    Lordship's 


discourse  soften'd  me  eren  to  a  weakneM  I  could  not 
conceal."  "The  rough^face  of  Icings"  is  a  phraM  indeed. 
We  (juote  the  passage  wherein  Defoe  expreaaes  his  in- 
tention of  remaining  an  honeat  man,  whatever  may  hap. 


A  REViEWKK  who  dearly  loves  a  lonl  may  bo  met  with 
in  the  Literary  Ouzette,  a  youthful  contemporary.  The 
lord  is  Ix)r<I  Ernest  Hamilton,  the  author  of  Tht  Mawkin 
of  the  Flow,  and  this  is  the  reviewer's  opinion  of  the  book  : 

This  is  certainly  a  novel  iu  a  thousand.  It  move*  most 
powerfully  the  imagination  and  the  heart.  One  ritei  from 
its  perusal  with  glowing  bosom  and  scalding  tears.  The 
art  is  of  that  kind  that  loaves  the  soul-stttisfying  impres- 
sion of  a  miracle.  In  detail  the  incidents  are  ever  unex- 
pected aud  wondrous,  the  movement  is  as  of  an  eddying 
WAter-race,  and  the  passion  is  so  true,  expressed  word  upon 
word,  that  the  heart  is  borne  away  as  upon  an  irresistible 
tide.  And,  over  all,  is  the  heaven  of  unimpoaaionud 
restraint  and  dignity. 

Analytic  criticism,  iu  this  cose,  would  be  profanity. 
Here  is  art,  iu  "  mutual  render"  with  nature.  Wretched 
is  the  man  who  reads,  and  does  not  read  this ! 

The  review,  to  emphasise  it  more  noticeably,  is  printed  in 

italics. 


An  amusing  literary  skit  on  somewhat  ancient  lines 
figfured  in  a  recent  Westminster  Gazette.  "  If  they  began,' 
ran  the  argument,  "  their  literary  careers  again,  and  weru 
to  seek  review  in  '  Our  Young  Authors'  Page ' — a  popular 
feature  of  many  periodicals  of  the  day — the  result  might 
be  something  like  the  following : 

Wizard  [Ahhotsford). — Not  at  all  bad  in  its  way.  You 
evidently  are  well  up  in  your  Crockett.  Go  carefully  over 
your  work  again,  and  see  if  much  of  it  does  not  strike  you 
as  being  somewhat  tedious.  If  you  are  able  to  remedy 
this,  you  might  try  some  second-rate  boys'  weekly  with 
some  chance  of  success. 

E.  B.  {Ayr). — Your  verses  are  pretty,  but  their  language 
is  somewhat  out  of  date.  A  year  or  two  ago  you  could 
have  sold  this  kind  of  work,  however  inferiorly  written,  at 
your  own  figure.  Unfortunately  for  you,  we  will  not  say 
for  the  public,  the  demand  has  now  considerably  weakened. 
However,  send  it  to  Mr.  Mathews  or  Mr.  John  Lane ; 
perhaps  one  of  them  might  be  of  use  to  you. 

P.  B.  S. — You  write  jileasant  verse,  but  it  rarely  rises 
above  the  commonplace.    Bead  some  great  poet,  Austin 


«2J 


^^     7 


m-t_ 


FACSIMILE   OF  DAXIEL   DEFOB'S    lIAKDWEinXG 


5o6 


The    Academy. 


24  December,  1898. 


for  instance,  iiiiil  haviug  read,  auk  yourHolf  flie  question, 
"  Where  li(  s  tin)  dift'eronce  between  his  work  and  mine  C  " 

H.  F.— Your  story  is  really  quite  passable,  but  the  name 
of  your  hero  must  be  changed.  Call  him  "  Keginald 
Mortimer"  or  "  Mr)ntmorency  "  something  or  other,  but 
"  Tom  Jones "  never.  Try  some  young  ladies'  journal 
with  a  religious  bias,  and  good  luck  attend  you. 


Mr.  W.  8.  ITiTNT  writes  :  "  Merely  because  I  happen  to 
have  been  looking  through  somo  old  volumes  of  the  Illm- 
tratod  London  JVewn,  and  not  at  all  because  I  pretend  to 
know  anytliing  about  these  matters,  I  am  able  to  tell  your 
contributor,  '  The  Bookworm,'  something  about  the  subject 
of  his  last  note  last  week,  A  play  entitled  '  Sir  Roger  de 
Covorloy,'  founded  upon  the  'Spectator'  papers,  was  per- 
formed at  the  ( (lympic  Theatre  in  the  spring  of  18/51.  The 
worthy  knight  was  represented  by  William  Farren  ('  Old 
Farron'),  and  his  sons — the  William  Farren  of  to-day  and 
Henry  I'lirron,  tlie  father  of  Miss  Nellie  Farren — had  each 
a  pliico  in  tlio  cast.  I  do  not  know  wlio  wrote  tho  play, 
but  a  picture  of  a  scene  from  it  and  somo  particulars  will  be 
found  in  two  numbers  of  the  Illustrated  London  Mm  for 
May  in  the  Great  Exhibition  year." 


Bibliographical. 

TruNiNa  over  the  small  pages  of  2'he  Jiad  Family,  and  Other 
Stories,  so  happily  reproduced  for  us  by  Mr.  Lucas,  I  came 
across  tho  tale  of  "  Limby  Lumpy,"  which  opens  thus: 
"His  father  was  called  'the  Pavior's  Assistant,'  for  he 
was  so  large  and  heavy  that  when  he  used  to  walk  through 
tho  streets  tho  men  who  were  ramming  the  stones  down 
with  a  large  wooden  rammer  would  say,  '  I'lease  to  walk 
over  these  stones,  sir ! '  And  then  the  men  would  get  a 
rest."  I  wonder  if  the  inventor  of  "Liniby  Lumpy" 
over  henrd  toll  of  the  Oxford  Follow,  Dr.  Tadlow,  whoso 
obesity  was  the  subject  of  so  many  epigrams?  For 
example : 

When  Tadlow  walks  the  streets,  the  paviors  cry 
"  God  bless  you,  sir  !  "  and  lay  their  rammers  by. 

In  "  Epif-rams  in  Distich  "  (1740)  we  read  of  "  a  very  fat 
man  "  that 

The  paviors  bless  his  steps  where'er  they  come. 

80  true  it  is  that  nothing  under  the  sun  is  wholly  new. 

I  see  Messrs.  Ward  &  Lock  are  advertising  a  story 
called  Jfuhert  Jillis,  by  "F.  Davenport."  Of  course,  that  is 
a  slip  of  the  pen  for  "  F.  Davonant."  I  remember  the  tale 
quite  well,  because  of  the  (juaintnoss  of  its  title,  which,  in 
full,  was  Hubert  Ellis :  a  Tale  of  King  Eichard's  Bays  the 
Second — an  inversion  for  which  there  may,  or  may  not,  be 
luthority.  The  work  appeared  serially  in  tho  Hoys''  Own 
Magazine,  and  seems  to  hav.e  been  published  in  book 
form  in  1865-66.  Can  anyone  tell  me  anything  about 
Davenant  ?    The  name  sounds  like   a  nom-de-guerre. 


F 


Is  he,  or  was  he,  tho  F.  Davenant  who  published  in 
1869-70  a  discourse  called  What  tihall  My  Son  Bey 
whicli  apparently  was  reproduced  ten  or  eleven  years 
later  under  tho  new  title  of  Starting  in  Life  ?  The  new 
edition  of  Hubert  Ellis  has  to  me  the  look  of  being  printed 
from  the  old  original  plates.     Am  I  right,  I  wonder  ? 


The  latest  person  to  "  reminisce,"  I  gather,  is  Mr. 
Moncure  Daniel  (Jonway — to  give  him  Ids  full  name — 
who  is  said  to  be  in  Paris  putting  his  recollections  upon 
paper.  To  the  religious-minded  public  he  is  well  known 
as  a  preacher  and  as  tho  author  of  a  large  nuuiber  of 
discourses  more  or  loss  hortatory.  In  tho  department  of 
literature  he  is  most  notable  as  the  biographer  and  "intro- 
ducer" of  Hawthorne  and  Tom  Paine,  and  as  having 
published  brochures  on  Mazzini,  Carlylo,  and  Emerson.  It 
will  probably  be  news  to  most  people  that  Mr.  Conway  is 
also  a  writer  of  fiction.  Two  novels — Pine  and  Palm  and 
Prisons  of  Air — and  A  Necklace  of  Stories  are  all  placed  to 
his  credit,  though  I  must  confess  to  not  having  read  them. 
Another  work  of  his  in  the  miscellaneous  way  is  Travels 
in  South  Kensington. 

Miss  Blind's  Ascent  of  Man,  of  which  a  now  edition  is 
promised  for  next  spring,  lirst  saw  tho  light  in  18H9.  It 
ran  to  only  110  pages,  and  is  but  a  series  of  poems, 
in  different  forms  and  rhythms,  arranged  in  three 
sections.  It  will  not  make  a  very  big  volume.  Nor 
will  the  "Shakespearean  Sonnets,"  which  are  also  pro- 
mised for  tho  new  year,  if  they  are  printed  alone.  They 
figured  in  Miss  Blind's  volume  called  Birds  of  Passage, 
and  are  only  eight  in  number.  They  could,  however,  be 
readily  reinforced  by  other  sonnets  by  Miss  Blind,  who, 
apparently,  was  fond  of  the  sonuot  form,  and  certainly 
handled  it  with  some  measure  of  skill.  We  already 
possess,  by  tho  way,  a  selection  from  Miss  Blind's  pooms. 
Why  not  bring  out  a  collected  and  definitive  edition  in  one 
volume  ? 

Says  "  Tho  Baron  de  Book- Worms"  in  Punch  :  "  When 
the  Baron  was  a  boy,  did  he  not  revel  in  Ainsworth's  Bick 
Turpin,  in  the  same  autlxor's  Jack  Sheppard,  and  in  Bidwer 
Lytton's  Claude  DuvaH"  In  Ainsworth's  Jack  Sheppard, 
no  doubt,  tho  Baron  did  revel ;  but  Ainsworth,  of  course, 
novor  wrote  a  tale  called  Bick  2'urpin — ho  called  the  story 
Rookwood ;  while  as  for  Bidwer's  Claude  Buval,  surely  it  was 
of  that  writer's  Paul  Clifford  that  the  Baron  was  thinking. 

I  have  read  several  obituary  notices  of  Mr.  William 
Black,  but  in  none  have  I  come  across  any  reference  to  his 
solitary  incursion  into  tho  belles  lettres,  apart  from  iiction — 
his  monograi)h  on  Goldsmith  in  the  "  English  Men  of 
Letters "  series.  It  is  just  twenty  years  since  this 
appeared,  and  everybody,  I  think,  recognised  tho  sym- 
pathetic spirit  in  which  it  was  conceived  and  written.  It 
made  no  great  mark — it  was,  perhaps,  one  of  the  fullest 
items  of  tho  series — but  it  had,  nevertheless,  a  pleasing 
and  a  kindly  air. 

Outside  of  fiction,  I  fear,  Mr.  Black  was  not  particularly 
great.  I  do  not  mind  confessing  that,  of  late  years,  I 
found  it  difficult  to  read  his  stories.  I  remember  very 
acutely  the  pleasure  I  derived  from  Love  and  Marriage,  In 
Silk  Attire,  Kilmeny,  A  Bauyhter  of  Heth,  A  Princess  of 
Thule,  Macleod  of  Bare,  and  Tlie  Strange  Adventures  of  a 
Phaeton  ;  but  of  his  later  works  I  could  master  only  a  few 
pages.  Th<!  Strange  Adventures  of  a  Houseboat — how  terribly 
Hat  it  foil!  And  Judith  Shakespeare  and  Suxrise — was  it 
not  only  too  apparent  that  in  those  cases  the  writer  WM 
out  of  his  depth  ? 

The  Bookworm. 
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^^  Two  Devotional  Books. 

^^Vhk  En-oi.ish  TitEOLooicAr,  Lihrary  (General  Kditor,  Rev. 

t^m   Frederic  Belton;  with  Genoral  Introdiiction  by  the  lionl 

IP       Bishop   of    Jjomlon). —  JFilliam    Law't    "  Strioun    Call." 

Tklited  hyRov.  J.  H.  Overton.    Hinhop  Wilton' 1  "  Maxim» 

of  Piety  and  Chrintianity."      Edited  by  Rev.   Frederic 

Relton.     (Macmillan.) 

TiiK    anTiouncement    of    a    new     "  EngliHh    Theological 

T;ibniry"  reminds  us  of  the  old  famous  "Library  of  Anglo- 

( 'atholic  Theology,"  and  of  the  stirring  Tractarian  times 

from  which  it  issued.     The  new  venture  will  hardly  prove 

^^^«8   solid  and  massive  as  the  old,  nor  will  it  appeal  ex- 

^^Wusively  to   a  like  class.     The  Bishop  of  London,  who 

^Hontributes  a  General  Introduction,  writes  that 


English  theology  is  penetrated  by  the  same  npirit  aa 
distinguishes  the  English  character  in  other  braucheg  of 
literature.  It  is  strong  in  sound  and  massive  learning, 
and  lias  never  had  reason  to  separate  itself  from  other 
departments  of  English  thought.  It  has  no  style  of  its 
own,  and  is  not  expressed  in  technical  language,  nor 
clothed  in  sx)ecial  i>hra8eology.  Its  great  products  rank 
Hiiiong  the  noblest  specimens  of  English  prose,  and  its 
literary  merits  are  of  a  very  high  order.  It  may  l)e  read 
by  readers  of  every  class. 

^^ji  interesting  ailvertisoment,  though  rather  of  literature 
^Ban  of  theology,  which,  as  a  science,  requires  scientific 
^Treatment  and  exposition,  even  at  the  sacrifice  of  grace 
and  charm.  Anglican  theology,  except  in  the  hands  of 
Buch  as  Bull,  tends  to  show  every  excellence  but  the 
essential  excellence  of  being,  indeed,  theology,  precise, 
systematic,  orderly,  defined.  The  present  Library  opens 
with  two  notable  names  of  saintly  men,  in  whom  the 
Anglican  Church  does  well  to  glory :  William  Law, 
168G-1761;  and  Thomas  Wilson,  1663  -  1755  — writers 
known  and  loved  by  many  without  their  own  communion, 
and  the  younger  of  the  two  a  man  of  genius  rare  in 
quality.  The  works  selected  are  The  Serious  Call  and 
The  Maximn,  neither  of  which  professes  to  be,  in  a  strict 
sense,    a  theological   work,    but  both   works  are    rich  in 

Brvout  argument,  exhortation,  and  appeal. 
Canon  Overton,  the  editor  of  Law,  cjuotes  many  significant 
Btimonies  to  the  profound  effectiveness  of  his  writings 
'Upon  very  various  minds,  but  he  omits  one  of  the  most 
impressive.  At  the  end  of  a  long  conversation,  Keble 
turned  to  Ilurrell  Froude,  the  young  Marcellus  of  the 
Oxford  Movement,  and  said:  "  Froude,  you  said  just  now 
that  you  thought  the  Serious  Call  a  clever  book  ;  it  seemed 
to  me  as  if  you  had  said  '  the  Day  of  Judgment  will  be  a 
pretty  sight.'  "  AVords  could  not  do  ampler  justice  to  the 
supernatural  solenmity  of  what  is  also  among  the  wittiest 
of  books ;  to  the  almost  iMntesque  decisiveness,  unsparing- 
ness,  yet  withal  tenderness,  of  this  eighteenth  century 
work,  written  in  a  Laodicean  age  and  country,  of  which, 
writes  Newman,  "Iloadley  was  the  bishop,  and  Walpole 
the  minister,  and  Pope  the  poet,  and  Chesterfield  the 
wit,  and  Tillotson  the  ruling  doctor."  Its  aim  and 
scope  are'  simple:  it  asks  those  who  "call  and  pro- 
fess themselves  Christians  "  upon  what  possible  grounds 


they  are  cont«i>t  to  be  tepid,  half-hsartsd,  lax,  unaspiring 
Christians;  what  possible  reasons  there  can  be  for  sneh 
an  attitude;  whether  it  is  not  an  attitude  of  gross 
absurdity,  extreme  peril,  heartless  ingratitude;  and  this 
with  a  dramatic  wealth  of  obserration,  a  knowledge  of 
human  nature,  an  intensity  of  feeling,  which  make  the 
pages  throb  with  life.  The  veriest  worldling  can  chuckle 
over  its  pungency  of  satire,  its  incisiveness  of  detail; 
Hogarth  in  holy  orders  could  not  have  employed  touches 
more  masterly  and  telling  than  did  this  mystical  parson, 
who  fed  his  soul  upon  the  thoosophy  of  Bohmen  and  lived 
athirst  for  perfection.  Impatixnt  by  nature  of  inferiorities, 
he  came  to  exult  in  Christian  humility,  as  the  crown  of 
terrestrial  glories ;  he  lashed  the  world  and  its  injuuie 
pretensions.  Helina,  Countess  of  Huntingdon,  that  saint 
manqtUe,  persuaded  the  Duchess  of  Buckingham  to  hear 
Whitefield  preach.  Her  Grace  was  deeply  disgusted  and 
profoundly  shocked  :  "  It  is  monstrous  to  be  told  that  you 
have  a  heart  as  sinful  as  the  common  creatures  that  crawl 
on  the  earth.  This  is  highly  offensive  and  insulting ;  and 
I  cannot  but  wonder  that  your  ladyship  should  relish  any 
sentiment  so  much  at  variance  with  high  rank  and  goo<l 
breeding."  Stupendous !  But  there,  in  an  extreme  form, 
you  have  the  eighteenth  century  Christianity,  which 
roused  Law  to  laughter,  indignation,  pity,  tears;  the 
Christianity  of  decorum,  propriety,  mo<leration,  of  lurtoul 
point  de  tele.  Law  was  no  early  Methodist,  no  pioneer  of 
the  Evangelical  Revival ;  the  champion  in  the  Bangorian 
controversy,  the  stout  Nonjuror,  the  advocate  of  derii-al  celi- 
bacy, the  high  sacerdotalist  and  sacramentarian,  had  nothing 
in  common  with  Evangelical  "  enthusiasm,"  except  its  pas- 
sionate insistence  upon  practical  Cliristian  living.  He  saw 
that  neglected,  not  only  by  "notorious  evil-livers,"  but  by  the 
masses  of  unconscious  Pharisees,  who  thought  themselvoH 
exemplary  Christians,  or  at  least  good  enough.  His  great 
book  is  a  gallery  of  portraits,  superbly  drawn  in  a  series 
of  "characters.'  Every  one  is  there  :  the  fat  pluralist,  the 
Church-supporting  millionaire,  the  classical  scholar,  the 
back-biting  devotee,  the  ambitious  mother,  with  many 
more,  all  "  not  as  this  publican,"  yet  all  leading  livee  of 
ludicrous  inconsistency,  the  worse  for  being  unconscious. 
Stroke  by  biting  stroke,  line  upon  delicate  line,  tho 
characters  are  set  forth,  until  the  reader  almost  feels  for 
them,  and  tlien  falls  to  confess  with  blushes  that  it  is  a 
case  of,  mulalo  nomine,  himself.  And  there  are  the  con- 
trasting portraits,  lovingly,  ardently  drawn  of  the  consistent 
man  and  woman.  There  is  no  forbidding  sternness  in  then*, 
austere  though  Law  was,  but  an  infinite  sweetness  and 
graciousness  of  tone.  And  these  passages  abound  with 
vivid  glimpses  into  the  social  life  of  Law's  time,  its  devo- 
tions, frivolities,  pursuits,  customs.  His  book  would  live,  if 
not  upon  other  and  higher  grounds,  for  its  intrinsic  live- 
liness and  vivacity  of  detail.  One  would  very  willingly, 
though  not  without  some  fear  and  trembling,  have 
known  I^aw,  with  his  strangely  intense  spirit,  his  keen 
vision  of  this  world  and  of  the  next.  When  he  fell  under 
the  sway  of  Behmen  "  the  inspire<I  cobbler  of  Qiirlitz," 
Law  taught  himself  High  Dutch,  that  he  might  know 
"  the  original  words  of  the  blessed  Jacob."  The  average 
bishop  of  the  day  would  have  thought  him  mad.  He  had 
more  in  common  with  an  earlier  generation;   with   such 
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men  as  Henry  More.  Cudworth,  Norris  of  Bemerton.  The 
taculum  rationalist icum  was  his  congenital,  not  his  con- 
genial home.  Posterity  has  done  rightly  in  considering 
the  Seriom  Call  his  masterpiece,  though  there  are  some  to 
whom  his  Behmenist  writings  make  an  even  more  intimate 
appeal,  as  in  that  rich  treatise,  the  Spirit  of  Prayer. 
From  first  to  last  he  was  (  great  and  distinguished  master 
of  words  :  he  writes  with  a  happy  mean  between  the 
earlier  carelessness  and  the  later  correctness,  and  his  style 
allures  us  on.  His  influence  has  been  deep,  and  sometimes 
secret ;  but  there  is  probably  none  of  the  religious  leaders, 
by  speech  or  writing,  since  his  daj',  who  has  not  been 
indebted  to  him  for  a  quickening  of  the  spiritual  sense. 
A  terrible  sincerity  is  in  him,  scathing  shams  and  shaking 
humbugs ;  and  above  that  the  eagle  vision  piercing  through 
the  heavens,  the  lonely  flight  toward  truth.  We  think  of 
hiin  with  a  fearful  respect,  as  one  dwelling  in  converse 
with  eternity ;  his  Church  can  boast  no  servant  of  more 
august  a  memory  and  a  presence. 

So  special  a  reverence,  so  unique  a  veneration,  does  not 
invest  the  person  of  the  good  Manx  bishop.  Like  Bishops 
Andrewes  and  Ken,  he  had  most  winning  gentleness  and 
charity  of  character,  but  not,  like  Law,  genius.  It  is 
possible  that  he  may  in  certain  points  have  been  the  better 
man  :  he  is  certainly  not  the  less  lovable.  But  he  had  not 
that  touch  of  the  live  coal  from  the  altar  which  inspired 
the  speech  of  Law  and  gave  him  his  place  among  the 
prophets.  Perhaps  Wilson  could  hardly  be  better 
described  than  by  saying  that  he  had  for  his  fellow- 
student  in  Dublin  his  exact  opposite,  Jonathan  Swift. 
Wilson  knew  trouble  and  sorrow,  but  he  shows  no  trace 
of  S(Bva  indignatio  :  he  had  no  hunger  for  dignities  and 
preferments,  no  care  for  fame  in  courts  and  coffee-houses, 
and  the  Isle  of  Man  sufiiced  him  for  the  exercise  of  skill 
in  affairs.  There,  for  more  than  half  a  century,  he  spent 
a  patriarchal,  paternal  life,  and  a  fresh  fragrance  of 
innocency  and  resignation  clings  to  him  in  his  island 
home,  far  removed  from  the  crowd  of  courtier  clerics 
suing  for  advancement.  A  scholar,  but  not  of  the  "  Greek 
play  bishop  "  type  :  a  man  of  geauine  culture,  who  made 
all  his  knowledge  subservient  to  the  good  of  others.  His 
present  editor,  Mr.  Eelton,  accepts  Arnold's  judgment  of 
him,  and  we  do  not  need  to  be  reminded  how  warm  and 
true  was  Arnold's  enjoyment  of  his  spiritual  wisdom.  A 
recent  writer  has  said  that  it  illustrates  Arnold's  occasional 
canonisation  of  platitudes  as  pearls  of  price ;  that  was  a 
shallow  and  incompetent  writer  upon  such  matters. 
Arnold's  judgment  was  at  least  not  hasty :  he  writes 
to  his  mother  of  the  "  Maxims,"  that  it  is  his  "constant 
companion,"  that  he  has  been  "reading,  re-reading, 
and  re-rereading"  it,  that  it  is  "  delightful  to  me,  and  just 
the  sort  of  book  I  like."  But  Arnold  read  it  in  a  far  from 
satisfactory  edition,  and  Mr..  Eelton's  is  tlie  first  edition 
thoroughly  convenient  and  complete.  These  "  Maxims," 
written  by  way  of  a  private,  spiritual,  commonplace  book, 
are,  as  it  were,  the  overflowings  of  the  bishop's  reflection 
upon  his  reading,  or  the  compendious  record  of  his  medi- 
tations. They  seem  to  convey  the  essence  of  the  man's 
holiness  and  wisdom ;  the  thoughts  of  a  ripe  and  tranquil 
spirit  versed  in  sacred  things,  firm  in  conviction,  but  no 
lover  of  disputation.     There  is  an  Izaak   Walton  peaee- 


ableness  and  serenity  of  accent  in  these  calm  utterances,  so 
quietly  cunning  in  their  unfolding  of  oracles  and  inculca- 
tion of  pieties,  and  always  with  an  eye  to  the  facts  of  life. 
There  is  little  to  startle  by  its  strangeness,  yet  the  thought 
is  constantly  fresh  and  living,  as  of  one  who  has  felt  and 
knewn  :  it  comes  from  the  depth  of  a  great  personal  peace. 
Cor  humanum  in  desiderio  cetemitatis  non  fixiim  nunquan 
stabile  potest  esse,  says  Augustine :  Wilson's  heart  was 
stable,  established.  It  is  less  for  their  positive  doctrine 
than  for  their  beauty  of  atmosphere  that  we  cherish  these 
sayings  :  they  are  a  place  of  refreshment.  Things  are  liere 
said  80  quietly  and  simply  and  directly,  with  no  attempt 
at  the  appearance  of  profundity,  that  the  profundity,  once 
realised,  has  an  effect  more  lasting  and  searching  than  any 
epigram.  Like  the  personages  of  Greek  tragedies,  the 
bishop  has  but  to  say  that  death  is  certain,  or  that  sorrow 
is  discipline,  and  some  quality  of  simple  seriousness  in  the 
saying  arrests  us.  Assuredly,  Thomas  Wilson  is  one  of  the 
world's  "  white  souls." 

If  the  subsequent  volumes  of  the  Library  maintain  the 
high  standard  in  editing  and  annotating  of  these  two, 
there  wiU  be  no  cause  to  complain.  Among  the  volumes 
in  preparation  are  works  by  Butler,  Hooker,  Jewel,  Laud, 
Whichcote.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  series  will  include 
some  of  the  less  known  and  less  accessible  writers,  espe- 
cially those  of  the  seventeenth  century,  who  often  have 
a  literary  value  obscured  for  that  foolish  fellow,  the 
general  reader,  by  their  theological  themes.  And  it 
might  be  well  to  include  the  work  of  laymen — a  beginning 
might  be  made  with  a  version  of  Henry  VIII. 's  Assertio 
Septem  Sacramentorum,  for  the  limitation  of  the  undertaking 
to  the  seventeenth  and  eighteenth  centuries  seems  arbi- 
trary. But,  in  any  case,  nothing  can  exceed  in  value  the 
works  with  which  the  Library  has  made  so  promising  and 
prosperous  an  opening,  nor  will  it  be  easy  to  fiud  names 
which  carry  more  "  perfume  in  the  mention  "  than  those 
of  Thomas  Wilson  and  William  Law. 


The  Inversion  of  Romance. 

The  Last  Ballad,    and    Other   Poems.     By  John  Davidson. 

(Lane.  4s.  6d.  net.) 
Me.  Johx  Davidson,  say  the  critics,  is  one  of  the  thinkers 
amongst  modern  poets.  It  is  quite  true  ;  more's  the  pity. 
Like  Cassius,  he  "  thinks  too  much "  :  wearies  himself 
with  the  problems  of  a  problematic  age.  And  the  result 
is  fatal  to  his  art ;  not,  of  course,  necessarily  to  art  in  the 
abstract,  but  to  the  particular  type  of  art  that  lies  within 
the  potentialities  of  Mr.  John  Davidson.  For  reflective 
thought,  indeed,  he  has  no  capacity  ;  philosophy  was  left 
out  in  his  composition  ;  and  when  he  begins  to  probe  the 
dark  places  of  conduct  his  moral  sense  too  often  proves 
itself  a  very  blunt  and  fallible  instrument.  On  the  other 
hand,  in  the  direction  of  lyrical  romance  he  has  very  con- 
siderable gifts.  His  impassioned  narrative,  in  the  simple 
ballad  metre  he  affects,  can  be  uncommonly  good ;  and  in 
suffusing  with  emotion  the  fragrance  and  colour  of  out-of- 
doors  he  excels.  He  is  by  birth  a  romantic  and  a  pai/sa- 
ffiste,  not  a  sage.  These  qualities  and  these  defects  are 
abundantly  illustrated   in   his   new  volume.     "The  Last 
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Ballad,"  which  is  the  story  of  the  madness  of  Lancelot  and 
'  his  recovery  from  it,  is  lulmirable.  The  theme  and 
■en  its  symbolism  were  given  or  suggested  by  the 
sources;  the  service  of  the  king  and  the  inspiration  of 
the  quoen,  the  quest  of  the  Grail  to  whose  spirituality  the 
lover  of  Guinevore  may  not  aspire,  the  sty  of  sensual 
despair  into  wliich  he  only  temporarily  sinks.  And  what 
could  bo  better  than  the  swing  and  the  sentiment  of  such 
line  stan/as  as  these  ? 

Aud  yet  not  all  alone.     On  high, 

When  midnight  set  the  spaces  free. 
And  briinmiog  stars  hung  from  the  sky 

Low  down,  aud  spilt  their  jewellery. 

Behind  the  nightly  sq\iandered  fire. 
Through  a  dark  lattice  only  seen 

I  By  love,  a  look  of  rapt  desire 

Fell  from  a  vision  of  the  Queen. 
From  heaven  she  bent  whoa  twilight  knit 
The  dusky  air  and  earth  in  one ; 
He  saw  her  like  a  goddess  ait 
Enthroned  upon  the  noondiy  sun. 
In  passages  of  gulfs  and  sounds, 
When  wild  winds  dug  the  sailor's  grave, 
When  clouds  and  billows  merged  their  bounds, 
Aud  the  keel  climbed  the  slippery  wave, 
A  sweet  sigh  laced  the  tempest ;  nay, 
Low  at  his  ear  he  heard  her  speak  ; 
Among  the  hurtling  sheaves  of  spray 

Her  loosened  tresses  swept  his  cheek. 
And  in  the  revelry  of  death. 

If  human  greed  of  slaughter  cast 
Eemorse  aside,  a  violet  breath. 
The  incense  of  her  being  passed 

Across  his  soul,  and  deeply  swayed 
The  fount  of  pity ;  o'er  the  strife 
He  curbed  the  lightning  of  his  blade. 
And  gave  the  foe  his  forfeit  life. 
Against  "  The  Last  Battle,"  which  is  one  of  Mr.  David- 
son's  successes,  may  stand   "  The  Ordeal "  as  one  of  his 
failures.     Here  he  tries  to  read  his  own  interpretation  of 

ie  into  a  characteristic  romance  motive  : 
Between  the  Golden  City  and  the  sea 
I  A  damisked  meadow  lay,  the  saffron  beach 

I  And  silver  loops  of  surge  dissevering 

[  The  violet  water  from  the  grass-green  land. 

"Before  Emanuel,  King  of  the  Golden  City,  Sir  Hilary 
accuses  his  wife,  Bertha,  of  falsehood  to  him  with  her 
ancient  sweetheart,  Godfrey  of  the  Ph(Bnix.  The  lady  is 
traduced,  that  is  quite  evident,  and  Godfrey  offers  to 
maintain  her  honour  in  battle.  The  lists  are  set.  You 
wait  for  God  to  vindicate  the  right.  And  Bertha's 
•children  wait. 

Since  God  Himself  had  hung  His  balance  out. 
Already  they  could  hear  the  host  of  Heaven, 
With  psalteries  aud  far-resounding  songs, 
Acclaim  their  mother's  starry  chastity, 
And  laud  the  righteous  Judge  of  all  the  earth. 
Godfrey  is  the  better  man,  and  has  the  better  cause,  but 
when  the  shock  of  arms  comes,  he  goes  down  before  the 
spear  of  Sir  Hilary.     In  "  the  eclipse  of  her  renown  "  t'lat 
follows,  Bertha  offers  to  undergo  herself  a  new  ordeal,  the 


ordeal  of  the  heateil  plougluharea.    This  U  awcptod  and 
the  preparation*  are  made.     And  thai  it  ends : 

The  farriers. 

Aglow,  begrime<l  and  moiit  with  imoky  sweat. 
Their  ready  pinchers  on  the  coultem  clMiH>d 
And  plucked  them  forth,  sprinkling  the  dewy  green 
With  jets  of  dying  embers.     Placed  apart 
At  intervaU  irregular,  the  nine 
Deep  notes  of  carmine  pulsed  in  unison 
Upon  the  hissing  turf.     Trampi-t  and  drum 
Announced  the  ordeal ;  then  H.tftly  raised 
A  funeral  dirge  as  Berthn,  breathing  (|uick. 
Set  out  upon  her  march.     She  placed  her  foot. 
Her  naked  buoyant  foot,  dew-dreuchod  and  white. 
She  placed  it  ftrruly  on  the  first  red  edgi>, 
Leapt  half  her  height,  and  with  a  bideoos  cry, 
Fell  down  face-foremost  brained  upon  the  next. 
You  see  the  intention  ;  to  arraign  the  theory  of  Providenoe, 
to  deny  the  triumph  of  good.     But  how  crudely  it  ia  all 
managed,  so  tliat  the  purposed  irony  atiiicts  the  sotil  as 
with  a  stroke  of  sheer  brutality.      Some  years  ago  Mr. 
Hardy  did  the  same  kind  of  thing  in  Ttii  of  the  DurhertiUtt, 
and  incurred  criticism  which,  whatever  its  ground  meta- 
physically, had  none  on  the  side  of  art.     But  then  Mr. 
Hardy  knew  how  to  present  his  case.     And  in  particular  he 
gave  it  a  setting  which  might  pass  as  a  transcript  from 
reality.     Of  course,   reality  is  more  brutal  than  romance. 
Mr.  Davidson,  on  the  other  hand,  takes  the  most  conven- 
tional of  all  forms  of  romance,  the  chivalric  romance,  ami 
attempts  to  invert  the  whole  ideal  of  it.     But  the  whole 
conception  of  an  ordeal,  unless  you  take  the  philosophy 
that  underlies  it  seriously,   is  firstly  silly,  and   secondly 
revolting.     Over  these  mental  and  moral  difficulties    Mr. 
Davidson  is  hardly  the  man  to  come  victoriously.    Naturally 
enough,  he  only  succeeds  in  producing  a  sense  of  painful 
burlesque.     Even  Shakespeare  only  produced  a  sense  of 
painful  burlesque  when  he,  too,  tried  to  invert  a  romantic 
convention  in  "  Troilus  and  Cressida." 

The  minor  poems  which  make  up  this  volume  are  not  as 
interesting  as  Mr.  Davidson's  minor  poems  are  wont  to  be. 
His  rhythms  of  the  visible  face  and  the  audible  voice  of 
nature  are  wanting.  But  you  find  liim  troubled  by  the 
war-spirit,  and  not  quite  knowing  what  to  make  of  it.  And 
you  find  an  appreciation  of  the  "  money-lonl,"  which 
also  halts  between  two  opinions.  On  the  other  hand, 
"  A  Ballad  of  a  Coward  "  has  some  ringing  stanzas,  and  this 
dialogue  of  the  artist  and  life  pleases  us  both  by  its  rhythm 
and  its  sentiment : 

T}iE  Mrrchantmax. 
I  have  lamps  that  gild  the  luitrd  of  noon  ; 

Shadowy  arrows  that  pierce  the  brain ; 
Dulcimers  strung  with  beams  of  the  moon  ; 
Psalteries  fashioned  of  pleasure  and  pain  ; 
A  song  and  a  sword  and  a  haunting  tune 
That  may  never  be  offered  the  world  again. 
The  Markkt-Haunters 
Dulcimers  !  psalteries  !  whom  do  you  mock  P 

Arrows  and  songs  ?    We  have  axes  to  grind  ! 
8hut  up  your  booth  and  your  mouldering  stock. 
For  we  never  shall  deal. — Come  away  ;  let  us  find 
Wh%t  the  others  have  {^t 

Wo  must  buy,  buy,  buy ; 
For  our  money  is  hot. 
And  death  draws  nigh. 


S'o 
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Either  Mr.  Davidson  reads  his  proofs  very  badly,  or  he 
has  trouble  with  his  English  grammar.  On  one  page  we 
find  that  "  Him  whom  I  adore  .  .  .  has  wandered  over 
sea";  on  another  that  a  ring  clasps  "a  horde  ...  of 
memories  " — presumably  "  a  hoard." 


Pitt  in  Private  Life. 

Pitt :  Some  Chapters  of  Sts  Life  and  Times.     By  the  Eight 
Hon.  Edward  Gibson,  Lord  Ashbourne.      (Longmans. 

2l8.) 

New  materials  for  a  great  biograjihy,  discovered  after  that 
biography  has  been  written  and  accepted  as  final,  are 
diflicult  to  deal  with.  If  they  are  printed  alone,  not  the  best 
editorship  can  prevent  them  from  seeming  thin  ;  for  they 
cry  to  be  grafted  on  the  parent  trunk.  Lord  Ashbourne's 
difficulties  have  been  of  the  kind  we  should  have  expected. 
But  he  has  not  added  to  them.  He  has  come  upon  whole 
nests  of  letters  of  Pitt,  his  mother,  his  elder  brother,  and 
of  many  of  the  great  jJersonages — including  George  III. — 
with  whom  Pitt  had  to  deal.  In  particular,  he  has  explored 
a  large  collection  of  Pitt  papers  at  Orwell  Park,  the  home 
of  Mr.  Ernest  G.  Pretyman,  M.P.  Many  of  the  choicest 
letters  in  this  volume  are  labelled  "The  Pretyman  MSS." 
"We  must  take  a  short  way  witli  a  long  naatter.  It  is  im- 
possible for  us  to  discharge  our  ideal  task  of  comparing 
and  relating  all  these  new  materials  with  Lord  Stanhope's 
standard  Life  of  Pitt,  or  with  Mr.  Lecky's  g^eat  work, 
or  with  Lord  Eosebery's.  Despite  all  Lord  Ashbourne's 
attempts — and  they  are  successful  attempts — to  present 
his  treasures  in  an  interesting  way,  the  book  before  us  is 
essentially  supplementary  to  these  works,  and  it  should  be 
read  side  by  side  with  them.  Our  own  duty  is  defined  by 
the  possibilities  of  space ;  and  we  shall  hope  to  indicate 
the  character  of  Lord  Ashbourne's  book  by  confining 
ourselves  to  some  new  rays  which  it  throws  on  Pitt,  the 
boy,  the  man,  the  son,  and  the  lover. 

One  of  the  first  letters  produced  by  Lord  Ashbourne  is 
a  breezy  and  to  aching  letter  which  the  Earl  of  Chatham 
disj)atched  after  his  favourite  son  when  the  youth  was  on 
his  way  to  Cambridge  to  enter  himself  at  Pembroke  Hall. 
Pitt  was  then  under  fourteen  years  of  age.  The  Earl 
writes  : 

We  compute  that  yesterday  brought  you  to  the  vener- 
able aspect  of  Alma  Mater,  and  that  you  are  invested 
to-day  with  the  Toga  virilis.  .  .  .  How  happy,  my  loved 
boy,  is  it  that  your  mama  and  I  can  tell  ourselves  there  is 
at  Cambridge  one  without  a  beard,  and  all  the  elements  so 
mix'd  in  him,  that  nature  might  stand  up  and  say,  This 
is  a  man.  .  .  .  Adieu,  again  and  again,  sweet  boy,  and  if 
you  acquire  health  and  strength  every  time  I  wish  them 
to  you,  you  will  be  a  second  Samson,  and,  what  is  more, 
will,  I  am  sure,  keep  your  hair. 

Pitt's  relations  with  his  family  were  always  of  a  kind 
most  honourable  to  him.  Let  any  reader  who  wishes  to 
feel  himself  in  contact  with  a  fine  and  balanced  nature,  in 
which  all  the  elements  were  mixed,  read  the  letters  in 
which  Pitt,  as  Prime  Minister,  informed  his  elder  brother, 


Lord  Chatham,  of  his  wish  that  he  should  vacate  his  position 
in  the  Admiralty.  Lord  Ashbourne  justly  says  that  these 
letters  convey  the  decision  of  a  Prime  Minister  with  the 
love  of  a  brother.  The  correspondence  between  the 
brothers  cannot  profitably  be  quoted  here ;  but  it  shows 
ho^  Pitt  could  place  his  duty  to  the  country  before  everj- 
other  consideration.  It  shows,  also,  that  the  particular 
charge  brought  against  Pitt,  of  being  too  ready  to  give 
important  posts  to  his  brother,  is  rather  ill-founded.  He 
could  give,  but  he  could  take  away.  Lord  Ashbourne, 
however,  seems  to  push  the  advantage  to  Pitt's  memory 
rather  far  when  he  proceeds  to  suggest  that  Lord  Chatham- 
may  have  been  in  part  responsible  for  Pitt's  weU-known 
financial  difficulties.     Lord  Ashbourne  writes  : 

The  embarrassment  of  Pitt's  finances  has  often  been 
criticised,  and  an  explanation  been  asked  how  a  bachelor, 
leading  a  most  regular  life,  with  no  expensive  tastes,  and 
in  receipt  of  £10,000  a  year  during  the  later  years  of  hi& 
adminstration,  should  have  often  been  in  difficulties.  His 
friends  had  to  come  to  his  rescue  when  he  resigned  office 
in  1801,  and  Parliament  voted  £40,000  to  pay  his  debts  on 
his  death.  It  is  just  possible  that  he  may  from  time  to 
time  have  assisted  his  brother  with  money,  and  thus 
helped  to  add  to  his  own  difficulties.  The  following 
document  amongst  the  "Pretyman  MSS."  is  suggestive: 
"Hyde  Park  Corner:  August  18,  1797.  Received  from 
the  Rt.  Honble.  William  Pitt  the  sum  of  £1,000,  payable 
immediately  after  the  oth  Janry.,  1798.     Chatham." 

"We  are  rather  surprised  that  Lord  Ashbourne  thought 
it  worth  while  to  make  this  suggestion  ;  it  is  so  slight,  and 
so  little  affects  the  known  facts  about  Pitt's  finances.  The 
weak  spot  in  Pitt's  character  need  not  be  veiled.  It  was 
not  personal  extravagance.  It  was  a  certain  regal  care- 
lessness of  lucre.  Macaulay's  well-known  indictment  is  at 
once  merciful  and  severe. 

Lord  Ashbourne  gives  us  some  charming  new  letters 
which  passed  between  Pitt  and  his  mother,  and  between 
her  and  Mr.  Wilson,  Pitt's  first  tutor.  These  letters  show 
how  Lady  Chatham  watched  over  her  son.  "  My  young, 
great  man,"  she  calls  him,  when  he  had  been  already 
Prime  Minister  for  two  years.  In  1784,  just  before  the 
general  elections,  on  which  Pitt's  fate  hung,  she  wrote  to 
Mr.  "Wilson : 

The  rough  and  rude  attacks  upon  William  have  happily 
only  served  to  show  how  equal  he  is  in  every  superior 
quality  to  that  important  situation  to  which  he  has  been  so 
honourably  call'd,  and  in  which  he  wou'd  be  continued  if 
the  general  voice  of  the  people  prevailed.  ...  As  much 
delighted  as  I  have  been  with  all  and  every  part  of  his 
conduct,  I  have  never  allow'd  myself  to  break  in  upon  his 
time  by  sending  him  a  letter  to  read  which  wou'd  only 
have  told  him  what  he  was  perfectly  sure  was  in  his 
mother's  heart  and  soul. 

Lady  Chatham  had  sometimes  need  to  write  to  her  son 
on  business  she  would  fain  have  suppressed.  Thus,  Lord 
Ashbourne  has  found  a  letter  in  which  Pitt  comes  to  the 
rescue  of  his  mother  when  she  wanted  a  little  money. 
This  letter,  dated  from  Downing-street,  rea<ls  very 
pleasantly  alongside  a  letter,  included  in  Stanhope's  Life, 
which  Pitt  had  written  to  his  mother  fifteen  years  earlier 
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from  Cambrulgo.     Wo  huvo   tliought  it  worth  while  to 
l)ring  those  letters  together.     Tims : 


Pm,  THK  Undkeorauuatk. 
Pembroke  Hall, 

Not.  .iO,  1778. 
My  dear  Mother, 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you 
'for  thinking  of  my  finances, 
which  are  in  no  urgent  want 
■of  repair ;  but  if  I  should 
Jhappen  to  buy  a  horse,  they 
■will  be  soon  ;  and  therefore,  if 
it  is  not  inconvenient  to  you, 
I  shall  be  much  obliged  to 
you  for  a  draft  of  £ oO,  which 
I  think  wiU  be  sufficient  for 
the  current  expenses  of  this 
•quarter. 


Pitt,  thk  Pkime  Minister. 

Downing-street, 

Nov.  II,  1793. 
My  dear  Mother. 

I  trust  I  need  not  say  that 
my  first  wish  must  always  be 
to  contribute  to  your  ease  and 
convenience,  and  I  am  only 
sorry  you  should  have  given 
yourself  so  much  trouble  where 
a  single  word  would  have 
been  sufficient.  I  can  furnish, 
without  difficulty,  three  hun- 
dred pounds,  and  will  imme- 
diately desire  Mr.  Coutts  to 
place  that  sum  to  your 
account. 

All  Pitt's  experience  of  home  life,  all  his  observations  of 
the  happiness  of  his  parents,  must  have  inclined  him  to 
marriage.  His  own  temperament,  however,  did  not  so 
incline  him.  His  feelings  toward  the  opposite  sex  were 
<;old  and  respectful  from  the  first ;  they  were  also  blameless, 
•even  in  his  youth.  It  was  only  in  his  thirty-eighth  year 
jihat  Pitt  thought  of  marriage.     His   figure,    which   was 


I 


THE   LADY   WHOM   PITT   DID  NOT   MAREY. 

•handsome,  his  fame,  which  was  dazzling,  and  his  morals, 
which  were  spotless,  must  have  commended  him  to  noble 
women.  They  commended  him  to  the  Honourable  Eleanor 
Eden,  the  eldest  daughter  of  Lord  Auckland.  To  this 
yoimg  woman  Pitt  must  have  seemed  the  Prince  of  all 
fairy  Princes.     Lord  Ashbourne  writes : 

She  never  heard  his  name  spoken  of  save  with  reverence, 
respect,  and  admiration  ;  and  when  he  singled  her  out  for 
his  special  notice,  and  in  his  visits  to  Eden  Farm  walked 
and  talked  with  her,  one  can  well  understand  how  pleased 
and  flattered  she  must  have  been.  And  when  he  spoke  to 
her  with  that  exquisitely  modulated  silver  voice,  which 
had  commanded  the  House  of  Commons  and  swayed  it 
from  his  early  mauhood,  which  had  dealt  with  great 
topics  on  great  occasions,  and  when  she  realised  that  that 


voice  waa  now  being  used  to  pleaae  her,  ibe  mart  h«T« 
been  moved.  His  whole  earner,  too,  wu  lo  striking,  to 
dramatic ;  be  had  fought  such  great  fightn  agaiuxt  racb 
great  men— his  courage  waa  so  sphtiidid  ;  and  then  be  wm 
ao  delicate,  his  life  waa  so  lonely.  Waa  there  not  much  to 
win  the  aympathy  and  the  regard  of  a  generoua  prl  ? 
Pitt  walked  and  talked  with  Eleanor  Eden  at  her  country 
home  at  Eden  Farm,  in  Kent,  I/ord  Auckland'a  reaidence. 
I'itt's  own  home  was  at  Holwood,  clowo  by,  but  he  had 
formed  the  habit  of  exchanging  itii  coldneaa  and  aolitude 
for  the  Aucklands'  cheery  circle.  The  Holwocxl  country 
was  pleasant  and  undulating,  and  was  overlooked  by  the 
lieights  of  Sydenham  on  one  side  and  by  those  of  Knock- 
holt  Beeches  on  the  other.  Here,  in  1796,  Pitt  lingered 
from  care,  and  rumour  began  to  be  busy.  Even  Burke 
wrote  to  a  friend  :  "The  talk  of  the  town  is  of  a  marriage 
between  a  daughter  of  Lord  Auckland  and  Mr.  Pitt,  and 
that  our.  statesman,  our  premitr  dti  hontmei,  will  take  his 
Eve  from  the  Garden  of  Eden."  The  situation  was  delicate 
and  interesting  in  a  high  degree.  As  Ivord  Ashlraumo 
says  :  "  There  had  never  been  before  in  England  an  un- 
married Prime  Minister  of  thirty-eight,  apparently  paying 
attention  to  a  handsome  girl,  and  there  never  was  a  more 
bond  fide  occasion  for  rumours."  But  the  event  which 
had  cast  its  shadow  never  came.  Pitt,  we  know  not 
why,  decided  not  to  propose  to  Eleanor  Eden.  Unfor- 
tunetely  he  had  taken  up  a  position  which — undefined  aa 
it  was — had  to  be  definitely  and  openly  abandoned.  Pitt 
took  the  course  of  writing  to  Lord  Auckland.  His  two 
letters  to  that  nobleman  must  have  cost  him  terrible  pain. 
The  pith  of  his  communication  is  contained  in  tlie  following 
sentences : 

It  can  hardly,  I  think,  be  necessary  to  say  that  tbe 
time  I  have  passed  among  your  family  baa  led  to  my 
forming  sentiments  of  very  real  attachment  towards  tbem 
all,  and  of  much  more  than  attachment  towards  one  whom 
I  need  not  name.  Nor  should  I  do  justice  to  my  own 
feelings,  or  explain  myself  as  frankly  as  I  think  I  ought 
to  do,  if  I  did  not  own  that  every  hour  of  my  ac<iuaint- 
ance  with  tbe  person  to  whom  you  will  easily  conceive  I 
refer  has  served  to  augment  and  confirm  that  impreasion  ; 
in  short,  has  convinced  me  that  whoerer  may  have  tbe 
good  fortune  ever  to  be  united  to  her  is  destined  to  more 
than  his  tihare  of  human  happiness. 

Whether,  at  any  rate,  I  could  have  had  any  ground  to 
hope  that  such  might  have  been  my  lot  I  am  in  uo  degree 
entitled  to  guess.  I  have  to  reproach  myself  for  ever 
having  indulged  the  idea  on  my  own  part  aa  far  as  I  have 
done  without  asking  myself  carefully  and  early  enough 
what  were  the  ditKcidties  in  the  way  of  ita  being  realiaed. 
I  have  suffered  myself  to  overlook  them  too  long,  but 
having  now  at  length  refiected  as  fully  and  calmly  as  I 
am  able  on  every  circumstance  that  ought  to  come  under 
my  consideration  (at  least  aa  much  for  her  sake  as  my 
own),  I  am  compelled  to  say  that  I  find  tbe  obstacles  to  it 
decisive  and  insurmountable. 

So  vanished  into  thin  air  and  vain  regrets  Pitt's  only  love- 
story. 

We  have  left  ourselves  little  space  in  which  to  touch  on 
Pitt's  last  days.  Here,  too,  we  gain  new  material  while 
missing  the  grand  dramatic  effect  in  Lord  Stanhope's  Lift. 
Lord  Ashbourne's  pages  will  certainly  multiply  students 
of  Pitt's  career,  and  they  will  freshen  in  many  minds  the 
memory  of  his  splendid  qualities. 
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The  Sunset  of  Shelley. 

Thf  Last  Bays  of  SheTUy :  New  Details  from   Unpublished 
Document*.     By  D.  Guido  Biagi.     (Fisher  Unwin.) 

The  "new  details"  of  whicli  Mr.  Biagi  speaks  were,  we 
beliere,  published  a  few  years  ago  in  Harper's  Magazine  : 
and  the  present  book  consists  substantially  in  a  reprint  of 
that  article,  preceded  by  a  recapitulation  of  the  facts 
already  known  concerning  the  closing  days  of  Shelley. 
The  new  details  will  be  of  undoubted  value  to  future 
biographers  of  the  poet ;  and  Mr.  Biagi  must  be  congratu- 
lated on  the  zeal  which  has  led  him  to  undertake  these 
timely  researches  at  the  eleventh  hour,  before  the  last 
remaining  witnesses  of  Shelley's  cremation  shall  have 
followed  him  into  "  the  dark,  dark  land."  They  fall  into 
two  classes :  documents,  drawn  from  the  archives  of 
Tuscany  and  Florence,  concerning  the  discovery  of  the 
corpse,  and  the  negotiations  of  the  poet's  friends  for  its 
possession  and  disposal :  and  depositions  of  the  old  fisher- 
men and  other  local  persons  who  witnessed  the  last  scene 
on  the  beach  at  Viareggio.  The  first  class  correct  some 
errors  of  date  with  regard  to  the  course  of  the  negotia- 
tions with  the  Italian  officials;  they  establish,  also,  the 
place  where  the  body  was  cast  up.  The  second  class 
establish  the  exact  spot  of  the  cremation,  and  prove  very 
clearlj-  that  Trelawny's  account,  written  from  memor}-> 
g^ves  a  very  loose  and  idealised  description  of  the  locality, 
containing  many  errors.  In  fact,  he  is  altogether  mis- 
leading with  regard  to  its  situation. 

It  will  be  seen  that  these  new  facts,  however  thankful 
we  must  be  for  them,  possess  little  interest  for  the  general 
public.  But  the  story  of  those  last  days  in  the  soUtary 
house  at  Casa  Magni  is  ever  fresh  and  pathetic  :  nor  does 
it  lose  anything  in  Mr.  Biagi's  retelling.  It  has,  indeed,  a 
peculiar  interest  in  the  mouth  of  an  Italian.  Italy,  that 
beloved  land  of  our  poets,  has  been  consecrated  to  F.ngli^b 
poetry  by  the  lives  and  deaths  of  so  many  of  our  singers, 
who  have  there  foimd  a  second  country,  often  a  grave. 
Crashaw,  Shelley,  Keats,  Eobert  and  Elizabeth  Browning, 
all  sent  their  last  breaths  to  mingle  with  its  lovely  air. 
Browning,  after  passing  his  widowerhood  in  England, 
hasted  back  there  to  die ;  Keats,  if  unregardful  England 
claimed  his  life,  Italy  claimed  his  death.  Byron  barely 
missed  dying  on  that  soil,  the  funeral-bed  of  English 
poets.  The  singers  of  the  strong  and  virile  North  love 
to  lay  their  heads,  at  last,  in  the  womanly  lap  of  the 
beautiful  land.  * 

Xor  has  Italy  been  mindless  of  her  lovers  who  loved  her 
much,  these  Saxon  poets  from  the  land  where  the  White 
Sea-horse  looks  out  upon  its  brothers  of  the  sea.  Shake- 
speare inspires  her  musicians,  her  actors:  Shelley  has 
inspired  her  poets.  Leopardi  loved  him ;  Mr.  Biagi 
quotes  Carduoci's  praise  of  him : 

A  Titan's  spirit  in  a  virgin's  fonn. 

And  Mr.  Biagi  inherits  their  love  for  the  radiant  poet 
whose  sun  set  in  the  waters  of  Lerici.  He  notes  that 
Shelley  from  the  first  seemed  marked  by  the  sea  for  its 
own.  From  his  3outh  he  loved  to  watch  the  drifting  of 
paper  boats  down  a  stream,  and  thought  that  to  get  into 
one  of  them  and  be  drowned  would  be  the  most  beautiful 


of  deaths.  Thrice  he  had  narrow  escapes  from  shipwreck  : 
once  flying  with  Mary  Godwin  across  the  Channel,  once 
with  Byron  on  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  and  again  with 
Williams  in  Italy.  But  the  sea  and  ships  only  absorbed 
hijn  with  a  more  fatal  fascination,  though  he  was  luckless 
with  all  his  boats.  They  were  female  ships,  he  said,  and 
perfidious  like  women.  It  should  rather  be  said  that  the 
boats  avenged  on  him  his  own  inconstancy  with  women. 
He  drove  his  first  wife  to  the  death  which  at  last  fell  upon 
himself.  He  prophesied  it,  though  none  has  noted  the 
prophecy.  In  Julian  and  Maddah  he  makes  Byron 
(Maddalo)  address  to  him  a  jesting  warning : 

You  were  ever  still 
Among  Christ's  flock  a  perilous  infidel, 
A  wolf  for  the  meek  lambs. 

And  the  warning  concludes : 

Beware,  if  you  can't  swim. 

A  prophecy  more  fatally  sinister  for  its  rerj-  levity,  its 
imconsciousness  of  htistening  destinj-.  In  a  fast  nearing 
day  after  those  words  were  published  to  the  world  Shelley, 
whf  could  not  swim,  was  washed — a  half-fleshless  corpse — 
upon  the  sands  of  Viareggio. 

There  came  to  him  at  Pisa  the  man  who  was  to  help 
him  to  his  fate,  a  one-time  sailor,  then  a  soldier.  Captain 
Williams.  Enough  seaman  to  stimulate  Shelley's  own 
doomed  desire  for  the  waves,  too  little  seaman  to  save  him 
from  their  power.  On  May  1,  seventy- six  years  ago,  the 
fatal  beauty  of  Casa  Magni  drew  them  from  Pisa,  and 
there  came  to  them  from  the  building  j-ards  of  Genoa  the 
schooner  they  had  designed  for  their  death.  Byron  had 
christened  it  the  Don  Juan ;  but  they  cut  the  name  out  of 
the  mainsaU.  and  rechristened  it  the  Ariel.  The  shadow 
of  the  fate  sitting  in  its  shrouds  fell  upon  Mary  SheUej- : 
she  was  oppressed  with  melancholy,  the  woods  overshading 
the  house  gave  forth  to  her  a  nameless  horror,  the  dwelling 
itself  she  hated.  It  was  a  comrade  of  the  fatal  sea,  which 
washed  into  the  very  porch,  and  showered  its  spray  upon 
the  walls.  For  five  weeks  Shelley  lived  upon  the  sea, 
putting  forth  during  fine  weather  in  a  flimsy  boat,  and 
during  the  stormy  weather  in  the  Ariel,  defying  the 
repeated  warnings  of  the  fishermen.  When  he  was  not 
at  sea  he  read  or  wrote  poems  to  Captain  Williams's  wife, 
the  famous  Jane.  Once  he  lured  the  unlucky  woman  with 
her  children  into  his  cockle-sheU  of  a  boat,  rowed  her  out 
to  sea,  deaf  to  her  prayers  and  entreaties,  and  then  bliss- 
fully proposed  that  they  should  go  together  to  "  solve  the 
great  mystery."  She  persuaded  him  to  put  o£E  the  solu- 
tion (which  was  apparently  to  include  the  poor  children), 
and  escaped  with  a  terrible  fright.  Clearly,  as  the  Scotch 
say,  he  -was  fey  of  the  sea.  1 

He  was  not  long  to  wait  for  the  solution  he  desired.  ' 
With  the  coming  of  Leigh  Hunt  to  Pisa  all  was  over. 
Shelley  crossed  to  meet  him,  and  then  returned  to  Leghorn, 
where  Williams  and  he  boarded  the  Ariel  for  thfe  sail  back 
to  Casa  Magni.  In  vain  they  were  warned  that  a  hurricane 
was  imminent.  For  five  weeks  they  had  despised  all 
warnings ;  and  they  despised  also  this — the  last.  They 
put  off  in  company  with  two  feluccas.  Trelawny,  from 
the  deck  of  Byron's  yacht,  watched  the  doomed  Ariel. 
"They  are  mad,"  said  a  Genoese  sailor,  "  to  put  up  that 
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sail  in  this  weather."  Mad  indeed !  Williams  was 
sailing  the  vessel  to  his  death.  The  Genoese  i>ointe<l  to 
the  foretold  hurricane  coming  up  black  from  the  sea,  witli 
a  line  of  smoking  water  before  it.  Too  late,  the  schooner 
began  to  take  in  sail.  The  cloud  overspread  the  feluccas, 
overspread  the  Aritl,  and  all  vanished  in  eclipse  and 
darkness.  In  a  few  minutes  the  sc^uall  passed.  Tre- 
lawny  looked,  but  where  the  Ariel  had  been  there  was 
speckless  sea.  Soon  the  clouds  gathered  again,  and  the 
hurricane  blew  all  night ;  but  the  Ariel  and  her  poet  had 
already  gone  down  to  night  eternal.  She  was  probably 
run  down  by  one  of  the  feluccas  in  the  storm. 


SIIKLI.EY'S   TOMUSTOXK  at   ROME. 

Of  the  sad  waiting  and  despair  of  the  two  lonely 
women  at  Casa  Magni  for  many  days,  until  the  body  of 
Shelley  was  washed  ashore  at  Yiareggio,  and  that  of 
AVilliams  on  the  Tuscan  coast,  the  pitiful  tnle  has  been 
told  by  Trelawny.  He,  too,  hns  told  of  that  scene  on 
the  beach  before  tlie  pine-wood,  when  the  body  of  Shelley 
in  the  blazing  furnace  was  reduced  to  grey  ash,  all  but 
the  heart.  Snatchetl  by  Trelawny  from  the  ilames,  it  was 
given  by  Leigh  Hunt  to  Shelley's  widow— the  dead  heart 
to  the  broken  heart.  The  story  is  told  at  length  in  these 
pages.  liot  us  add  that  the  book  is  adorned  with  several 
interesting  photographs. 


She. 

At  His  Funeral. 
They  bear  him  to  his  rostiug-place — 
In  slow  procession  sweeping  by  ; 
I  follow  at  a  stningpr's  space ; 
His  kindred  they,  his  sweethoart  I. 
Unchanged  my  gown  of  garish  dye. 
Though  salilo-sttd  is  their  attire; 
Hut  thoy  stand  round  with  grieHess  eyo, 
Whilst  my  regret  consumes  like  fire  I 

From  Thomat  Hardy's  ''  Wtttex  Potma,  and  Othtr  Vrrtn" 


The  Last  Word  on  the  Borgias. 

Hutcry  of  th«  Popt*.  From  the  Oernum  of  Dr.  Ludwip 
Pastor.  Edite<l  by  F.  J.  Antrobus.  Vol.  VI.  (Kegui 
Paul.     12».) 

Db.  Pastor's  access  to  the  secret  archives  of  the  Ystioan 
gives  him  opportunities  not  possessed  by  previous 
historians,  and  he  has  supplemented  this  by  lealous 
research  in  tlie  archives  of  other  Italian  cities.  His  fair- 
ness and  patience  have  likewise  been  generally  acknow- 
ledged. The  present  volume,  however,  has  a  peculiar 
interest,  for  it  deals  with  two  popes  who,  for  very  direiae 
reasons,  are  among  the  most  attractive  of  all  to  the 
historian.  The  second  of  these  is  the  fiery  and  potent 
Julius,  the  expeller  of  the  French  from  Italy,  the 
recapturer  of  the  Papal  States  from  Venice,  the  patron  of 
Bramante,  Raphael,  and  Michael  Angelo.  The  first  is 
Alexander  VI.,  the  battle-ground  of  controversy,  the  bearer 
of  the  dark  and  perfidious  name  of  Borgia. 

The  reign  of  the  Spaniard,  Rodrigo  Borgia,  is,  in  the 
line  of  the  Papacy,  something  what  Nero's  is  in  the  line 
of  the  Roman  emperors.  He  was  a  profligate,  and  seventy ; 
with  one  foot  in  the  grave,  he  thought  of  nothing  but  the 
advancement  of  his  son  and  family.  But  his  worst  crime 
in  the  eyes  of  posterity  is  that  this  son  was  Ctosar  Borgia. 
It  is  impossible,  even  in  the  calm  pages  of  Dr.  Pastor,  and 
for  the  eleventh  time,  to  read  the  story  of  Ciosar  without 
a  dark  fascination.  He  had  boundless  power  over  his 
father.  The  old  Pope  made  the  whole  policy  of  the 
Papacy  subservient  to  Civsar's  plans.  For  him  he  joined 
with  France,  made  war  and  peace,  betrayed  friends  and 
conciliated  enemies.  To  provide  Caesar's  armies  he  diverted 
the  revenues  of  the  Church,  and  even  gave  up  to  him  the 
contributions  from  the  Jubilee.  It  was  a  vast  opportunity 
for  this  young  Spanianl,  not  thirty  ;  but  his  plans  and  his 
ambition  wore  vast  enough  for  any  fate.  It  would  almost 
seem  that  he  aimed  at  nothing  loss  than  the  gradual 
conquest  of  Italy.  The  most  aceompliahe<l  traitor  of  his 
age,  he  never  used  force  where  fraud  would  succeed; 
ruthless  and  bold,  he  was  ever  ready  and  able  to 
complete  treachery  by  the  sword.  Made  a  cardinal,  he 
secularised  himself  and  took  a  dukedom,  to  execute 
his  projects.  By  the  aid  of  the  French  he  began 
the  conquest  of  the  Uomagna ;  deprivetl  of  their  aid,  he 
bided  his  time  and  completed  it  for  himself.  Advancing 
from  conquest  to  conquest,  he  seir.ed  Urbino  and  Cesena. 
His  mercenary  captains  leagued  against  him,  and  placed 
him  at  the  point  of  ruin.  He  broke  up  the  league  by  cun- 
ning negotiations,  and  then,  by  a  supreme  stroke  of  crafty 
perfidy,  seized  the  chief  of  them  in  a  trap  and  put  them  to 
death.  In  Rome  he  was  the  true  king,  and  did  what  he 
would.  If  a  too  free-spoken  man  issued  a  pamphlet 
reflecting  on  him,  the  result  was  a  corpse,  punched  with 
stabs,  floating  in  the  Tiber.  Bologna  was  in  his  hands, 
and  he  militated  completing  the  oomjuest  of  Central  Italy. 
He  needed  funds  to  raise  a  sutficient  army.  There  was  a 
conveniently  rich  and  old  cardinal ;  the  rich  old  oartlinal  was 
taken  violently-  ill  and  died  in  great  agimies.  It  is  n  it  well 
to  be  a  rich  old  cardinal  imder  such  circumstances.  And  it 
all  came  to   nothing !    Befon>  he  could  join  his  army  the 
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Eoman  malaria  struck  down  both  him  and  his  father.  The 
Pope  died,  and  Cajsar  recovered  too  late,  to  find  his  power 
vanishing  like  a  summer  cloud.  After  a  succession  of 
vexations  and  imprisonments,  he  died  in  the  petty  quarrel 
of  a  petty  prince,  stripped  of  all  his  conquests,  ruined  of 
all  his  once  dreaded  might. 

As  to  the  wretched  Pope,  Dr.  Pastor's  judgment  should 
be  final.  His  opportunities  of  research  have  been  excep- 
tional; he  is  a  Catholic,  whose  labours  have  been  en- 
couraged by  the  present  Pope.  And  in  the  main,  he 
sternly  sweeps  away  attempts  to  whitewash  Alexander. 
He  disposes,  indeed,  of  the  charge  that  Alexander  died 
from  poison  which  he  had  prepared  for  another ;  he 
shows  that,  personally,  the  Pope  was  forbearing  and  in 
no  way  cruel ;  and  he  rejects  the  infamous  calumny  about 
Alexander's  relations  with  Lucretia.  But  he  is  severe 
upon  the  worldly  tendency  of  Alexander's  policy,  his 
€  )n8tant  advancemeat  of  his  own  family,  and  his  criminal 
compliance  with  Cassar's  projects  in  particular.  Finally, 
he  places  beyond  dispute  the  immorality  of  Alexander's 
private  life.  He  shows  that  the  Pope  himself,  in  a  Bull 
which  was  kept  secret,  acknowledged  Juan  Borgia  as  his 
son,  begotten  during  his  term  of  t'ae  Papacy.  And  he 
accepts  as  authentic  Burchard's  too  famous  account  of 
the  "  convivium  quinquaginta  meretricum."  Allowing 
for  possible  exaggeratiou  of  details,  he  considers  it  certain 
that  Alexander  was  present  at  an  undoubtedly  scandalous 
dance.  It  is  a  sufiioiently  terrible  indictment,  when  all 
unsupported  charges  have  been  cleared  away ;  and  hence- 
forth the  case  of  Alexander  VI.  should  be  considered 
closed. 


An    American    Illustrator. 

Sketches  and  Cartoons.     By  C.  D.  Gibson.     (Lane.     20s.) 

MR.GiBSON'sdrawingsare  witty,  epigrammatic.  They  shine. 
They  have  charm,  and  grace,  and  distinction,  and  that  touch 
o^  exaggeration  which  is  the  salt  of  so  much  good  talk.  Mr. 
Gibson's  young  women  are  taller  almost  than  Du  Maurier's, 
and  they  are  such  queens.  He  sets  their  heads  on  their 
necks  and  their  necks  on  their  shoulders  with  such  splendid 
decision  and  nicety.  His  men  have  the  peculiarity  over  the 
men  of  other  "  society  "  artists  that  they  suggest  reality. 
Each  has  his  jiersonality.  They  are  types,  may  be,  but  the 
individual  divergence  from  the  type  is  there  too.  In  this  book 
Mr.  Gibson  is  at  his  best :  his  hand  has  never  been  more  sure, 
his  humour  never  more  keen.  The  majority  of  the  jokes 
touch  upon  love,  to  which  the  satirist  stands  in  an  attitude 
almost  paternal.  "Bless  you,  my  children,"  he  seems  to 
say  ;  "  but  permit  me  to  extract  fun  from  the  situation  too." 
Where  lovers  are  excluded,  his  wit  is  more  caustic.  In  one 
picture  a  girl  meets  a  tired  soldier.  "  Welcome  home '.  " 
she  cries.  "  Are  you  one  of  our  heroic  71st?  "  "  No,"  he 
replies  sadly ;  "  no,  I  ain't  no  hero.  I'm  a  regular."  And 
here  is  another  vein  :  two  children  are  talking — "  Give  me 
a  bite  of  your  candy,"  says  the  boy.  "  No  ;  but  you  may 
kiss  me  while  my  mouf  is  sticky,"  says  the  girl.  Mr. 
Gibson  is  always  dexterous  and  incisive,  always  in  perfect 
taste,  and  his  grouping  is  masterly.  We  give,  by  permis- 
sion of  Mr.  John  Lane,  a  reduced  reproduction  of  one  of 
Mr.  Gibson's  daintiest  pages.  The  whole  book  is  a 
delight.  We  know  of  no  better  or  more  beguiling  occu- 
pant of  the  occasional  table. 


WHERE    DOCTORS    DISAGREE. 

lEOM   C.   D.   QIBS0:X'S   "SKETCHES  AND  CARTOONS.' 
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Postscript. 
Mk.  Walter  Ckane's  Fiord h  Featt  will  be  remembered  a« 
one  of  the  daintiest  picture-books  of  recent  years.     He  has 
now  provided  a  worthy  successor  in  A   Floral  Phantaty 

(Harper). 

lu  an  old-world  garden  drouuiiug, 
Where  the  flowers  had  human  names, 
Methought  in  fantastic  seeming 
Thoy  disported  as  squires  and  damei. 

That  is  the  argument,  the  lines  accompanying  a  drawing 
•of  Mr.  Crane  on  his  back  on  the  lawn.  Then  comes  the 
tourney,  and  finally  we  have  Mr.  Crane  again,  taking  a 
goblet  of  wine  with  one  of  the  flowers. 

There  is  probably  very  little  about  prisons  and  prisoners 
•that  Major  Arthur  Griffiths  does  not  know.  He  is  one  of 
Her  Majesty's  inspectors  of  prisons ;  and  he  has  been  a 
governor ;  and  his  interests  are  centred  in  the  subject. 
Hence  he  is  the  right  man  to  make  a  book  entitled 
Mysteries  of  Police  and  Crime  (Cassell).  This  work,  in  two 
large  volumes,  lies  before  us,  and  'it  is  full  of  desultory 
entertainment.  Open  it  where  you  will,  and  there  is  some- 
thing sufficiently  interesting.  We  light,  for  example,  on 
the  following  good  story  : 

What  a  practised  burglar  may  do  with  a  safe,  using 
ordinary  weapons,  I  have  myself  seen  with  my  own  eyes. 
When  I  was  building  Wormwood  Scrubs  Prison  (1877),  as 
I  was  banding  my  keys  to  the  gatekeeper  for  consignment 
to  the  prison  safe,  he,  through  some  mischance,  hampered 
the  lock,  and  could  not  open  the  safe.     I  waited  some  time 

(impatiently,  as  I  was  expected  elsewhere,  but  to  no 
purjjose.  The  safe  could  not  be  opened,  and  until  it  was 
not  only  must  I  remain  on  the  i-pot,  but  so  must  every 
other  oflicial.  It  is  a  strict  rule  that  no  one  can  leave 
prison  until  the  keys  are  collected  and  safely  put  away. 
At  last,  in  despair,  I  turned  to  the  chief  warder  and  asked, 
"  Have  we  any  especially  good  cracksmen  in  custody?" 
"There  is  K ,  sir,"  he  replied  promptly,  "one  of  the 

most  noted  housebreakers  in  London  ;  doing  fifteen  years. 
He  is  employed  just  now  in  the  carpenter's  shop."     The 
man  was  fetched.     He  was  tall,  daik-hairtd,  rather  good- 
looking,   a  clean,  industrious,  well-behaved  prisoner.     He 
broujiht  with  him  his  bag  of  tools,  and,  showing  him  the 
safe,  I  asked  him  quietly  if  he  thought  he  could  open  it. 
"  Do  you  mean  it,  sir  I'  "  he  asked  in  his  turn  ;  and,  when 
I  assured  him  I  was  in  earnest,  he  attacked  the  safe  with 
one  of  his  tools.      In  less  than  three  minutes  the  door 
swung  open  ;  the  lock  had  been  quite  conquered.     It  was 
a  first-class  safe  too. 
Fond  parents  who  believe  their  first-bom  to  be  a  prodigy 
-of  intelligence  will  be  interested  in  Mrs.  Hogan's  Study  of 
a  Child  (Harper),  the  most  elaborate  account  of  a  baby's 
intellectual  progress   that   we   have   yet   seen.      America 
fosters  such  studies,  and  this  is  American.    Here  is  the  kind 
of  tiling:  "On  November  17th  he  said  '  tummer-glass ' 
for  tumbler."     "  February' 18th— He  used  '1'  for  the  first 
time  to-day.     He  is  almost  two  years  old.     He  said,  I  use 
'  Pears's  Soap.'  "     "  March  12th — This  morning  he  said  to 
his  father  when  ho  left,  '  Good-bye,  poppee  ;  see  you  soon 
again.'  "     Mrs.  Hogan's  hints  on  child-study  in  the  home 
should  be  useful  to  all  persons  who  wish  to  prosecute  child- 
study  in  the  home.     The  book  has  five  hundred  reproduc- 
tions of  this  particular  child's  drawings.     They  are  not 
good. 


Fiction. 

The  AuociaU  Hermit:  By  Frank  R.  Htockton. 
(Harper.  Ci.) 
Mr.  Stooktost  is  not  adding  to  hia  reputation.  He  doM 
not,  we  think,  give  himself  time.  He  Mema  to  beliere 
tliat,  once  having  hit  upon  its  comic  idea,  the  book  ia 
practically  done ;  wherea.>t  no  book  is  made  by  inventing 
ideas,  but  by  treating  thnm.  Books  have  to  be  written.  In 
the  work  before  us  the  initial  comic  idea — that  of  a  bride's 
father  and  mother  leaving  for  the  honeymoon  as  soon  as 
the  wedding  ceremony  is  ended  while  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom remain  at  home — is  not  really  part  of  the  book  at 
all ;  but,  having  hit  upon  it,  Mr.  Stockton  has  identifie<l  the 
tirst  half  of  the  volume  with  it ;  and  the  comic  idea  upon 
which  tlie  second  half  depends — that  of  everyone  in  a  cer- 
tain community  allowing  their  individuality  to  develop  as 
it  will,  and  offering  no  resistance — is  not  nmde  as  much  of 
as  it  deserved.  We  feel  almost  with  every  page  that  hod 
Mr.  Stockton  spent  as  many  months  as  weeks  on  this 
story  it  would  have  been  so  much  the  better. 

Yet  it  has  pleasant  things  of  its  own.  Peter  Sadler, 
the  autocratic  hotel  proprietor,  is  a  wortliy  addition  to  Mr. 
Stockton's  gollery  of  oddities.  The  "  Bishop  "  is  another, 
although  after  enlisting  our  s^'mpathies  for  him  it  was  a 
cruel  thing  to  give  him  in  marriage  to  such  a  bore.  And 
Mrs.  Perkenpine's  discovery  of  the  route  in  which  her 
individuality  would  prefer  to  trat  el  is  really  good  reading. 

"  What  else  did  you  find  out?  "  inquired  Mstlack. 

"  I  found  out,"  she  answered  with  animation,  "  that  I 
admire  to  read  anecdotes.  I  didn't  know  I  cared  a  pin  for 
anecdotes  until  I  took  to  hermickin'.  Now  here's  this 
paper ;  it  caiue  round  the  cheese,  and  it's  got  a  good  many 
auecdotes  scattered  about  in  it.  ...  If  I  had  a  man  I'd 
let  him  smoke  just  as  much  as  he  pleased,  and  just  when 
he  pleased.  ...  If  that  was  his  individdlety,  I'd  say 
viddle. 

The  main  story  is  a  love-story,  after  Mr.  Stockton's  own 
undeviating  type;  that  is  to  saj',  all  the  persons  con- 
cerned strike  one  as  playing  at  life  rather  than  living  it  in 
earnest.  But  plausible  unreality  is  Mr.  Stockton's  stock- 
in-trade.  It  is  when  he  takes  too  few  pains  to  be  plausible, 
as  often  in  this  book,  that  he  is  disappointing. 


Katrina :  a  Tale  of  the  Karoo.     By  Anna  Howarth. 
(Smith,  Elder  &  Co.) 

"  Therb's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends  "  is  g^ood  Shake- 
speare, and  a  good  enough  text  from  which  to  defend  the 
old-fashioned  plot  on  which  the  author  of  Katrina  has 
strung  her  story.  We  have  the  generous,  quiet,  misunder- 
stood elder  brother,  Allan,  devoting  himself  to  save  from 
ruin  Charlie,  the  sly,  selfish,  popular  yo\mger  brother. 
Allan's  devotion  even  extends  to  marrying  his  brother's 
jilted  fiancee,  Katrina,  to  stave  oil  a  threatened  breach -of- 
promise  action.  The  ethics  are  slightly  mmldled  here; 
but  those  who  would  jump  to  the  conclusion  that  Katrina 
was  vulgar  or  servile  must  remember  that  she  was 
a  Dutch  girl,  and  that  she  had  a  wicked  uncle  whose 
word  was  law.  She  is  a  very  pathetic  figure,  and  the 
dawn  of  her  love  for  her  husband  and  his  for  her    is 
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described  with  womanly  touches  of  moving'  tenderness. 
Such  a  marriage  ought  not,  morally  speaking,  to  turn 
out  well,  but  one  is  glad  this  one  did  ;  and  then  every- 
thing else  in  the  story  is  so  splendidly  in  accordance 
with  poetic  justice  and  the  reputed  ways  of  Providence ! 
The  Dutch  uncle,  whose  barbarity  was  as  bad  as 
that  of  the  uncle  in  The  Bales  in  the  Wood,  is  killed 
by  a  poisonous  reptile  almost  on  the  scene  of  his  victim's 
death.  Charlie,  whose  embezzlements  and  perfidies  are 
outrageous,  is  so  injured  by  a  horse  whom  he  has  lamed 
that  he  is  crippled  for  life.  The  directness  of  the  author's 
style  and  the  admirable  clearness  of  her  descriptions  lift 
the  story  out  of  the  ruck  where  so  many  melodramas  lie 
flat.  We  may  mention  the  account  of  a  small-pox  epidemic 
where  the  combined  brutality  and  fatalism  of  the  Dutch 
farmer  and  the  heroic  efforts  of  an  Englishman  on  behalf 
of  the  helpless  Kafirs,  &c.,  are  illustrated  by  a  few  graphic 
scenes.  But  for  quotation  let  us  take  a  few  lines  from  the 
chapter  on  "  the  great  drought  ": 

"The  sun  shone  with  persistent  brilliancy,  .  .  .  the 
bush  shrivelled  up  and  grew  brown,  and  all  the  earth 
looked  like  the  top  of  a  deal  table.  .  .  .  Crops  there  were 
none  ;  the  ground  had  been  impervious  to  any  plough  for 
a  year.  .  .  .  The  dams  were  dry ;  the  rivers  were  dry, 
except  for  a  pool  here  and  there,  so  salt  and  brack  that 
the  miserable  animals,  which  were  driven  miles  to  drink 
out  of  them,  were  screaming  with  thirst  again  before  they 
reached  their  kraals." 

But  the  drought  broke  up  : 

A  resurrection  could  hardly  be  more  stirring.  .  .  .  Life 
from  the  dead,  green  herbs  for  withered  sticks.  .  .  .  The 
earth  was  awake  ;  .  .  .  the  busy  ants  came  up  once  more, 
running  hither  and  thither  in  apparently  aimless  haste ; 
the  tardy  tortoise  came  forth  from  his  inscrutable  hiding- 
place  ;  .  .  .  and  the  karoo,  that  wonderful  karoo,  which 
never  dies  ;  ...  in  three  weeks  from  the  time  it  lay,  from 
one  end  to  the  other,  a  wilderness  of  lifeless  sticks  and 
stones,  had  clad  itself  in  every  part  with  a  robe  of  vivid 
green. 


editors,  critics,  and  their  kind  rushed  pell-mell  at  him — 
and  80  on,  and  so  on.  The  style,  though  simple,  is  poor;, 
it  is  entirely  lacking  in  richness  and  elasticity.  Those  who 
are  really  engaged  in  literature  will,  however,  read  into- 
the  novel  a  humour  which  the  author  did  not  intend. 


Neil  Macleod :    a    Tale   of  Literary   Life   in   London. 
L.  Gladstone.     (Hodder  &  Stoughton.) 


By 


"  This  is  the  true  experience  of  a  young  author  and  a 
faithful  picture  of  literary  life  in  London  to-day,"  says  the 
author  introducing  his  book.  Well,  the  literary  life  of 
to-day  has  many  sides.  Neil  is  but  pruning  his  wings 
in  the  kailyard  of  a  Scotch  school,  when  behold  !  a  firm  of 
lawyers  write  that  a  patron  of  letters  "  has  instructed 
us  to  place  to  your  credit  in  whatever  bank  you  may 
specify  a  considerable  sum  of  money,"  to  "be  used  in 
the  furtherance  of  your  literary  ambitions."  He  appears 
duly  in  London,  and  is  at  once  installed  as  first  favourite  of 
a  literary  lady  of  title ;  the  "only  credential  he  carries  to 
Lady  Edwards's  "  at  home  "  being  an  advance  copy  of  his 
book,  Mist  of  the  Hills.  Talk  of  neglected  genius !  they 
seem  to  have  begun  to  lionise  this  one  as  soon  as  they  saw 
the  cover  of  his  book ;  and  the  reviewers,  popularly  supposed 
to  be  incredibly  cold  and  unsympathetic,  bowed  down  and 
worshipped  the  callow  kailyarder  at  sight.  The  Chronicle — 
really  the  Chronicle  right  out — gave  him  "  a  prominent  and 
early"  column  under  the  heading  "A  New  Star";  sub- 


Notes  on  Novels. 

\_These  notes  on  the  week's  output  of  fiction  are  not  necessarily' 

final.     Reviews  of  a  selection  ivill  follow.'] 
Old  Chester  Tales.  By  Margabet  Deland. 

Eight  short  stories  by  the  author  of  John  Ward,  Preacher. 
They  are  transcripts  of  village  life.  "  In  saying  '  Old  Chester,*^ 
says  the  author,  "  one  really  means  the  Dales,  the  Wrights,  the 
Lavendars.  ...  it  means  the  Temple  connexion.  ...  it  includes 
the  Jay  girls,  of  ooursp,  and  the  Barkleys.  .  .  .  The  Normaa 
Smiths,  who  own  a  great  mill  in  the  upper  village,  have  no 
real  connexion  with  Old  Chester."  For  the  rest.  Old  Chester 
was  self-satisfied,  and  called  iunovations  "  airs."  On  this  basis 
Margaret  Deland  erects  her  pleasant  stories,  "  Good  for  the 
Soul,"  "  Sally,"  "The  Unexpectodnpss  of  Mr.  Horace  Shields," 
and  the  rest.     (Harper  &  Brothers.     6s.) 

Unparalleled  Patty.  By  Thomas  Gray. 

This  is  a  tale  of  London  life — the  adventures  of  two  young- 
men  among  Sunday-night  clubs,  studios,  millinery  establish- 
ments, and  theatres.  Unparalleled  Patty  does  many  spirited 
things.  She  becomes  a  nurse,  and  this  is  her  complaint :  "In 
the  last  fortnight  no  less  than  three  patients,  two  of  them  young 
men  and  the  third  an  old  gentleman,  all  of  whom  had  been 
given  up  by  the  doctors,  said  to  me,  '  Kiss  me  once,  Nurse 
Hilda  '  —  that's  my  nursery  name  —  '  and  I'll  die  happy,'  and 
just  to  soothe  them  I  kissed  a  little  kiss.  Two  of  them  died, 
which  was  all  right ;  but  one  of  the  two  young  men  recovered, 
and  he's  going  about  now  quite  well  and  strong.  Don't  you 
think  it's  a  great  shame  ?  "     (Leonard  Smithers.     3s.  6d.  net.)' 

Alone.  Anon. 

This  is  described  as  an  introspective  novel.  It  is  certainly 
that.  More  bewildering  pages  we  have  seldom  scanned.  We 
read  on  p.  6.j  :  "  Then  the  thought  came  to  me  how  to  show  my 
fear  of  God  ;  it  is  very  easy  to  say,  I  thought,  but  how  can  it 
be  shown.  Then  I  took  to  biting  my  cheek.  I  had  three  places. 
The  left  inside  of  my  cheek  was  the  highest  place,  where  I  bit 
for  my  great  sin  and  my  great  love.  ...  I  had  the  right 
inside  of  my  cheek  for  my  other  sins.  .  .  .  My  cheeks  got  very 
sore  .  .  .  even  now  when  I  put  my  teeth  together  a  lump  of 
gum  always  comes  between  them  ;  but  it  is  pleasant,  I  like  it." 
(Leonard  Smithers.  6s.  net.) 
The  Human  Octopus.  By  Gainsford  Somebs. 

The  sub-title  is:  "Or,  By  the  Bivers  of  Babylon."  For 
the  benefit  of  naturalists  who  may  hasten  to  point  out  that  the 
octopus  does  not  proceed  inland,  it  should  be  remarked  that 
Mr.  Somers's  title  is  not  to  be  taken  litei-ally.  By  octopus  he 
figures  the  monster  Speculation — gambling,  betting,  and  com- 
petition— and  his  book  is  to  some  extent  allegory.  The  story, 
which  is  of  modern  life,  has  astrong  flavour  of  transpontine 
melodrama.  (Simpkins  &  Co.  6s.) 
Divil-may-care.  By  May  Crommelin. 

"  Divil-may-care "  is  the  hero.  He  was  known  also  as 
Richard  Burke,  sometime  adjutant  of  the  Black  Northerners ; 
and  Miss  Crommelin's  story  tells  of  his  rollicking  adventiues. 
It  is  Irish  through  and  through,  and  is  partly  true.  "Divil- 
may-care"  tells  his  j-arns  in  the  first  person,  and  they  are 
very  spirited.  The  last  sentence  in  the  book  is  seasonable: 
"  I'd  like  some  plum-puddin'."     (F.  T.  White.     6s.) 


24  December,  1898. 


The   Academy. 


5«7 


The  Academy. 


Editorial  and  Publishing  Offices,  43,  Chancety-lanc. 
Special  Notice. 

The  Academy  will  be  sent  pott-free  to  every  Annual  Subtcriber 
in  the  United  Kingdom. 

Price  for  One  Iiitie,  Threepence ;  postage  One  Halfpenny.     Price 
for  52  issues,  Thirteen  Shillings ;  jjostage  free. 
To  Subscribers  Abroad. 

A  Thin  Paper  Edition  is  printed  each  week  for  Foreign  circu- 
lation, the  postage  of  which  is  One  Penny.  Foreign  pottage 
on  the  ordinary  paper  edition  is  Twojienre. 

Foreign  Rates  for  Yearly  Subscriptions. 

On  Thin  Paper 17».  4(/.,  including  jiostage. 

On  Ordinary  Paper 2ls.  Sd,,  „ 

The  Academy  is  published  every  Friday  morning.  Advertise- 
ments should  reach  the  office  not  later  than  4  p.m.  on  Thursday. 

All  business  letters  regarding  the  supply  of  the  paper,  <fcc.,  should 
be  addressed  to  the  PUBLISHER. 

To  Contributors. 

The  Editor  ioill  make  every  effort  to  return  rejected  contributions, 
provided  a  stamped  and  addressed  envelope  it  enclosed. 

Occasional  contributors  are  recommended  to  have  their  MSS.  type- 
written. 

The  Bell  that  Spoke  to  the 
Soldiers. 

A  Christmas  Story. 

(From  ike  French  of  "  Art.  Hoe.") 

The  time  and  place  were  equally  wild — midwinter  in  a 
dark,  mysterious  forest  in  that  part  of  Russia  still  unknown 
to  the  rest  of  Europe,  Old  Kussia  beyond  the  Volga. 

In  this  wild  scene,  some  men — muffled,  heavy-looking 
and  furry  like  wild  animals — were  journeying  under  the 
whitened  branches  and  sparkling  foliage  which  hung  like 
a  very  fairyland  of  ice  and  sunshine  over  the  gloomy 
group.  The  leader,  a  few  steps  in  advance,  anxiously 
scanned  the  horizon ;  the  others,  huddled  together, 
whistled  and  sang,  sticks  in  hand,  long  pointed  objects, 
doubtless  bows,  on  tlieir  shoulders.  Four  of  them  bore 
a  litter,  on  which  were  dimly  seen  some  objects  half 
covered  with  snow — metal  implements  which  jingled 
together,  a  heavy  hairy  mass,  and  behind  all  the  dogs, 
dumb  and  passive,  followed  the  hunters  in  expectation 
of  a  meal.  Are  these  pre-historic  men  ?  Sons  of  Cain, 
sharing  their  father's  punishment?  No,  merely  soldiers 
of  the  present  day,  a  detachment  of  those  sharpshooters 
who  are  practised  in  marching,  skating,  hunting, 
bivouacking,  who  hunt  the  bear  in  European  forests,  the 
tiger  on  the  frontier  of  China,  and  the  panther  in 
Turkestan.  These  men,  furnished  with  tea,  salt,  and 
biscuits,  and  possessed  of  a  saucepan  and  chafing  dish, 
had  been  living  in  the  forest  for  a  week  ;  what  they 
carried  in  their  slings  were  not  bows,  but  long  Finnish 
snow  shoes,  which  tliey  wore  when  needed  to  skim  over 
the  untrodden  snow ;  on  the  litter  was  a  bear,  slain  on 
the  way,  but  the  living  cub,  nestling  under  his  dead 
mother,  whined  and  snuffed  about ;  he  sought  for  the  teats 


and  pressed  them  in  his  pink  moutb,  aatoniiihed  to  find 
them  cold ;  lifting  the  lifeleM  pawi,  so  lately  battling  in 
hia  defence,  he  waved  them,  aeeming  to  impart  to  thwa 
some  of  the  life  which  unitea  nurse  and  noraeling.  "  We 
must  put  him  down,"  said  one  of  the  bearers,  changing 
his  pole  from  one  shoulder  to  another. 

No  one  protested,  each  having  his  Hhare  of  burden  and 
fatigue.  The  forsaken  animal  at  first  followed,  still  moan- 
ing ;  the  dogs  turned  towards  him  inquisitively  with  one 
paw  raised  and  ears  pricked  up ;  then  he  halted,  ran 
again,  at  last  stopped,  a  little  black  ball  fading  away  in 
the  short  twilight. 

Long  though  they  had  wandered  over  this  treacherous 
snow,  the  officer  still  marched  on ;  compass  in  hand,  be 
steered  for  the  north,  anxious  to  find  shelter  on  this 
Christmas  Eve.  Night,  however,  coming  on  while  they 
were  still  in  the  woo<l,  they  pitched  their  tent,  banking  it 
round  with  snow  for  warmth,  and  went  to  sleep,  their 
heads  under  canvas,  their  feet  to  the  fire,  leaving  ono 
soldier  to  watch.  He  towards  midnight  began  to  tremble 
at  the  strange  sounds  which  came  out  of  the  darkness  and 
solitude ;  the  branches  of  the  fir-trees  creake<l,  sighing' 
breaths  seemed  to  pass  by ;  then  an  invisible  wing  touched 
a  branch  and  sent  down  a  glittering,  powdery  shower. 
Driving  away  these  fancies,  the  soldier  seeking  for  com- 
fort recalled  his  old  village  home.  He  saw  himself  again 
a  little  boy,  carrying  a  paper  lantern  in  the  shape  of  a 
star,  and  bounding  over  the  snow  from  cottage  to  cottage 
singing  "  Christ  is  bom — Christ  from  highest  Heaven ! 
Christ  is  bom  on  earth  !...." 

His  voice  used  to  fail  towards  the  end  of  the  verse,  bat 
then  people  gave  him  kopeks,  and  he  ran  on  again 
singing.   .  .  . 

He  thought  of  this,  feeling  his  childhood  verj'  near  and 
his  parents  very  far  away.  Looking  up  with  a  sigh,  he 
watched  the  sparks  flying  towards  the  branches  rosy  with 
reflections  from  the  flames,  and  then  vanishing  in  the 
black  night.  There  were  no  stars  overhead ;  that  which 
had  guided  the  Magi  shone  not  on  these  soldiers  seeking- 
their  God.  But  suddenly  a  distant  and  unearthly  bell 
mingled  its  ringing  with  the  other  sounds ;  with  a  thin 
tender  sound  it  sang,  as  the  angels  bad  simg,  the  same 
hymn  of  peace  and  goodwill. 

"  Hark  !  Listen  to  the  music ! "  he  said,  rousing  the 
comrade  who  was  to  watch  next;  but  the  other,  still 
drowsy,  heard  only  the  crackling  of  the  flamee  and  the 
drip  of  the  melting  snow.  Left  alone  in  his  turn,  hia 
watch  was  nearly  over  when  this  voice  from  church  or 
monastery  rose,  and  rang  for  matins,  he  listening  in 
amazement. 

"  It  was  here  !  "  they  said  next  morning ;  "no,  it  waa 
there  I  "  They  pointed  east  and  west,  to  the  forest  and 
the  thicket.  "  Or  perhaps  up  there,"  added  the  doubting 
oflicer ;  and  thinking  this  celestial  bell  had  but  sounded 
in  the  moujik's  dreams,  he  was  going  to  order  them  to 
fire  a  voUey,  when  the  mysterious  bell  rang  again  from 
the  north  ;  its  music  broke  the  stillness,  its  proan  winging 
its  way  into  the  dark  recesses  of  the  forest.  In  a  clear 
voice,  changing  and  repeating,  or,  rather,  with  a  thousand 
voices  which  mingled  together,  it  rang  out,  "  Salvation 
offered,  life  regained,  mankind  redeemed.  .  .  ." 
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"Listen,  listen;  it  speaks!"  the  soldiers  said  to  each 
other.  Crossing  themselves,  they  marched  joyftilly  for- 
ward ;  the  dogs,  barking,  burrowed  in  the  snow.  All  a* 
once  they  sprang  forward,  scenting  space  and  freedom. 
The  bell  ceased  at  that  moment — its  work  of  calling  them 
was  done  :  they  had  now  reached  the  edge  of  the  wood. 

The  late  wintry  sun  rising  above  the  trees  shone  on  a 
sea  of  mist  and  frost  which,  opening  in  front  of  them, 
formed  a  small  haven.  Bound  a  church  crowned  by  five 
green  cupolas  were  old  buildings  with  narrow  windows, 
and  a  detached  bell-tower  with  gilded  dome.  An  enclosure 
fortified  by  earthworks  extended  to  the  frozen  brook,  and 
limited  this  peaceful  view. 

Two  sturdy  lay  brothers,  startled  at  the  sight  of  guns, 

hastily  shut  the  gates,  which  closed  with  a  grinding  noise. 

"Wait,    good   soldiers!"   they   cried,    taking  off   their 

caps,    throtigh   fear  or  politeness.     "We   will   presently 

bring  you  the  Abbot's  blessing." 

They  retired  into  the  closed  and  silent  court,  full  of 
bygone  memories.  Many  a  Christmas  had  passed  there 
accompanied  by  the  sound  of  the  beUs,  winters  chased  by 
spring,  generations  following  one  another  in  that  monastic 
life  unchanged  by  the  visits  of  Death ;  through  these 
slight  barriers  one  felt  close  to  the  Past. 

"  In  the  Name  of  the  Father  and  of  the  Son,  welcome," 
said  a  monk,  solemnly  turning  the  key. 

The  softness  of  the  air,  the  smell  of  the  wax  tapers,  the 
incense  evaporating  surprised  these  rough  wanderers  on 
the  threshold  of  the  church ;  they  saluted  and  thanked  the 
sacred  images,  the  monks,  lastly  the  Abbot,  grave  and 
patriarchal. 

"Thanks  also  to  your  bell,"  added  the  officer;  "it 
■called  us  to  you." 

"Yes,  yes,  she  likes  soldiers  ;  we  have  even  been  soldiers 
once  ourselves.  Search  in  our  stores,  you  may  still  find 
.some  muskets.  As  for  the  bell,  she  is  a  good  servant  of 
the  Emperor,  a  veteran  of  the  old  wars.  .  .  . 

Long  ago  —  the  year  in  which  our  community  was 
formed — she  was  cast,  and  of  a  strange  metal !  Some 
Novgorod  sailors  brought  to  shore  a  wreck,  with  a  cannon 
on  board ;  out  of  this  cannon  the  bell  was  made,  and 
brought  new  to  our  new  monastery. 

For  a  century  she  summoned  to  the  House  of  God 
pilgrims,  travellers,  vagabonds,  and  exiles — any  who  were 
in  trouble.  Our  brethren  hung  her  in  the  tower  where  you 
see  her,  and,  only  using  her  on  great  occasions,  rang  a 
smaller  bell  for  daily  service. 

Then  came  the  days  of  Peter.  A  courier  appeared 
bringing  grave  news  of  the  defeat  at  Narva,  which  obliged 
the  Emperor  to  increase  the  army.  Orders  were  sent  every- 
where that  guns  should  be  given  up  from  the  ramparts 
of  the  towns,  that  useless  bells  should  be  melted  down 
or  sent  to  the  Imperial  foundries  to  be  turned  into 
culverins,  big  guns,  or  falconets. 

The  fortunes  of  war  demanding  a  sacrifice  from  us,  it 
must  be  one  worthy  of  the  Emperor.  Our  brethren  did 
not  hesitate.  '  Let  us  melt  down  old  Jeanne  of  Novgorod,' 
they  agreed ;  '  she  has  already  been  a  gun,  she  has  smelt 
powder.'  Chanting  a  psalm,  we  lowered  her  from  the 
belfry ;  she,  meantime  ringing  short  strokes  like  a  knell, 
.at  last  rested  on  the  ground.     One  might  have  thought 


her  an  old  Boyar,  regretting  home,  and  gloomily  preparing 
to  obey  the  summons  to  war.  We  had  then  in  the 
monastery — perhaps  we  have  it  still — a  melting-pot ;  our 
brethren  did  the  work  themselves. 

Ah,  captain!  what  a  fine  gun  came  out  of  the  mould! 
And  just  the  Imperial  calibre:  they  had  reckoned  exactly. 
She  was  marked  with  the  arms  of  Moscow,  a  verse  of 
Scripture,  and  the  name  of  our  community,  as  a  means  of 
identifying  her.  Even  so  our  brethren  could  not  leave  her 
to  chance ;  they  gave  her  for  gunners  two  novices  who  had 
been  in  the  world,  and  were  by  no  means  novices  in 
fighting.  The  Abbot  in  signing  their  instructions  wrote 
that  the  gun  was  ours,  that  we  only  lent  it  to  the  Emperor. 
One  of  the  brothers  painted  a  picture  of  St.  Barbara,  to  be 
nailed  on  the  carriage,  and  they  promised  never  to  forsake 
the  'Vigilant,'  but  to  bring  her  back  to  the  monastery 
some  day,  by  the  help  of  God  and  the  Tzar.  And  so, 
blessed  by  the  Abbot,  they  started  one  morning. 

Years  passed  away ;  they  still  remembered  Sister 
Jeanne,  but  had  given  up  hope  of  ever  seeing  her  again, 
when  the  day  came  for  Peter  to  fight  the  battle  of  Poltava. 
Our  novices  stUl  accompanied  our  bell — I  mean  our  gun — 
in  short,  the  'Vigilant.'  They  put  her  in  position  for 
the  battle  in  this  region  of  Ukraine.  In  front  was  a  wood 
with  a  clearing,  in  which  was  a  trench,  as  they  make  them 
for  fighting ;  you  know  better  than  I.  They  pointed  her 
at  this  spot,  and  were  well  inspired,  for  that  was  where 
the  enemy  first  appeared.  Already  two  of  our  regiments 
bad  given  way ;  the  '  Vigilant '  was  in  the  thickest  of  the 
tight,  when  the  Tzar  himself  charged,  to  stop  the  onslaught 
of  the  Swedes.  It  was  then  that  our  bell  shot  down  the 
enemy's  standard.  Our  novices  sprang  forward  to  seize 
the  banner,  but  could  not  succeed,  so  jealous  of  it  were 
the  Swedes.  They  fought  well,  those  Swedes  ;  otherwise 
how  would  they  have  beaten  our  men  at  Narva?  Our 
brethren,  then,  only  brought  the  plume  of  the  flag  to  the 
'  Vigilant.'  They  tied  it  roimd  her  neck  :  it  was  her  own 
trophy. 

So  our  gun  sounded  the  glory  of  God  on  that  battlefield ; 
but  when  all  was  over,  our  gimner  brethren  did  not  forget 
their  duties  as  monks.  The  whole  army  extolled  the 
victory ;  there  were  songs  and  music.  The  Emperor, 
radiant,  rode  in  front  of  the  artillery,  and  all  his  men, 
blackened  with  powder,  cheered  him.  Ours  were  so  bold 
as  to  kneel  in  his  way;  but  just  when  they  were  going  to 
present  their  petition  they  lost  their  heads. 

'  Peter  Alexowitch,  give  us  back  our  bell ! '  cried  these 
boobies,  without  even  addressing  him  as  Tsar. 

'  Eise,  soldiers  ! '  said  Tzar  Peter,  reading  their  paper 
of  instructions.  '  Is  your  Archimandrite  so  miserly,  then, 
as  to  claim  this  piece  of  metal  from  his  Emj)eror  ? ' 

One  replied  :  '  He  lent  it  in  the  time  of  your  necessity, 
your  Imperial  Majesty ;  he  asks  for  it  again  the  day  of 
your  glory.'  And  the  other :  '  In  time  of  war  the 
"Vigilant"  sounds  the  alarm;  but  in  time  of  peace  she 
rings  prayer  and  pardon.' 

What  passed  at  this  moment  in  Peter's  heart?  He 
wont  away,  carrj'ing  their  paper,  and  they  never  saw  him 
again.  But  the  following  day,  rewarded,  thanked,  and 
with  certificates  as  good  gunners,  they  returned  to  the 
monastery,   and  with  them  the  gvin,  bearing  a  pennant 
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with  these  words  of  the  Emperor's  in  silver  letters : 
'  Ring,  Jeanne  the  Vigilant,  sing  the  victory  of  P«)ltavH  ! '  " 

The  brethren  that  night  feasted  their  guests  in  the 
refectory— white  bread,  eggs,  sour  cream,  8alte<l  mush- 
rooms, fish  caught  from  under  the  ice,  mead  and  other 
drinks,  abounded  on  the  tables.  It  was  a  Christmas  feast, 
genial  and  happy.  TJie  panes  of  mica  in  the  pointed 
windows  shone  into  the  distant*,  and  like  large  kindly 
eyes  looked  placidly  into  the  solitude  ;  within,  the  flicker- 
ing flames  of  the  candles  lighted  up  the  painted  figures  on 
the  arches,  and  revealed  a  company  of  saints  in  this 
paradise.  One  seemed  to  see  their  hands  stretch  out  to 
bless. 

Then,  the  night  over  and  mass  sung,  the  soldiers,  before 
starting,  came  in  a  body  to  salute  the  "  A'igilant."  They 
admired  the  Imperial  inscription,  the  fragment  of  the 
Swedish  banner,  and  on  the  bell's  bronze  surface  the  new  sign 
she  bore  ;  the  founder  had  stamped  her  this  time  with  the 
arms  of  Smolensk — a  gun,  on  which  is  perched  a  bird 
unfolding  her  wings  This  bird,  in  the  form  of  a  dove, 
here  represents  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  bell,  however,  still 
warlike,  resjionded  with  a  murmur  to  the  voices  of  the 
newcomers;  when  they  touched  her  with  their  fingers, 
she  resounded,  at  first  like  the  distant  echo  of  a  cannon, 
at  last  producing  in  their  ears  a  murmur  of  prayer  and 
benediction. 

Some,  to  give  the  "Vigilant"  a  present  worthy  of  her, 
wished  to  gild  her  all  over ;  others,  more  moderate,  spoke 
of  buying  her  a  silver  clapper,  or  simply  a  rope  of  yellow 
and  black  silk,  the  colours  of  St.  George.  But  as  they 
were  poor,  and  possessed  nothing  but  their  good  hearts, 
they  remembered  one  must  not  g^ve  away  what  one  has 
not  got ;  nor,  as  the  proverb  says,  .sell  the  skin  of  a  bear 
which  still  runs :  their  offering,  then,  was  the  skin  of  the 
bear  they  had  killed  the  day  before.  Then,  putting  on 
their  long  snow-shoes,  and  hopping  over  the  snow  like  a 
flock  of  sparrows,  they  harnessed  themselves  to  the  litter — 
once  again  a  sledge — and  went  away  delighted  with  their 
offering  :  the  fur  was  thick  and  large — it  would  com- 
pletely cover  Jeanne — and  under  its  shelter  she  would  not 
suffer  cold. 


K       A  Hero  for  Novelists. 

James  Tysox,  the  Australian  stockman  and  millionaire, 
who  has  just  died  at  the  age  of  seventy-six,  deserves  the 
attention  of  novelists.  He  was  of  the  school  of  Diogenes. 
He  lived  simply  and  roughly,  he  kept  himself  to  himself, 
and  he  saw  straight.  His  words  were  few  and  practical. 
To  the  very  end  he  worked  hard  day  by  day ;  he  never 
exchanged  his  flannel  shirt  for  a  linen  one ;  he  wore 
always  readj'-made  clothes  ;  he  washed  not  with  soap  but 
with  sand,  because  that  was  a  bush  custom  of  his  youth. 
He  had  never  sworn,  he  had  never  tasted  alcohol  in  any 
form,  he  had  never  entered  theatre,  public-house  or 
church.  In  a  Christian  age  he  was  a  pagan  ;  in  a  self- 
indulgent  age  he  was  an  ascetic.  He  was  slender  and  tall, 
measuring  in  his  youth  six  feet  four  inches  ;  to  the  end  he 
was  active,  and  at  one  time  was  the  best  mower  in 
Australia. 


He  did  not  desire  tbn  company  of  women.  Once,  when 
he  was  twenty-three,  he  saw  the  only  woman  whom  he 
could  have  married  ;  but  ho  did  not  ask  her  to  marry  him. 
He  haunte<l  the  neighl>ourhood  for  twenty  yean  until  bar 
marriage  took  place,  and  then  he  departed.  He  waa  not 
a  woman-hater,  as  report  said,  but  he  conaidered  women 
as  other  men  consider  foreigners.  "  He  thought,"  says 
the  writer  of  the  interesting  memoir  of  Tyson  in  the 
TtHitt,  "  that  they  nee<Ie<l  more  robustness  and  simplicity 
alike  of  body  and  mind."  He  thought  they  were  not 
fair  to  other  women.  He  thought  that  wires  were 
"  a  deal  for  husbands  to  bear."  He  was  called  a 
miser,  but  he  was  not  one.  He  was  merely  careless  of 
most  things  that  money  can  buy,  and,  therefore,  did  not 
spend  it.  When  he  gave  money  away,  he  did  so  in  his 
own  style.  "  Near  one  of  his  stations  [we  quote  from  the 
Timeii  memoir  again]  it  was  considered  desirable,  in  the 
interest  of  the  local  population,  to  erect  a  little  inm  church. 
He  was  asked  to  pay  for  it.  He  replied  that  he  had  no 
objection,  but  on  one  condition  only — namely,  that  the 
whole  bill  of  costs  was  to  be  made  out  and  presented  for 
payment  in  one  sum,  and  that  ho  should  not  be  bothered 
by  requests  for  future  contributions.  The  condition  was 
accepted,  and  he  gave  a  cheque  without  criticism  for  the 
full  amount  of  the  estimate  presented.  The  following 
year,  on  his  return  to  the  station,  the  responsible  authori- 
ties approached  him  again,  remembering  his  condition, 
and  apologising  for  breaking  it,  but  saying  that  a  most 
essential  item  had  been  forgotten.  They  begged  that  he 
would,  therefore,  roconsitler  his  determination,  and  give 
them  £20  more  for  a  lightning  conductor.  His  reply  was 
an  emphatic  negative.  '  That  I  will  not,'  he  said.  '  I 
have  given  a  church  to  Almighty  God,  and  if  He  cannot 
take  care  of  it  for  Himself  He  does  not  deserve  te  have 
it.'  "  This  was  not  miserliness,  it  was  strength.  The 
Church  needs  such  lessons  now  and  then. 

He  made  money  surely  and  continually,  but  he  cared 
nothing  for  it.  "I  shall  just  leave  it  behind  me  when  I 
go,"  he  would  say.  "  I  shall  have  done  with  it  then,  and 
it  will  not  concern  me  afterwards."  "  But,"  he  would 
add,  "  the  money  is  nothing.  It  was  the  little  game 
that  was  the  fun  !  "  Being  asked  once,  "  What  was  the 
little  game  ?  "  he  replied,  with  an  energy  of  concentration 
peculiar  to  him,  "  Fighting  the  desert !  That  has  been 
my  work  !  I  have  been  fighting  the  desert  all  my  life, 
and  I  have  won  !  I  have  put  water  where  was  no  water, 
and  beef  where  was  no  beef.  I  have  put  fences  where 
there  were  no  fences,  and  roads  where  there  were  no 
roads.  Notliing  can  undo  what  I  have  done,  and  millions 
will  be  happier  for  it  after  I  am  long  dead  and  forgotten." 
The  joy  of  the  little  game  was  continually  in  his  thoughts. 
Asked  towards  the  end  of  his  life  whether  he  had  ever 
been  happy,  he  replied,  with  a  certain  brave  simplicity: 
"Sufficiently  so.  I  am  persuaded  that  attainment  is 
nothing ;  the  pleasure  is  in  the  pursuit,  and  I  have  been 
pursuing  all  my  life.  Yes,  I  consider  tliat  I  have  been 
happier  than  most  men."  And,  again,  he  spoke  of  his  joy 
in  the  little  game  when  the  question  of  religion  came  up. 
With  theology  he  would  not  concern  himself.  "It  ain't 
my  business.  I  do  what  I  think  seriously  right ;  I  stand 
to  take  my  chance,  and  I  have  no  fear."     Pressed  with  the 
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obvious  question,  "Why  do  you  do  what  you  think 
seriously  right  ?  Why  not  drink  and  play  the  fool  like 
other  men  ?  "  he  had  an  answer  which  satisfied  himself. 
"  You  see,  the  fun  is  in  the  little  game.  Every  man  who 
chooses  has  his  little  game,  with  a  fair  chance  of  winning 
if  he  keeps  straight.  It  is  better  worth  his  while  to  do 
what  he  seriously  thinks  right.  If  he  don't  he  is  bound 
■to  lose.  Yes,  I  believe  every  man  has  a  good  chance  of 
winning.  That's  enough  for  me ;  the  rest  don't  concern 
me  ;  I  don't  think  of  it." 

He  was  stoic  through  and  through,  save  that  he  had 
no  sense  of  the  beautiful.  But  no  stoic  ever  kept  duty 
more  persistently  before  him.  At  tlie  age  of  seventy- 
one  it  was  suggested  that  he  should  take  the  first  holiday 
of  his  life  and  travel  to  England  and  other  countries.  He 
dismissed  the  project  as  being  too  idle  and  self  indulgent. 
A  complete  life  of  James  Tyson  would  be  a  treasurable 
book. 


Some  Younger  Reputations. 

"  George  Paston." 

"  Geoege  Paston  "  is  a  woman — one  of  the  manj'  women 
writers  who  have  succumbed  to  the  mysterious  attraction 
of  the  name  "  George."  It  is  a  little  difiScult  to  guess 
why  she  should  have  chosen  to  hide  her  sex  under  a 
masculine  pseudonym ;  for  in  the  first  place  she  could  hope 
to  deceive  no  one,  and  in  the  second  place  no  woman- 
author  is  more  acutely,  more  quiveringly,  more  com- 
pletely a  woman  than  she.  One  must  set  it  down  as  a 
whim. 

Half-a-dozen  novels  stand  to  her  credit,  together  with 
a  deal  of  miscellaneous  journalistic  work.  The  first 
of  the  novels,  A  Modern  Amazon,  was  a  two-volume 
affair ;  it  had  some  wit  and  a  general  readableness, 
but  it  did  not  specially  disclose  the  bent  of  her  disposition. 
In  the  six  years  that  have  passed  since  its  publication,  that 
bent  has,  however,  been  clearly  revealed.  A  Study  in 
Prejudices  showed  it  first,  and  The  Career  of  Candida  and  A 
Writer  of  Books  have  made  the  fact  perfectly  plain  that 
"George  Paston  "  is  what  is  known  as  "  a  writer  with  a 
purpose." 

We  do  her  no  injustice  when  we  say  that  she  is  not 
primarily  interested  in  fiction.  It  happens  to  be  the 
accepted  vehicle  for  thought,  and  so  she  uses  it — and  uses 
it  very  cleverly.  But  she  does  not,  we  think,  care  for  it. 
Had  she  lived  early  in  the  century  she  would  have  written 
essays.  What  does  interest  "  George  Paston  "  is  the  ques- 
tion of  "  woman's  rights  " — the  inequality  of  women  with 
men  before  the  law  and  before  social  custom.  The  existing 
condition  of  affairs,  whether  right  or  wrong,  arouses — not 
her  indignation,  for  she  is  too  serene  to  be  actively  indig- 
nant, but — a  certain  calm,  mofdant  bitterness  of  spirit,  a 
bitterness  which  is  coldly  resentful  against  men,  and  which 
despises  women  while  it  pities  them. 

This  is  not  the  place  to  examine  "  George  Paston's " 
theories.  We  are  concerned  only  with  their  effect  upon  her 
fiction.  That  effect  is  two-fold — beneficial  and  deleterious. 
The  theories  give  sincerity  and  seriousness,  but  they  dis- 
turb the  balance,  and  they  woefully  narrow  the  outlook 


upon  life.  All  "  George  Paston's "  work  lacks  breadth, 
and  it  is  all  palpably  prejudiced — at  least  in  contemporary 
masculine  eyes.  Moreover,  the  fundamental  imagination  at 
the  bottom  of  the  work  is  not  strong  enough  to  support  the 
strain  to  which  it  is  subjected.  In  other  words,  when 
"  George  Paston  "  has  most  need  to  convince  she  does  not 
succeed  in  doing  so.  A  novelist's  imagination,  if  only  it 
be  sufficiently  powerful,  can  play  strange  tricks  with  cir- 
cumstance and  yet  compel  us  to  overlook  the  trickery. 
"  George  Paston  "  is  too  cold  for  that  feat;  intellect  will 
not  compass  it.  The  result  is  that  her  supreme  catastrophes, 
those  misfortunes  which  overtake  her  virtuous  women  and 
those  spells  of  depravity  which  overtake  her  average  men, 
have  an  air  of  being  concocted,  of  being  forced  into  their 
place  in  the  story. 

Nevertheless,  aU  her  novels  are  redeemed,  and  generously 
redeemed,  by  the  wit  and  the  alert  agile  intellectuality 
which  permeate  them.  If  as  novels  they  have  faults,  they 
are  the  best  "woman's  rights"  pamphlets  ever  written. 
You  cannot  make  fun  of  "  George  Paston's"  theories;  she 
would  turn  the  sneer  against  you  in  a  minute.  You  may 
laugh  with,  but  not  at  her.  She  convinces — and  in  the 
lighter  passages  she  is  nearly  always  convincing — by  a 
combination  of  wit  and  stiff  logic  which  is  invariably 
delightful.  In  dialogue  she  excels ;  her  conversations  are 
full  of  invention  and  surprise.  And  not  only  her  wit,  but 
another  quality  sets  her  solitary  among  those  women 
writers  who  deal  with  "sex."  She  writes  English — clear, 
concise,  and  correct,  and  has  a  very  unfeminine  horror  of 
any  sort  of  carelessness  in  composition. 


"Zack." 

The  novelty  about  "  Zack's  "  work  is  that  she,  a  woman,  is 
chiefly  occupied  in  trying  to  depict  the  actions  and  the 
passions  of  men.     She  is,  in  her  way,   a  sort  of  inverted 

Richardson.  Just  as  Eichard- 
son  is  more  old-maidish,  more 
elaborately  feminine  than  even 
Miss  Austen,  so  "Zack"  is 
more  aggressively,  more 
fiercely,  virUe  even  than  Mr. 
Kipling. 

For  the  extreme  character- 
istics of  her  manner  one 
naturally  looks  to  her  longest 
story,  "Life  is  Life,"  which 
gives  tlie  title  to  her  book.  The 
central  thing  in  that  story  is 
plainly  Atter's  confession  to  his 
son.  Atter  is  the  unbridled 
male  animal,  as  dangerous  as  an  elephant  gone  must; 
and  what  "  Zack "  sets  out  to  tell  you,  in  Atter's  own 
vehement  words,  is  how  this  animal  feels  himself 
daunted  by  the  "line"  drawn  against  him  by  the 
simple  physical  indifference  of  a  girl  in  a  class  above 
him,  who  never  conceives  the  possibility  of  his  passion  for 
her.  "Zack  "  expounds  in  a  kind  of  lyrical  passage  the  re- 
volt of  this  strong  brute,  who  has  always  had  his  way  with 
women,  against  this  impalpable  resistance  ;  the  conflict  not 


MISS  KEATS  ("ZACIC' 


24  December,  jHgH. 


The   Academy. 


521 


80  much  l)etwoen  desire  as  between  the  masculine  will  to 
subdue  anil  this  instinct  that  forbids  him  to  use  violence ; 
and  she  gives  the  victory  to  will.  One  is  prepared  to  admit 
her  i>sychology  if  one  postulates  an  extraordinarily  strong 
brute  in  an  extraordinary  fever  of  sexual  excntement — the 
«lephant  gone  must,  in  short;  but  having  chosen  this  sul)ject, 
"Zack"  feels  bound  to  lead  up  to  it  by  a  succession  of 
brutalities.  The  scone  in  which  Dick  Atter  meets  his  eon, 
noitlior  knowing  the  other,  and  the  father  blinds  the  boy, 
goes  entirely  beyond  belief.  We  do  not  i)articularly 
feel  the  objection  which  has  been  urged  against  this 
scene,  that  here  tlie  authoress,  adopting  in  their  crudest 
form  all  the  doctrines  of  realism,  has  held  also  to  the 
old  formuloo  of  melodrama  and  stretches  the  long  arm 
of  coincidence.  What  we  do  feel  strongly  is  that  "  /ack's  " 
temporamont  loads  her  into  violence  of  statement  and 
style,  and  tliat  she  would  do  well  to  avoid  subjects  of 
this  sort  for  the  future.  If  the  life  of  mining  camps  or 
the  treatment  metod  out  to  blacklegs  in  the  Australian 
bush  has  to  be  written  down,  let  it  be  writton  as  Bret 
Harte  would  write  it,  with  a  sense  that  the  violence 
of  the  events  needs  to  be  lightened.  Bret  Harte 
assumes  the  whole  atmosphere  and  writes  of  these 
things  as  the  most  natural  occurrences;  "Zack"  uses 
every  artifice  in  her  power  to  heighten  the  violence 
of  her  narration.  For  this  reason  we  should  recom- 
mend anyone  who  wanted  to  see  her  best  work  to  read 
"Eob  Vinch's  Wife,"  "The  Widder  Vlint,"  or  "Travel- 
ling Joe."  All  these  are  subjects  that  need  to  be  treated 
quietly  and  with  reticence,  and  "Zack"  in  them  does 
not  attempt  the  exclusively  masculine  emotions.  For  a 
man's  interests  she  has  the  keenest  feeling :  the  fascination 
of  outdoor  life  and  the  hunter's  instinct  which  makes  men 
poachers  was  never  better  put  by  anyone  than  in  "Bob 
Vinch  "  or  the  beginning  of  "  Life  is  Life."  Here  imagina- 
tion is  based  upon  the  closest  observation ;  but  the  essence  of 
her  work  is  and  always  will  be  imagination.  The  best  of  her 
work  is  very  good  indeed.  "  Travelling  Joe  "  might  stand 
comparison  with  Daudet's  inventions,  and  some  of  the 
secondary  things  in  "  Life  is  Life  "  show  a  remarkable 
powor  to  create,  and  a  sense  not  merely  of  the  tragedy  of 
life,  but  of  that  resisting  power  in  the  human  spirit  which 
can  convert  the  worst  ruin  into  a  mischance.  "Zack" 
would  probably  accept  Maeterlinck's  philosophy,  that  we 
make  all  of  us  our  own  tragedies,  and  that  where 
there  is  a  wise  heart,  like  the  umbrella-maker's,  tragedy 
is  impossible. 


Johi 


The   Coming   of  Revolt. 

I  have  been  passive ; 

I  have  submitted  to  the  law, 

And  I  have  seen 

The  tide  of  life  flow  from  me 

To  return,  bringing 

But  sea- weed 

And  the  dead  I  loved. 

Still  have  I  held  my  peace, 

Beheving  in  the  law, 

Until  this  hour. 

Paul  Keater,  in  the  American  "Bookman  " 


JOUN   STOW. 


in  Stow: 

Tercentenary  of  His  "Survey." 

Jons  Stow,  whose  Survey  of  London  wu  published  just 
three  hundred  years  og^  (probably  to  a  month),  began  life 
08  a  tailor.     There  has  come  down  to  us  a  very  pretty 

report  of  a  sixteenth 
century  whindy  in 
front  of  his  shop  in 
PomhiU.  Like  all 
men  who  are  different 
from  their  fellow- 
citizens,  and  reject 
what  others  seek 
after,  it  was  Stew's 
fate  to  make  bitter 
enemies.  Men  who 
would  have  retired 
before  a  simple  tailor 
would  dare  to  affront 
a  tailor  who  wrote 
histories.  (Jne 
William  Ditcher  did 
this.  Ditcher  set  his 
apprentice  to  fight  Stow's  apprentice,  and,  standing  by 
as  a  spectator  of  the  affray,  abused  Stow  roundly,  called 
him  a  pricklouse  knave,  and  charged  him  with  making 
a  Chronicle  of  lies.  He  recited  instances  of  Stow's  bad 
behaviour  (as  he  deemed  it)  to  the  crowd,  and  miscalled 
Mrs.  Stow ;  and  finally,  growing  quite  mad,  said  he  would 
charge  Stow's  apprentice  with  having  killed  the  man  on 
the  Miles'  End  in  Whitsun-week.  Stow,  who  was  really 
widely  respected,  haled  Ditcher  before  a  magistrate  ;  and  it 
is  from  the  report  of  this  affair  that  we  learn  with  certainty 
the  nature  of  Stow's  occupation.  In  time  he  laid  down  his 
needle  to  become  an  author,  and,  by  natural  progression, 
a  beggar. 

We  need  not  wince  at  the  thought  of  Stow's  poverty. 
With  him  godliness  with  content  was  great  riches ; 
and  it  is  more  to  the  point  to  be  sorry  that  he  had 
not  more  books  (he  transcribed  Leland's  new  volumes 
because  he  could  not  buy  them)  than  that  he  had  few 
pence.  Once,  when  Ben  Jonson  was  walking  with  him. 
Stow  jestingly  asked  two  beggars  "  what  they  would  have 
to  take  him  to  their  order."  In  short,  the  author  of  the 
Survey  of  London  was  one  of  those  men  to  whom  the  past  is 
the  present,  and  books  are  food,  and  inscriptions  are  drink. 
One  of  his  friends  being  asked,  after  his  death,  to  carry  on 
h\%  Summarij  of  Englith  Chronickt,  avsyrercd  :  "IthankQoid 
that  I  am  not  so  mad  to  waste  my  Time,  spend  £200  a 
Year,  trouble  all  my  Friends,  only  to  gain  Assurance  of 
Endless  Eeproach." 

Endless  reproach !  Eather  three  hundred  years  of  fame 
and  mastership.  The  Survey  of  London  is  belittled  If  we  call 
it  a  book.  It  is  a  literary  institution.  Its  picture  of  London 
under  Elizabeth  was  so  good  that  for  nearly  two  hundred 
years  the  only  way  to  write  about  London  seemed  to  be  to 
amplify  Stow's  book.  The  Surrey  was  originally  a  quarto 
of  483  pages,  printed  in  black  letter.  In  1603  it  was 
extended  to  .'iTO  pages  by  Stow.  In  1618  it  was  enlarged 
by  Anthony  Munday.     Fifteen  years  later  Munday  and 
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others  enlarged  it  again.  In  1657  Howel  paid  it  the 
compliment  of  his  Per  lustration.  In  1720  Strype  laid 
reverent  hands  upon  it,  and  it  emerged  in  two  enormous 
folios,  filled  with  maps  and  views  of  the  growing  city.  In 
1 734  Seymour  produced  his  variation  on  the  theme.  In 
1756  Strype  returned  to  his  labour,  and  the  final  leviathan 
edition  of  Stow's  Survey  of  London  was  produced  with  all 
that  pomp  and  thoroughness  of  wliich  the  old  county 
historians  and  their  publishers  held  the  secret.  Thus 
Stow's  clear  stream  of  facts  was  brought  by  many  conduits 
and  much  toil  to  a  goodly  reservoir  (like  that  New  Eiver 
whose  bringing  to  London  the  old  man  loved  to  watch  and 
record),  and  therefrom  countless  writers — as  great  as 
Northouck  and  as  small  as  Timbs — have  drawn  their 
supplies,  paying  fees  in  some  sparse  allusion  to  "Old 
Stow,"  "the  learned  Stow,"  and,  when  the  loan  was  large, 
"  Stow,  the  indefatigable  chronicler." 

The  man  himself,  the  "  onlie  begetter"  of  it  all,  can  be 
pictured  with  some  clearness.  He  was  bom  in  the  parish 
of  St.  Michael,  Cornhill,  where  his  father  and  his  grand- 
father were  bom  before  him.  He  gives  this  delightful 
vignette  of  his  childhood  in  writing  of  the  abbey  of  nuns 
in  the  Minories : 

Near  adjoining  to  this  abbey,  on  the  south  side  thereof, 
was  sometime  a  farm  belonging  to  the  said  nunnery  ;  at 
the  which  farm  I  myself,  in  my  youth,  have  fetched  many 
a  halfpenny  worth  of  milk,  and  never  had  less  than  three 
ale  pints  for  a  halfpenny  in  the  summer,  nor  less  than  one 
ale  quart  for  a  halfpenny  in  the  winter,  always  hot  from 
the  kine,  as  the  same  was  milked  and  strained.  One 
Trolop,  and  afterwards  Goodman,  were  farmers  there, 
and  had  thirty  or  forty  kine  to  the  pail.  Goodman's  son, 
being  heir  to  his  father's  purchase,  let  out  the  ground  first 
for  grazing  of  horses,  and  then  for  garden  plots,  and  lived 
like  a  gentleman  thereby. 

After  the  garden  plots  came  laerchants'  houses ;  after 
these  came  clothworkers,  and  then  came  Leman-street 
Police  Station  and  "Jack  the  Ripper";  but  in  Leman- 
street  you  are  still  in  "  Goodman's  Fields."  For  some 
time  Stow  lived  in  Aldgate  Ward,  where  he  saw  the  Bailiff 
of  Romford  hanged  on  one  of  those  false  informations 
which  were  the  curse  of  the  day.  He  himself  had  to  rebut 
several  charges  of  pajiistical  leanings. 

Stow's  more  lasting  home  was  in  Lime-street.  Here  his 
City  lore  came  to  be  admired,  and  to  be  utilised  in  disputes. 
He  was  called  as  an  expert  witness  in  a  cause  between  the 
City  and  the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  of  London.  The 
Tower  folk  called  him  "the  City's  fee'd  chronicler"  ;  but 
he  deserved  the  title  in  none  but  an  honourable  sense. 
He  declared  in  his  old  age  that  he  had  never  written  for 
fear  or  favour.  He  loved  to  prick  a  bubble,  or  demolish  a 
foolish  tradition.  He  confuted  the  popular  idea  that  the 
dagger  in  the  City  arms  was  an  addition  made  after  Sir 
William  "Walworth  had  killed  Wat  Tyler  with  his  dagger;  he 
exposed  various  tales  of  giants,  whose  alleged  shank-bones 
and  teeth  were  preserved  in  various  City  churches.  He 
disputed  whether  Richard  III.  was  really  a  hump-back, 
for,  he  said,  he  had  spoken  with  "some  antient  Men,  who, 
from  their  own  sight  and  Knowledge,  affirmed  that  he  was 
of   bodily  shape  comeley  enough,   only  low  of   stature." 

Did  John  Stow  ever  meet  Shakespeare  ?  The  old 
man  and  the  young  must  often   have  passed  each  other 


in  the  streets ;  that  may  be  safely  affirmed.  But 
did  they  talk  ?  Probably  not.  Stow  never  once  gilds  his 
pages  with  the  name  of  Shakespeare.  He  does  not 
mention  the  theatres  on  Bank  Side.  No  pulsations  of  the 
Shakespearian  drama,  no  mention  even  of  the  boats  that 
took  thousands  of  Londoners  over  the  river  to  the  plays, 
are  to  be  collected  in  Stow's  book.  It  is  a  great  pity  ;  but 
the  explanation  probably  is,  that  Stow  sided  with  the  City 
authorities  in  their  hostility  to  the  players.  Moreover 
Stow  was  a  practical  old  feUow,  who  liked  to  crush  what 
romance  he  needed  out  of  hard  facts  and  harder  stories  ; 
he  did  not  care  a  fig  for  the  Shakespearian  drama.  In 
1602-1603  the  old  man  revised  his  Survey,  and  Shake- 
speare wrote  Hamlet.  Stow  was  then  seventy-eight  years 
of  age,  and  his  feet  were  painful.  "  He  observed,"  says 
Strype,  "  how  his  Affliction  lay  in  that  Part  that  formerly 
he  had  made  so  much  use  of  in  walking  many  a  Mile  to 
search  after  Antiquities."  Next  year  Stow's  poverty  was 
so  great  that  he  took  out  Letters  Patent  to  become  a 
mendicant.  But  death  was  hastening  to  his  comfort.  He 
sank  quietly,  and  was  buried  in  the  church  of  St.  Andrew, 
Undershaft,  leaving  to  men  a  good  memory  and  a  great 
book.     He  is  the  father  of  all  them  that  love  London. 


Things  Seen. 

The  Difference 

The  clanging  factory  bell  had  ceased  a  minute  since,  and 
the  strings  of  disordered  girls  leaving  behind  the  echo  of 
their  gaudy  laughter  straggled  off. 

Pausing  in  front  of  a  common  jeweller's  window,  I  was 
not  aware  that  one  of  them  was  standing  by  me  tiU  she 
spoke,  without  preface,  pointing  towards  a  cheap  "  dress  " 
ring  on  which  the  letters  "Love"  were  traced  in  coloured 
stones.  "I  shouldn't— should  you  ?  care  to  tcear  it,"  she 
said  simply. 

"Why  not?"  I  asked,  answering,  simply  too,  as  an 
unknown  friend.     "  Some  way  or  other  we  all  do." 

"  Not  on  my  finger,"  she  amended  softly. 

I  turned  round  upon  the  speaker,  to  discover  in  her  a 
sweet  alien  of  her  race. 

"  What !  "  I  cried,  "  and  yet  you  are  wearing  it  in  your 
eyes  quite  openly." 

At  which  she  dropped  them,  smiled,  and  with  an  "  Oh  ! 
that's  different,"  drifted  on. 


Waits. 


Two  turns  brought  me  from  the  crowded  highway  along 
which  cab  and  omnibus  were  speeding  towards  London's 
centre  of  attraction — to  the  quiet  street  in  which  fire  and 
food  awaited  me.  As  I  made  the  second  turn  I  saw, 
through  the  murk  of  a  mid-December  evening,  three 
figures  pressed  close  against  the  area-railings — surely  my 
own  area-railings.  And  through  the  murk  came,  in  a 
treble  treble  bawl,  the  sound  of  "  Peace  en  earth — good 
'iU  ter  men." 
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The  area  door  opened  with  a  clatter. 

"  Now,  then,  be  off  with  yer!  I'd  smack  yer  'ods  if  I 
rould  get  near  yer.     Makin'  that  noise.     Now,  then !  " 

"  Gam  !  Want  yer  airy  winder  broke  ? "  said  the 
luggost  of  the  trio,  pulling  himself  up  by  the  railings  and 
routing  his  chin  between  the  spikes. 

As  I  entered  at  the  gate  they  scurried  away  in  fear  and 
irombling,  and  cook,  distracted,  slammed  the  area  door. 
.V  minute  later  a  waft  of  discord  ciuue  down  the  street : 
'"Ark  the  'erald  angola  sing." 


Expectation. 

Thk  pilot-boat  Alert  was  off  the  Sutlierland  coast  in  the 
heartless  grey  before  a  springtime  dawn.  Ally  Oge,  at  the 
tiller,  and  I,  perched  on  the  gunwale,  watched  the  oncoming 
day. 

The  wind  was  a  breath,  but  the  sea  was  restless  with  a 
choppy  swell ;  and  as  the  smack  lurched  into  the  green 
hollows,  the  great  boom  swung  out  with  a  harsh  clatter  and 
the  topping  lift  lashed  the  mainsail  like  a  whip. 

There  was  an  uncertain  groping  of  tender  light  in  the 
unclouded  east.  The  warm  tints  went  shyly  up  the  arches 
of  the  sky.  Inland,  cold  mountain  peaks  lit  like  torches 
and,  as  the  world  grew  more  awake,  the  colours  of  the  land 
— brown  for  the  heather,  yellow  for  the  wild  grass,  and 
black  for  the  poor  patches  of  tilled  land — became  vivid,  and 
here  and  there  the  dew-wet  rocks  glistened  like  jewels. 

The  sky  was  now  bright  for  the  day's  work,  and  the 
quivering  radiance  in  the  east  told  of  the  sun  on  the  water's 
brink ;  and  slowly,  majestically  it  slipped  from  the  deep, 
and  every  wavelet  of  the  spacious  sea  smiled  a  rosy 
welcome.  Tlie  foolish  guillemots  even  fla2)pod  their  wings 
in  odd  glee. 

The  earth,  the  sky,  and  the  sea  were  full  of  the  glory. 

Ally's  grey  eyes  quickened  as  he  turned  to  me  and  said 
in  a  solemn  voice  :  "  I  was  thinking  it  would  be  g^an'  to 
live  always  waiting  for  a  morning,  just  always  expecting  it, 
an'  at  last,  at  one's  dying,  to  waken  wi'  one's  hopes  coming 
true  like  this.     Eh?" 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 

The  opinions  of  leading  Liberals  about  the  leadership 
are  hard  to  get.  Delicate  complications,  springing  from 
personal  relationships,  tie  the  tongue.  All  the  more  in- 
teresting, for  that  reason,  may  be  the  candid  opinions  of 
Sir  Frank  Lockwood,  with  whom,  shortly  before  his  death, 
the  present  writer  happened  to  have  a  conversation  on  this 
very  point.  There  was  then  no  question  about  the  retire- 
ment of  Sir  William  Harcourt,  whose  unpopularity  with 
the  men  of  his  own  side  in  the  House  Sir  Frank  asserted, 
but  said  he  could  not  explain.  Sir  Frank  had  warm  words 
for  Sir  William;  but  he  went  on  to  speak,  with  an 
enthusiasm  quite  unusual  to  him,  of  Mr.  Asquith  as  the 
Man  of  the  Future.  He  called  him  the  only  possible 
leader,  and  he  received  any  contrary  suggestion  with  a 
nearer  approach  to  impatience  than  was  at  all  customary 
with  him. 


the  late  Chriatopher  Uykes.  Whether  luoh  good  n«tiu« 
has  in  it  a  touch  of  weaknewi  may  be  a  iiueetioii.  Cartaia 
it  is  that  "  ClLristophor  "  at  one  time  came  within  meaaur- 
able  distance  of  being  the  butt  of  his  intimatoa.  Only  onoe 
did  he  need  to  assert  himself.  That  waa  abuut  thirty 
years  ago  in  Yorkshire,  whore  the  I>rinue  of  Walea 
won  one  of  the  house-party.  ChriaUipiter  thought  that 
familiarity  with  him  was,  perhaps,  coming  dangaroualy 
near  to  the  point  at  which  it  breed*  contempt  80  ha 
slipped  quietly  away.  His  absence  waa  at  once  remarked, 
and  half  the  pleasure  of  the  party  went  with  him.  To  the 
"Agony  Column"  of  the  Time*  was  telegraphed  an 
announcement :  "If  C.  S.  will  return  to  his  sorrowing 
friends  all  will  be  forgiven."  The  truant  read  the  notice  1 
smiled  over  it,  and  ignored  it.  Nor  was  it  ever  necessary 
for  this  most  popular  and  really  beloved  of  companions 
to  give  the  hint  again.  He  will  always  be  remembered 
as  the  finest  possible  example  of  "the  tame  cat";  the 
friend  of  children ;  the  sport,  in  a  sense,  of  his  contem- 
poraries ;  the  intimate  of  men  half  his  own  age ;  who  was 
able  to  be  all  this  and  yet  not  forfeit  his  dignity.  Nearly 
every  household,  happily,  has  "Christopher's"  counter- 
part, and  his  memory  is  g^een  for  ever. 


Money  troubles  were  the  real  cause  of  the  death  of  this 
particular  friend  of  princes.  Things  were  very  flourishing 
with  him  once,  for  his  father  had  fortune  enough  to 
make  both  his  sons  rich  men.  But  times  changed,  and 
losses  other  than  those  lately  incidental  to  all  land- 
owning came  to  him.  When  a  few  months  ago  the 
paralytic  stroke  first  came  to  him,  he  was  the  gueet  of 
one  of  the  many  royalties  of  whom  he  waa  the  favourite, 
and  who  only  doubled  their  devotions  to  him  when  he  was 
down  in  his  fortunes.  During  November  he  seemed  to  be 
recovering,  and  his  tall  figure  was  to  be  seen  again  at 
Church  Parade.  With  the  resumption  of  the  public 
proceedings  relative  to  claims  and  counterclaims  in  the 
case  of  Jennings  v.  Sykes  he  worried  himself  a  g^ood  deal. 
Doctors'  certificates  kept  him  from  court,  where,  otherwise, 
he  would  probably  have  had  the  further  and  fatal  stroke, 
which,  all  the  same,  was  delayed  only  a  few  days. 


Mk.  Joun  Moulet  has  two  step-daughters,  to  whom  he 
is  deeply  attached.  One  of  these,  who  has  hitherto  been 
known  among  her  friends  chiefly  by  her  very  bright 
manners  and  her  zeal  as  a  cyclist,  has  now  decided  to  be  a 
nun,  and  last  week  she  went  to  her  noviciate. 


It  is  a  patent  of  amiability  to  be  almost  universally 
spoken  of  by  your  Christian  name.     Such  was  the  lot  of 


TuEBE  was  a  dinner  -  paH^  at  the  Reform  Club  last 
Saturday  on  a  scale  that  recalled  the  old  days.  The  host 
was  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England,  and  the  forty 
guests  included  four  of  his  sons,  the  Lord  Chancellor  (look- 
ing younger  than  ever),  the  Master  of  the  Bolls,  Lord 
Justices  Davey  and  Lawrence,  Mr.  John  Sargent,  E.A. 
(who  has  had  a  sitting  a  week  steadily  from  the  Lord 
Chief  Justice  for  the  last  couple  of  months),  Sir  Arthur 
Sullivan,  Mr.  Bourke  Corkran  (a  considerable  figure  in  New 
York  politics),  Mr.  Joseph  Walton,  Q.C.,  Mr.  Samuel  Pope, 
Q.C.,  Sir  George  Lewis,  and  Mr.  Arnold  Morley,  M.P. 
(who  had  a  good  deal  not  to  say  about  the  leadership). 
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A  VERY  distinguished  judge,  who  is  also  an  Irishman, 
and  who  happened  to  be  there,  expressed,  for  instance, 
his  dissent  at  the  name  of  Asquith.  "Oh,  I  know  all 
about  the  clang,"  retorted  the  ex-Solicitor-General.  The 
allusion  was  to  the  refusal  of  Mr.  Asquith,  when  at  the 
Home  Office,  to  release  some  of  the  dynamite  prisoners, 
on  whom  he  was  accused  by  Mr.  Justin  McCarthy  of 
shutting  the  cell  doors  with  a  clang.  The  episode  was  an 
interesting  one  ;  for  it  showed  that,  in  a  small  company  at 
dinner,  between  two  prominent  Liberals,  and  both  of 
them  Home  Eulers,  there  was  the  same  diversity  as  that 
which  showed  itself  on  a  larger  platform  when  Mr.  Asquith 
rose  to  speak  the  other  day  at  the  Federation  meeting  in 
Birmingham. 

Mb.  William  Black,  if  he  had  not  many  personal 
friends,  had  many  admiring  readers  among  the  "younger 
men,"  and  these  had  the  best  of  all  representatives  at  his 
funeral  in  Mr.  Eudyard  Kipling,  who  was  accompanied  by 
his  wife.  Mr.  Kipling,  as  is  well  known,  has  lived  a  good 
deal  at  Eottingdean  of  late,  having  been  drawn  thither  by 
his  aunt.  Lady  Bume-Jones,  who  is  now  to  reside  there 
permanently,  giving  up,  as  many  will  grieve  to  learn, 
the  old  house  in  London,  which  is  full  of  associations  for 
her  and,  indeed,  for  aU  her  friends.  Mr.  WiUiam  Black, 
who,  as  we  mentioned  last  week,  was  at  one  time  an  art 
student,  and  at  another  an  art  critic,  most  admired  a 
school  of  painting  far  removed  from  the  pre-Eaphaelite  or 
the  medieeval.  Mr.  Colin  Hunter,  A.E.A.,  whose  praise 
had  often  been  on  Mr.  Black's  pen  and  tongue,  was 
among  the  mourners  ;  but  the  novelist  takes  his  long 
repose  now,  in  the  graveyard  at  Eottingdean,  at  the  feet  of 
Bume-Jones. 


The  family  of  Ada  Smith,  the  young  poetess,  of  whom 
"J.  L.  G."  (initials,  by  the  way,  which  a  reference  to  the 
contents  of  the  current  number  of  the  Fortnightly  Review 
will  interpret)  wrote  last  week,  have  sent  out  a  little  card 
in  notification  of  her  death.  It  bears  no  conventional 
black  edge,  nor  is  it  sent  out  in  a  "  mourning  "  envelope. 
The  simple  legend  runs:  "Ada  Elizabeth  Smith.  Bom 
26th  March,  1875  ;  died  7th  December,  1898."  And 
opposite  is  a  verse  of  her  own  composing : 

Alone  Thou  knowest  how  the  night, 
Closing  round  day's  endeavour,  brings 

To  finite  cares  the  Infinite, 

With  hush  and  healing  on  its  wings, 

The  glory  of  Thy  Pace  in  sight. 


Upwaeds  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  money  has  been 
received  at  the  Times  office  on  account  of  the  re-issue  (from 
old  plates)  of  the  Encyclopmdia  Britannica.  The  amount  is 
prodigious ;  and  its  lesson  to  booksellers,  however  depressed 
momentarily,  ought  to  be  one  of  encouragement.  For  it 
simply  proves  that  there  is  no  limit  to  what  the  public  will 
spend  on  books,  if  only  the  public  is  approached  in  the 
proper  way. 


Vatican.  If  an  Englishman  cannot  be  Pope,  his  next  best 
thing  is  to  be  ruler  of  the  Pope's  household ;  and  Mgr.  Stonor 
has  many  qualifications  for  the  task.  Many  members  of 
his  family,  including  the  present  Lord  Camoys  and  the 
Countess  de  Hautepool,  have  been  in  attendance  at  Windsor 
or  at  Marlborough  House,  to  say  nothing  of  the  great  Sir 
Eobert  Peel's  daughter,  who  became  by  marriage  the  Hon. 
Mrs.  Stonor,  and  who  stands  out  among  the  Ladies-in- 
Waiting  upon  the  Queen.  There  are  a  good  many  links 
between  Leo  XIII.  and  Queen  Victoria,  what  with 
coinciding  jubilees  and  so  forth  ;  and  now  another  will  be 
supplied  by  the  service  rendered  to  one  and  to  the  other 
by  the  same  Stonor  family. 


The  Post  Office  is  labouring  under  a  sense  of  injury. 
A  gentleman,  whose  name  may  easily  be  guessed,  but 
shall  not  be  divulged,  is  going  to  post  to  every  member  of 
every  Legislature  in  Australasia — and  there  are  seven  such 
Legislatures — a  letter  upon  Christmas  Day  with  only  a 
penny  stamp.  Each  letter  will  entail  at  the  other  end  a 
certain  trouble  in  the  collection  of  the  double  overcharge  ; 
nor  is  it  unlikely  that  it  will  elicit  a  certain  amount  of 
language  from  wearied  legislators  roused  early  from  bed 
to  rifle  their  pockets  for  the  demanded  threepence.  The 
envelope  (when  opened)  will  be  found  to  contain  this  sum 
in  postage-stamps,  so  that  no  serious  loss  will  fall  on  the 
receiver.  But  he  will  get  in  addition  a  statement  of  the 
advantages  of  Ocean  Penny  Postage,  especially  as  applied 
to  Australia,  and  the  fuss  attending  the  receipt  of  the 
missive  is  supposed  to  ensure  for  it  a  certain  and  even  a 
careful  perusal. 


The  account  published  in  an  evening  paper  of  an  acci- 
dent to  Mr.  H.  S.  Tuke  and  to  his  next  Academy  picture  has 
given  needless  alarm  to  his  friends.  Mr.  Tuke  did  slip  on 
the  rocks  near  his  Falmouth  home,  but  not  seriously ;  nor 
was  he  carrying  his  picture  at  the  time.  Mr.  Tuke,  who 
has  commissions  for  one  or  two  portraits,  is  now  in  town. 


English  visitors  to  Eome — and  the  Duke  of  Connaught 
is  now  of  the  number — will  hear  with  pleasure  the  rumour 
of  an  Englishman's  appointment  to  be  nia^or  domo  at  the 


The  Contributors'   Playground. 

Wanted — a  Satirist. 

Is  there  no  wit  extant  in  England,  that  the  hard,  bright 
breed  of  Satirists  is  no  more  ?  We  have,  it  is  true,  lively 
triflers  in  that  kind  who  shall  indite  you  verse  that  tickles 
rather  than  stings,  and  who  can  handle  their  prose  like 
a  quick,  pretty  rapier — with  a  button  at  its  point.  But 
where  are  the  root-and-branch  men,  who  threw  stones 
instead  of  confetti '? 

Yes,  even  London,  the  "Greatest  Show  on  Eartli,"  is 
duller  wanting  them  ;  and  I  am  sure  that  the  advent  of  a 
censor  of  the  old  strain — a  lusty  feUow  who  should  prod 
us  up  with  a  pole — would  be  hailed  with  delight  by  every 
one,  imtil,  indeed,  he  reached  our  own  proper  cage,  when, 
no  doubt,  we  shoidd  execrate  vigorously  both  the  intrusive 
pole  and  the  truculent  ruffian  who  wielded  it. 

But  consider  the  sharp  joy  of  associating  a  scorpion 
epigram  with  the  name  of  a  Prime  Minister ;  or  of  enfilad- 
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ing  the  bench  of  Bishops  with  a  candid  volley  of  lampoons ; 
or  of  throwing  handfuls  of  spitting,  spiteful  squibs  among 
tlio  ormined  Peers  or  of  riotously  playing  Aunt  Sally  with 
"  damply- serious  "  Novelists,  whose  countenances,  though 
reminiscent  of  former  incarnations,  are  but  obscure  hints 
and  scamped  indices  of  the  glorious  souls  within.  I  do 
not  insist  that  we  should  be  much  the  better  for  this,  but 
that  we  should  be  emphatically  none  the  worse,  and  I 
holievo  that  we  should  put  on  a  good  deal  of  mental  fibre 
In  the  course  of  our  strenuous  Pantomime  Rally.  And 
though  all  of  us  would  be  hot  and  dusty,  and  some  of  us 
might  come  out  of  it  rubbing  our  shoulders,  the  honester 
sort  would  emerge  radiant  with  laughter. 

But  where  is  the  destined  Lord  of  Misrule  ?  Alas,  our 
jesters  crack  their  jokes  upon  external  things  and  little 
things,  and  laugh  from  the  teeth  outwards!  I  have  my 
eye  upon  a  Perfect  Wag,  a  "Eusset  Wit"  (I  suppress 
even  his  gibbous  initials),  who  is  capable  of  deeper 
incision.     But  until   he  g^rds  up  his  loins  to  battle,  the 

P 1  L e  might  revert  to  an  earlier  vein,  and  lash 

out  in  decasyllabics  that  would  enliven  us  even  more  than 
his  rhymed  patriotism.  N. 


» 


A    Dream    of  Yule. 

In  the  laidmost  night. 

When  the  hurtling  hours  had  died 

And  the  stars  lived, 

And  little  winds  by  lonely  forests  woke, 

And  streams  were  rapt, 

And  far  seas  tilled  with  deep-charged  messages, 

An  untranslated  murmur,  yet  a  Soul, 

E'en  as  the  sound  of  some  sweet,  foreign  speech 

Upon  a  poet's  lips — 

In  that  high  hour  time's  ills 

Seemed  to  have  slipped  like  garments  old  and  worn 

From  off  the  reverent  and  the  natural  earth  ; 

And  with  awakened  visionary  eyes 

I  saw  in  city,  inland,  by  lone  shores, 

And  in  the  northern  homes  'neath  moaning  pines 

The  million,  million  Yule-logs  of  the  night. 

And  famished  people  came  and  dipped  their  hands 

Into  the  generous  Ught  in  every  nook  ; 

Their  wan  eyes,  cold  at  first,  and  half  afraid, 

Lit  kindly ;  and,  made  warm,  they  seem'd  to  say : 

"  These  tires  are  our  dead  souls 

That  rise  and  glow,  and  luminous  being  give 

Once  in  the  desolate,  half-Uving  year. 

Lo,  we  and  the  flames  grow  one,  and  all  is  soul ; 

And  all  the  master-spirits  of  the  Past, 

Our  Dead  whose  going  dulled  the  desert  years, 

Leading  their  spirit-lives  in  distant  stars, 

And  glowing  in  the  flames  of  other  suns. 

Behold  the  light  and  know  that  we  have  risen  ; 

And,  swifter  than  our  thought,  from  star  and  star 

Are  with  us ;  and  awhile  imbonded  man 

Is  warmer  with  the  universal  soul. 

Fate  sleeps  upon  the  breast  of  night  divine, 

And  all  the  trodden  roses  of  the  world 

Expand  in  shining  stars  of  bloom  till  mom." 

W.  P.  Ryan. 


Readers'  Nerves. 

A  lADY  was  invariably  aillictod  on  Sundn)'  aft«mooiu 
with  a  peculiar  B<jrt  uf  anthnia.  A  shrewd  friend  dis- 
covered the  cause.  On  Sunday  mominga  she  was  ao- 
custoraed  to  hear  a  preacher  who,  strange  to  say,  was  the 
root  of  the  mischief.  The  subject-matter  of  his  scnnoB 
was  interesting,  but  his  utterance  was  so  hurried,  and  his 
thought  so  rapid,  that  his  words  seemed  to  fall  one  over 
the  other.  With  such  sympathy  did  the  lady  listen,  that 
every  nerve  she  possessed  seemed  fully  exercised.  When 
the  preacher  stumbled — as  he  frequently  did— she  held 
her  breath,  as  though  to  assist  him  to  regain  his  verbal 
uprightness  ;  and  every  action  was  nervously  repitxlnced, 
with  more  than  the  preacher's  expenditure  of  foioe. 
Hence  the  nervous  catching  of  the  breath  on  Sundajr 
afternoon. 

Are  there  not  readers  whose  nerves  thus  trouble  them — 
readers  who  go  far  beyond  those  women  of  whom,  in  7\co 
Years  Ago,  Tom  Thumall  speaks  as  resembling  the 
thistle-eating  donkey,  "because  they  find  a  little  pain 
pleasant"?  Even  books  of  iuterest,  but  especially  those 
sickly  studies  in  moral  patliology  and  those  extravaganoea 
in  sentiment  with  which  the  literary  market  abounds,  pro- 
duce harmful  nervous  effects,  which,  probably,  have  never 
been  diagnosed.  The  works  of  the  neurotic  school  of 
fiction  are  a  source  of  unreal  feelings — asaiduous  imps  of 
evil  that  play  havoc  with  the  nerves.  A  fondness  for 
morbid  moods  of  mind,  a  love  for  emotional  analysis, 
which  "studies  in  the  luxury  of  woe"  engender,  may  result 
in  the  decadence  of  the  entire  nervous  system.  A  German 
physician,  going  to  the  States  to  practise,  became  bewil- 
dered by  the  variety  of  nervous  complaints  he  was  called 
upon  to  cure,  and  at  last  declared  he  had  discovered  a  new 
disease,  "  Americanitis."  Some  ingenious  medico  may 
possibly  find  an  appropriate  name  for  what  I  would  now 
call  "Headers'  Nerves,"  and  may  also  indicate  how  the 
varieties  of  the  disease — as  induced,  for  instance,  by  theo- 
logy on  the  one  hand  and  fiction  on  the  other — may  be 
readily  distinguished. 

The  college  slang  of  New  England  has  an  unpolished 
but  expressive  term,  '•  dry-drunk,"  by  which  it  denotes 
nervous  excitement  and  consequent  lack  of  control.  If 
such  phraseology  is  adopted,  we  may  admit  that  resultant 
nervous  prostration  is  none  other  than  a  species  of  delirium 
tremem.  From  nervous  prostration  to  melancholia,  with 
its  attendant  evils,  is  but  a  short  step.  How  many  a  reader 
suffers  through  jaded  nerves,  well-nigh  worn  out,  indeed, 
as  the  result  of  sham  emotions  produced  by  pessimistic 
fiction.  If  life  is  as  many  writers  have  depicted  it,  our 
only  remedy  would  be  Carlyle's  old  cure  of  universal 
stiicide,  or  the  kindly  tail  of  Huxlejr's  comet. 

Let  us  have  more  healthy,  hopeful  books — books  that 
pleasantly  stimulate  the  reader's  imagination  rather  than 
harrow  his  nerves  ;  books  that  brace  his  mind  rather  than 
soak  it  in  morbid  sentiment ;  books  that  stimulate  action 
rather  than  lead  to  introspection ;  and  if  at  times  the  skies 
cannot  be  made  otherwise  than  dark,  shall  it  not  be 
shown  that  behind  the  clouds  are  unsullied  depths  of 
blue? 

B.  W.  R. 
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The  Book  Market. 

In    the    States    and    Canada. 

The  American  Bookman's  latest  list  of  the  most  popular 
books  in  the  States  and  Canada  is  as  interesting  as  usual. 
Twenty-eight  reports  are  given,  covering  the  whole  of 
literary  North  America,  if  we  may  use  a  term  so  little 
known  to  cartographers.  The  first  thing  one  notices  is 
the  popularity  of  Mr.  Kipling's  The  Bay's  Work.  It  heads 
no  fewer  than  thirteen  lists,  and  is  mentioned  in  seventeen. 

The  next  most  popular  book  is  by  an  American  writer — 
Dr.  Weir  Mitchell.  His  Adventures  of  Frangois  is  first 
favourite  in  Oincinatti,  Montreal,  New  Orleans,  Salt  Lake 
City,  and  Toledo,  0.,  and  it  is  mentioned  seventeen  times 
— the  same  number  as  The  Day's  Work. 

The  third  most  popular  book  is  Mr.  Merriman's  Roden's 
Corner.  It  is  the  most  sought-after  book  in  New  York 
(Uptown),  and  is  nine  times  mentioned. 

The  three  next  favourites  are  Mrs.  Voynich's  The 
Gadfly,  Mr.  Parker's  TJie  Battle  of  the  Strong,  and  Mr. 
Jerome's  Second  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow. 

Below  we  quote  the  reports  of  best  selling  books  for 
five  great  cities  of  the  New  World. 

NEW  YORK. 

Boden's  Comer.     Merriman. 

Adventures  of  Fran(;oi8.     Mitchell. 

The  Day's  Work.     Kipling. 

Bed  and  Black.     Stendhal. 

Romance  of  a  Midshipman.     Clark  Bussell. 

Tekla.     Barr. 

BOSTON. 

The  Day's  Work.     Kipling. 

Roden's  Corner.     Merriman. 

Prisoners  of  Hope.     Mary  Johnston. 

Adventures  of  Fran9ois.     Mitchell. 

Battle  of  the  Strong.     Parker. 

Second  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow.     Jerome. 

PHILADELPHIA. 

The  House  of  Hidden  Treasure.     Gray. 

Her  Ladyship's  Elephant.     Wells. 

Hope  the  Hermit.     Lyail. 

The  Loves  of  the  Lady  Arabella.     Seawcll. 

Bismarck.     Busch. 

The  Terror.     Gras. 

CHICAGO. 

The  Day's  Work.     Kipling. 

My  Scrap-Book  of  the  French  Revolution.     Latimer. 

Rupert  of  Hentzau.     Hope. 

Adventures  of  Franyois.     Mitchell. 

Battle  of  the  Strong.     Parker. 

A  Yankee  Volimteer.     Taylcn-. 

MONTREAL. 

Adventures  of  Fran<;oi8.     Mitchell. 

Castle  Inn.     Weyman. 

The  Day's  Work.     Kipling. 

The  Red  Axe.     Crockett. 

Second  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow .     Jerome. 

Brittle  of  the  Strong .    Crockett. 


Book  Reviews  Reviewed. 


Mr.  Black 

and 

His  Novels 


Sir    Wemyss    Eeid,   one    of    Mr.   Black's 
oldest  and  closest  friends,  contributes  to  the 
Speaker  a  most  interesting  personal  sketch, 
from  which  we  take  the  following  sentences : 

His  dearest  friend  could  not  say  that  he  shone  in  mixed 
society,  and  as  a  consequence  he  often  made  a  false  im- 
pression upon  the  casual  acquaintances  who  encountered 
him  in  the  great  world.  That  was  simply  because  he  kept 
his  real  soul,  his  true  nature,  hidden  jealously  from  all 
vulgar  eyes.  Now  and  then  to  some  favoured  friend  he 
opened  his  mind  freely,  and  ...  one  saw  .  .  .  the 
purest,  manliest,  most  chivalrous  and  tender  nature  that 
the  world  has  seen  in  recent  days. 

I  am  sure  that  the  characters  of  his  stories  were  more 
real  to  him  than  most  of  the  men  and  women  whom  he 
encountered  in  everyday  hfe.  They  were  so  real  that 
their  fate  affected  him  as  if  it  had  been  the  fate  of  his 
dearest  friends.  For  months  after  he  tinished  McLtod 
of  Bare,  with  its  great  tragedy  of  baffled  love,  he  was  so 
shaken  iu  nerve  that  he  did  not  dare  to  ride  in  a  hansom 
cab. 

One  day,  in  the  far-off  past,  I  was  walking  along  the 
sea-front  with  Black,  at  Brighton,  when  he  said  abruptly, 
and  with  reference  to  nothing  that  had  been  passing 
between  us  :  "  We  are  not  all  engaged  in  running  away 
with  other  men's  wives.  There  are  some  of  us  who  are 
not  the  victims  of  mental  disease  or  moral  deformity.  I 
do  not  even  know  that  anybody  of  my  acquaintance  has 
committed  a  murder  or  a  forgery.  Yet  people  are  angry 
with  me  because  I  do  not  make  my  characters  in  my  books 
odious  in  this  fashion.  I  prefer  to  write  about  sane  people 
and  honest  people ;  and  I  imagine  that  they  are,  after  all, 
in  a  majority  in  the  world."  Bald  as  this  statement  was 
of  the  limitations  he  set  upon  his  art,  it  was  absolutely 
true.  He  delighted  to  tell  pure  stories,  dealing  with 
wholesome  manly  meu  and  tender  womanly  women. 

The  Standard  says : 

It  was  ...  by  his  fifth  story,  A  Daughter  of  Jleth,  that 
William  Black  may  be  almost  said  to  have  leaped  into 
popularity.  That  novel  exhibited  in  a  high  degree  the 
possession  by  the  author  of  one  of  his  most  striking  gifts. 
We  refer  to  his  talent  for  the  development  of  incon- 
gruities, full,  on  the  one  hand,  of  possibilities  of  humour 
and  of  entertainment  to  the  observer ;  but  charged,  also, 
with  potentialities  of  distress  and  even  tragedy  to  those 
immediately  concerned. 

This  writer  says  that  Mr.  Black's   literary  level   has   of 

necessity  varied : 

It  would,  perhaps,  have  been  better  for  his  lasting 
reputation  if  he  had  been  able  to  concentrate  his  efforts  on 
the  production  of  a  smaller  number  of  stories.  But  his 
best  work  is  delightful,  because  it  is  that  of  a  real  artist 
and  of  a  man  of  essentially  wholesome  mind. 

The  Athetiaum  insists  on  the  excellence  of  Mr.  Black's 
female  characters : 

His  chief  success  and  his  most  praiseworthy  character- 
istic consisted  in  the  skill  with  which  he  drew  women  who 
were  at  once  natural  and  lovable.  Indeed,  his  men  are  far 
inferior,  as  human  beings,  to  his  girls  and  women.  Many 
contemporary  novelists  may  be  greater  philoaophers,  but 
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none  has  quite  equalled  him  in  giving  fair  play  to  woman'a 
nature  at  its  best,  and  painting  a  gallery  of  portraits  which 
contains  so  many  personages  who  can  be  comprehended  by 
the  average  reader. 

Literature  says  that  Mr.  Black's  popularity  was  earned 
by  good,  honest  work,  by  close  observation  of  certain 
iypoi  of  character  and  manner,  and  by  a  constant  study 
of  scenery  and  atmosphere  in  which  he  was  helpml  by  his 
early  artistic  training.  The  truth  of  his  eye  for  colour  and 
effect  was  so  recognised  by  laudsca^ie  artists  that  many  of 
them  almost  recognised  him  as  one  of  themselves. 

The  TimeH  points  out  that  Mr.  Black  found  his  mitier  in 
fiction  and  adhered  to  it : 

New  movements  in  fiction  came  and  went,  leaving  upon 
his  novels  as  little  trace  as  the  storms  and  rains  of  cen- 
turies have  left  upon  the  wild  beauty  of  the  Highlands  he 
loved  so  well.  In  this  devotion  lay  for  many  people  the 
great  charm  of  his  stories.  His  characters,  too,  seemed 
more  natural,  more  sympathetically  drawn,  when  they 
trod  the  heather.  In  fact,  the  novelist  was  never  happier 
than  when  the  time  came  for  his  yearly  northward 
journey,  when  the  pen  was  laid  aside  for  the  fishing-rod ; 
and  he  never  wrote  better  than  when  he  laid  his  scone 
amid  the  spots  he  never  tired  of  revisiting. 

The  Daily  News  had  a  specially  mournful  interest  in  the 
death  of  Mr.  Black,  who  was  for  years  the  assistant  editor 
of  that  paper.  The  Daily  News  obituary  notice  dwelt 
much  on  Mr.  Black's  journalistic  work  and  the  aptitudes  it 
created  in  him  for  fiction.  Ihe  following  note  of  Mr. 
Buskin's  opinion  on  one  of  Mr.  Black's  novels  is  in- 
teresting : 

Black's  first  step  on  the  ladder  of  ambition  was  taken  in 
the  drawing  schools.  As  a  youth,  he  thought  that  his 
vocation  was  art.  Much  reading  of  Ruskin  was  in  part  re- 
sponsible for  it.  Mr.  Euskin,  we  may  add,  was  in  after 
years  a  great  admirer  of  Black's  stories.  "  I  have  had  it 
long  on  my  mind,"  he  wrote  in  1878,  "  to  name  the  Adven- 
tures of  a  Phaeton  as  a  very  delightful  and  wise  book  of 
its  kind ;  very  full  of  pleasant  play,  and  deep  and  pure 
feeling  ;  much  interpretation  of  some  of  the  best  points  of 
German  character ;  and,  last  and  least,  with  pieces  of  de- 
scription in  it  which  I  should  be  glad,  selfishly,  to  think 
inferior  to  what  the  public  praise  in  Modern  Paiiiters — I 
can  only  say  they  seem  to  me  quite  as  good. 


Correspondence. 

Mr.  Capes  on  His  Style. 

Sir, — I  am  grateful  to  you  for  your  kindly  review — 
your  issue  of  December  17  —  of  ray  particular  insig- 
ificance.  I  am  grateful,  indeed,  with  plenty  of  reason, 
most  of  ray  critics  ;  wherefore,  I  have  not  thought 
iitherto  of  protesting  against  one  form  of  correction  to 
phicli  these  excellent  provost-marshals  of  literature  have 
persistently  subjected  me.  You  at  last  goad  me  to  the 
personal  wail.  Let  me  utter  it  and  bo  done.  You  goad  me 
through  the  very  compliment  implied  in  a  special  notice 
of  luy  work,  because  the  notice  is  special  and  authoritative, 
and,  presumably,  deliberate.  Sir,  I  will  grant  my  style  is 
sinful.      Its  excuse   is   (dare   I    insist    upon   it !)    it  was 


natural-bom — of  an  author  (not  Mr.  Msredith  or  another) 
and  hid  Muse.  Sir,  I  never  Hat  at  the  feet  of  Mr.  H.  B. 
Marriott  Watson,  nor  do  I  know  the  gentleman's  name 
or  his  works  but  by  the  vaguest  report.  You  say  my 
style  is  tortured.  No  wonder,  when  it  HufTem  under  such 
imputations.  Lot  me,  while  on  the  subject,  go  yet  a 
further  stop.  I  have  read  one  book,  and  only  one, 
by  Mr.  Meredith  —  Tfu  Shaving  of  Shagpat.  That  wu 
years  ago.  Ik  it  not  hard,  therefore,  that  tliat  great 
writer  (whom  I  honour  because  he  is  honoured  of  better 
men  than  me)  should  be  hold  responsible  for  this 
bastard  that  cannot,  in  the  nature  of  things,  inherit  the 
least  of  his  features.  I  beg  you  to  allow  me  this  little 
solitary  appeal.  "  The  rest  is  silence." — Your  (save  in  this 
one  respect)  oldiged  servant, 

BKBIfARO   CArKS. 

Winchester:  December  19,  1898. 


The  Wages  of  Research. 

Sir, — In  your  last  issue  you  state  the  price  of  Miss  Hull's 
Cuchullin  Saga  at  58.  net.  May  I  ask  you  to  correct  this  ? 
The  price  is  Ts.  6d.  net.  I  am  not  foolish  enough  to  expect 
to  make  any  money  by  a  book  which  is,  as  you  kindly  say, 
"  the  best  introduction  to  the  wildest  and  most  fascinating 
division  of  Irish  myth,"  for  how  many  are  they  who  really 
care  for  such  matters  ?  But  I  should  not  care  to  lose  Is.  6(L 
on  every  copy  printed,  which  I  should  have  to  do  if  I  sold 
it  at  five  shillings. 

May  I  further  comment  upon  your  expression  of  the 
"trust  that  Mr.  Nutt  will  see  his  way  to  continuing  the 
proposed  Dictionary  of  British  Folklore,  of  which  Mrs. 
Gomme's  Traditional  Ganus  are  a  first  instalment "  ?  The 
decision  does  not  rest  either  with  author  or  with  publisher, 
it  rests  with  the  book-buying  public,  and  especially  with 
the  public  libraries  of  all  kinds,  which  ought  to  buy  works 
of  a  scholarly  character,  but  which,  for  the  most  part, 
neglect  their  duty. 

In  the  prospectus  of  Mrs.  Cbmme's  Traditional  Oam*» 
I  state  that  "  the  continuation  of  the  Dictionary  of  British 
Folklore  can  only  be  assured  if  at  least  -500  subscribers 
come  forward  at  a  subscription  rate  of  lOs.  6<1.  net  for 
demy  octavo  volumes  of  400  pages."  When  it  is  considered 
that  there  are  in  the  English-speaking  world  at  least  350 
important  libraries  of  a  public  or  semi-public  character, 
it  might  be  thought  that  there  would  be  no  difficulty  in 
compliance  with  such  a  modest  requirement  as  that  above 
stated.  How  often  have  I  not  been  told  :  "  Oh,  the  libraries 
wiU  take  at  least  300."  As  a  matter  of  fact,  only  some 
fifty  out  of  the  350  existing  institutions  can  be  counted 
upon  to  buy  works  of  a  scholarly  character,  and  of  these 
the  majority  are  in  the  United  States.  The  utterly 
inadequate  machinery  for  the  material  encouragement  of 
scholarly  research  in  the  English-speaking  world  is  a 
crying  scandal,  and  is  a  matter,  I  venture  to  think,  of 
considerably  more  importance  to  the  literary  world  than 
others  about  which  it  is  accustomed  to  excite  itself. — I 
am,  &c.,  Alfbxo  Nutt. 

270,  Strand. 
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A  Matter  of  Spelling. 

Sir, — "  J.  M. "  is  evidently  not  fully  acquainted  with 
the  rules  which  govern  the  use  of  the  indefinite  article  in 
English  ;  they  are  to  be  found  in  most  grammars,  but  T 
venture  to  recapitulate  them.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  all 
your  correspondent's  examples  will  be  found  to  be  correct, 
except  one.  The  exception  is  "an  household  word," 
which  is  unjustifiable  from  any  point  of  view,  since  the 
initial  aspirate  is  always  sounded  and  occurs  in  an  accented 
syllable.  On  the  other  hand,  "  an  historical  fact,"  "  an 
hotel "  are  correct.  The  reason  is,  that  the  first  syllables 
of  these  two  words  are  not  accented.  Thirdly,  and  lastly, 
there  is  a  class  of  words,  once  large  but  now  rapidly 
dwindling  away,  in  which  the  initial  aspirate  is  not  pro- 
nounced at  all.  To  this  class  the  adjective  humble  once 
belonged  ;  at  present  the  fashion  is  to  restore  its  aspirate, 
but  the  fact  that  at  one  time  everybody  omitted  it  is 
sufficient  excuse  for  the  collocation  "  an  humble  person  " 
— I  am,  &e.,  James  Piatt  Junior. 

St.  Martin's-lane,  W.C. 


Sir, — "J.  M."  appears  to  be  concerned  about  a  very 
small  matter.  If  one  thinks  fit  to  write  "  an  historical " 
he  certainly  has  usage  and  the  majority  of  authors  on  his 
side,  despite  Dr.  Murray's  note  in  the  little  handbook  in 
service  at  the  Clarendon  Press,  Oxford,  to  the  effect  tha^ 
"  nobody  says  so  now,  except  old  men — pedants  chiefly." 
This  booklet,  moreover,  favours  the  article  an  before  both 
"historical"  and  "hotel."  In  respect  to  "a  union"  and 
"  a  humble  "  it  is  in  agreement  with  "  J.  M."  The  deter- 
mination of  the  article  is,  after  all,  more  a  question  of 
euphony  than  either  that  of  strict  adherence  to  a  gram- 
matical rule  or  "  a  matter  of  spelling."— I  am,  &c., 

J.  G. 


'    "  You   two  shall   now  be  made  wan   beef." 

Sir, — In  your  "  Notes  on  Novels "  (p.  480)  on  The 
Gortchen  you  quote  an  anecdote  about  a  marriage  by  a 
Highland  minister  who  made  the  mistake  of  saying  "  You 
two  shall  be  made  wan  heef"  instead  of  "flesh."  The 
author  goes  on  to  say  that  "beef"  and  "flesh"  are  the 
same  in  Gaelic.  This  is  not  quite  accurate.  The  Gaelic 
for  "  flesh  "  is  feoil,  to  which  is  prefixed  the  word  signify- 
ing ivhat  kind  of  flesh.  Thus  "  beef  "  is  mairt-fheoil  (from 
mart  "a  cow"),  "mutton"  is  muilt-fMoil  (from  mult 
"wether,"  and  so  on.  The  minister  in  question  may 
likely  have  made  the  mistake  of  substituting  "  beef  "  for 
"  flesh  "  in  English,  but  his  native  language  would  hardly 
have  been  responsible  for  the  error. — I  am,  &c., 

Oxford:  Dec.  18,  1898.  C.  S.  Jebeam. 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 


Result  of  No.   1 1. 

Last  week  we  asked  each  competitor  to  name  the  book  which,  in 
his  or  her  opinion,  is  the  best  that  1898  has  yet  produced,  and  to 
accompany  the  choice  with  a  concise  criticism  of  not  more  than 
eighty  words  in  which  its  merits  are  fet  forth.  The  best  com- 
mentary— that  is  to  tay,  the  most  literary  and  capable — has  been 
seat  hy  Mr.   W.   W.   (Jibson,   Battle  Hill,   Hexham,   the   subject 


being  Mr.  Hewlett's   Forest  Loveri.     Mr.  Gibson's  criticism  runs 
thus  : 

"  This  book  is  packed  full  of  victorious  youth,  the  breath  of  the 
morning  wind,  the  mystery  of  the  forest,  and  the  glory  and  wonder 
of  the  broad  world.  It  is  living  flesh  and  blood  romance,  sprung 
direct  from  the  true  stock  of  Malory.  It  has  the  glamour  of  the 
old  and  the  force  and  vigour  of  the  new.  Its  men  and  women  are 
the  men  and  women  of  all  time  ;  and  Love  is  the  beginning  and 
the  end  " 
To  Mr.  G-ibson  a  cheque  for  a  guinea  has  been  posted. 


A  selection  of  other  criticisms  follows : — 

John  Splendid.  By  Neil  Munbo, 

This  book  is  in  many  ways  the  best  romance  published  since 
Lorna  Doinie.  Like  Blackmore's  famous  story,  John  Splmdid  is 
alive  in  every  sense  of  real  literature.  Vigour  and  health  go  to  the 
making  of  it,  and  a  keenness  of  sentiment  and  a  deep  knowledge  of 
history,  with  all  the  little  things  that  make  it,  result  in  a  book 
which  displays  "  real  romance  "  in  a  most  excellent  fashion. 
The  Kailyard  is  deserted  quite 

Drnmtochtv's  lan's  reign  is  ended, 
Romance  again  asserts  her  right 

And  glows  with  splendour  in  John  Splendid. 

[H.  P.  B.,  Glasgow.] 


Aylwin.  By  Theodore  Watts-Duhton 

Aylwln  comes  like  a  breath  of  mountain  air  to  a  toiling,  harassed 
city.  It  is  not  a  sex-problem,  it  is  not  second-rate  history,  it  is  not 
of  the  kailyard.  Its  characterisation  is  not  obtrusive,  its  theme  is 
pure  romance,  its  problem  is  spiritual  rather  than  material,  and 
it  is  written  in  exquisite  English.  It  wins,  but  does  not  force 
either  sympathy  or  emotion.  The  outlook  is  hopeful.  As  we  close 
the  book  Sinfi  lives  in  our  memories  hand-in-hand  with  Rebecca 
in  Tvanhoe.  [H.  S.  R.,  Cardiff.] 


Concerning  Isabel  Cabnaby.  By  E.  T.  Fowleb, 

As  a  book  to  be  read  for  recreation,  I  consider  Isabel  Ciinmbij  the 
best  of  the  year.  It  is  bright,  brilliant,  and  pretty,  free  from  the 
nasty  scenes  and  language  of  many  so-called  smart  books.  The 
author  shows  a  keen  appreciation  of  character,  and  a  great  insight 
into  the  small  matters  of  daily  life.  Whether  we  like  the  people 
or  not,  they  are  human,  and  not  impossibilities. 

[M.  A.,  Manchester.] 


Hblbeck  of  Bannisdale.  By  Mbs.  Humphry  Wabd. 

This  novel  has  all  Mrs.  Ward's  merits  of  purity  and  sincerity. 
Equally  earnest  as  Bohert  Elsmerc,  yet  sadder  than  .S';')'  Gmrgp 
Tri'sady,  for  his  life  was  sacrificed  in  a  noble  effort  to  save  those  of 
his  fellow- creatures.  True  sympathy  with  Helbeck's  embarass- 
ments  would  have  strengthened  this  invertebrate  heroine  to  live 
for  the  sake  of  her  beloved.  The  spiritual  and  sordid  side  of 
religion,  as  apprehended  by  a  covetous  Church  and  a  saintly 
layman,  is  empha  ised  by  the  contrast  between  the  priests  and 
their  prey.  [Mrs.  W.,  Chichester] 


The  Day's  Wobk.  By  Rudyabd  Kipling. 

The  book  I  should  choose  is  The  Day's  ir»rj.,  since  all  the 
world — book-lovers  and  book-scorners,  men  and  boys,  women  and 
children — enjoy  something,  and  something  different,  in  Kipling's 
writing  ;  but  the  something  is  always  good.  He  can  tell  a  story 
like  ■•  The  Tomb  of  His  Ancestors."  He  can  bring  us  into  the  vividly 
vague  dream-world  of  the  opium-eater.  And  he  can  even  almost 
make  our  hearts  throb  in  unison  with  a  steamship  propeller. 
Surely  this  is  true  genius.  [H.  M,,  London.] 


The  Califoenians.  By  Mrs.  Athebton. 

The  CuUfornians.  with  reservations  (unsuf  tained  interest  and  need- 
less digressions).  The  Californian  atmosphere  is  vividly  reproduced, 
«ud  Magdalena  Torba  a  creation  of  an  uncommon  type,  betraying  a 
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violent,  almost  cruel,  insiffht  into  mind,  heart,  and  obaraoter, 
OimparisonB  are  abanrd,  but  if  Mm.  Ward  oould  tranifer  [to  Mrt. 
Atherton]  her  high  seriouanesB,  her  feeling  for  the  intense  mean, 
ing  in  nil  life,  or  the  author  her  feminine  vivaciouHnee*,  her  prac- 
tical grasp  of  character  [to  Mrs.  Ward  J  (Mrs.  Ward  builds  up  too 
much),  we  should  have  a  great  woman  writer. 

[P.  8.,  Belfast.] 


Answers  received  also  from  :  J.  F.,  Brondesbnry  ;  T.  E.  ()., 
Brighton ;  H.  J.,  Crouch  End ;  W.  S.,  Wandsworth  ;  E.  T.  8., 
Wandsworth  ;  J.  A.  S.,  Edinburgh ;  C.  U.  B.,  Beddgelert ;  W.  H.  H., 
Killiney  ;  C.  E.,  Worthing  ;  and  A.  Q.,  Cheltenham. 


Competition  No.   12. 

This  week  we  ask  for  "Things  Seen."  A  cheque  for  one  guinta 
will  be  Bpnt  to  the  competitor  who^e  competition  is  judged  the 
best ;  while  for  all  contributions  which  we  decide  to  print  we  pro- 
pose to  pay  at  our  usual  rate.  The  "  Things  Seen  "  on  pages  522-r)23, 
although  thf-y  give  an  idea  of  what  is  mfai.t,  mutt  not  be  con- 
sidered as  perfect  models.  What  we  require  is  a  record  of  (trst-haLd 
observation,  concisely  and  directly  written.  But  so  many  of  our 
contributors  have  described  only  sad  spectacles,  that  in  this  com- 
petition we  make  a  condition  that  the  "  Thing  Seen  "  must  be  gay, 
or  at  any  rate  not  melancholy  ;  and  we  limit  the  chronicler  to  200 
words. 

Answers,  addressed  "Literary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43, 
Chancery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post 
of  Tuesday,  December  27.  Each  answer  must  be  accompanied  by 
the  coupon  to  be  found  at  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of  p.  4'J8. 


The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

The  iNiATUATIOJf  OF  NlEL  MUKBAY.  By  MoZA. 

' '  A  figure  above  the  average  height,  perfectly  moulded ;  a 
face  of  Madonna-like  serenity,  glorious  eyes  of  lustrous  gray,  a 
straight  nose  with  delicately  chisselled  nostrils,  left  nothing  to 
be  desired  in  the  matter  of  loveliness."  All  this  is  not  bad  for 
a  cook  ;  and  Niel  Murray's  infatuation  was  for  the  cook,  and  no 
wonder  he  wished  to  run  away  with  her.  But  why  did  he 
shout  the  proposal  to  do  so  so  loud  in  the  garden  that  an 
invalid  could  heir  it  iu  the  room  overhead  ?  Of  course  his  plan 
was  frustrated ;  but,  anyhow,  the  damsel  preferred  a  lowliir 
suitor.     Nothing  here  conduces  to  presentable  fiction. 

The  Wine  of  Life  and  the  Spirit 

OF  THE  Southern  Cross.  By  A.  M.  S. 

These  stories  are  too  short  for  separate  publication,  and  not 
quite  up  to  the  magazine  standard.  In  the  Wine  of  Li/r  the 
shipwreck  is  a  stirring  incident,  but  there  is  no  othft  item  of 
remarkable  interest,  and  the  instantaneous  love  of  Koland  for 
Dora  is  unreal.  The  Sjn'rit  of  the  Southern  Criss  is  a  capital 
story  up  to  the  time  when  the  hero  becomes  engaged  to  Marion, 
after  which  it  tails  off,  and  the  end  is  anti-climax.  At  the 
point  referred  to  in  the  narrative  there  are  materials  for  a  very 
pretty  drama. 
Jonas  Fisher,  Student  of  Dfv^inity.    By  "  Finlay  Craiq." 

Jonas  Fisher  studied  his  divinity  in  the  slums  of  the  East 
End ,  and  though  he  tasted  the  cup  of  Socialism  did  not  renounce 
the  chalice  of  dogma.  Here  he  met  Mary  Willing,  who  had 
been  governess  to  the  drunken  daughter  of  a  rich  brewer,  and 
married  her.  There  is  a  fundamental  error  underlying  the 
controversial  side  of  this  book,  and  that  is,  that  faith  in  some 
great  human  cause  is  identical  with  faith  iu  the  Christian 
tradition.  This  is  a  fallacy,  as  is  also  the  hypothesis  that 
reason  is  opposed  to  faith,  and  not  its  groundwork.   There  aie 


some  goo<l  descriptioiu  in  plaoM,  but  thrra  it  •  dacidad  want 
of  "  go,"  Nomohcw,  in  "  PinUy  OnUg'i "  p*gM.  Bjr  the  by,  ar* 
there  such  worda  sa  "  obligement "  and  "  upkaap  "  f  And  lureljr 
"  on  the  (treat "  ia  an  intolerable  Anipricaaiam  ! 

Ox  A  Broken  Wi.vd.  By  K.  B.  B. 

The  hero's  wing  waa  broken  by  "  a  blurre<l,  b<«rt-broken, 
stronf(ly-scentfd  little  letter"  from  his  lady  love,  tu  »»y  she 
was  marrying  someone  alae  she  liked  better.  Tho  adjootive 
' '  heart-broken  "  here  aeemi  a  little  misplaced.  Hubae<|a«ntly  ha 
waa  further  shattered  by  tho  receipt  of  a  document  written  by 
his  deceased  father,  declaring  himself  "  a  dangerotu  lunatic," 
and  exhorting  the  recipient  to  "  fly  to  the  uttermoat  comer  of 
creation."  Tho  recipient  did  his  beat,  sought  a  remote  island, 
loved  a  savage  maiden,  and  got  engulphinl  with  the  island  and 
the  maiden  in  a  volcanic  cataclysm— details  a  little  dubious. 
"On  a  Broken  Wing"  belongs  to  tho  infant  stage  of  literary 
effort. 

The  Foueto  Generation.  By  C.  D.  L. 

This  is  a  story  of  an  English  vendetta;  of  a  bloodthiraty 
family  feud  handed  on  through  four  generations,  beginning 
from  tho  battle  of  Waterloo.  There  is  surely  do  such  inherited 
Tindiotiveness  outside  Corsica.  Hence  a  baais  of  improbability. 
Still,  the  book  is  well  written,  and  is  full  of  incident,  ranging 
from  Devonshire  to  South  Africa.  But  the  episodes  of  lore 
and  revenge  are  too  much  in  the  time-honoured  groove  to 
warrant  publication. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  December  22. 
theological  and  biblical. 

Davies  (Rev.  Edwln^  G«ms  from  the  Fathers  (B«c«Mr)    6  0 

KnutzHch   ;e  ),  Oatline  of    the   Blstor;  of  tha  LItentDre  of  the  Old 
Testament (William*  *  MorgaM)    f/B 

HIBTORT  AND  B100BAPBT. 

De  Bargh  (A.),  Kliubeth,  Empienof  Auatria  (Hntehinson)    S/D 

Constable  (H.  8.),  Iieland ("Libertjr  RsTiew")    1/0 

Hamilton  (Sir  R.  \'.),  Lettern  and  Papers  of  Admiral  Sir  Ttaomaa  Bjam 

Martin,  Q  C.B.    Vol.  II (Navy  Becords  Society) 

Tnimball  (H.  C.\  War  HemoriCR  of  an  Army  Chaplain... (Scribner's  Sana) 

Norie(W.  D.),  Loyal  Locbaber iMoriaoo  Bra*.)  set  1<VII 

Lane-Poolo  <S.>,  Saladin (Pntaaa'a  Bona)    S/0 

L«  Dix-Buitiim»  SiMt (Hacbalte) 

POETRY,  CRITICISM,  BELLra-LKTTRES. 

Bardy  (T.),  Wcmcx  Pcems,  and  Other  Verse* „ (Har|«rsi    S/O 

Ueynell  (Mrs  ),  The  Spirit  of  Place (Lan*)    t/a 

Browning  (R.),  The  Ring  and  the  Book (Smitta,  Bldrr) 

Rossetti  (W.  M  ),  Rasltin:  Botsctti :  Prer*ph*elili*m ..  (AU«d)  10/S 

Garrison  tW.  P.),  The  New  Onlllver (Maiion  Pits») 

Catalogne  of  Piotnres  in  the  National  Gallery  and   National    Porlrail 
Uallery,  Ireland (Thorn)    Sd. 

SCIENCE,  NATURAL  HISTORY,  PU1L080PHY,  ETC. 

Fison  'A.  H.),  Recent  Advances  in  Astronomy  (Bladii*)    1/t 

McCarthy  ( Josiin),  Mod.  rn  GoRlsnd  Before  the  Reform  Bill (Cnwln)    */» 

NEW  EDrriONS. 

Goldsmith  (O.).  The  Deserted  Village (Otat) 

Shelley  (P.  B.).  The  Sensitive  Plant,    ninatrated.   L.  Hoosnmn (Dent) 

Carey  ( R.  N.),  Only  tte  Ooverneas   (Maemillan)    S/t 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

UuiverKity  Cullegv,  London:  Calendar,  1808-0 (T*)lor  A  Ffanri*) 

The  Publicationn  t.f  toe  Stiden  Society.    Vol.  XII. :  18SS 

Cellini  (B.),  Treatitei  on  Ooldamithing  ai.d  Sculplore... „  ...(Arnold)  9S^ 

IXIman  I.C.  H),  'Y'Ae  Sportunan't  }'tar-Book (Lawience  i  Ballen^    1/9 


\*    Th    ntw    nowh    of    the    wtek,    numhering   fit*,    art 
catttiagHtd  elttwhert. 
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JOHN  LANE^S  LIST. 

FOR  YOUNG    ENGLAND. 

THE   NEW  NOAH'S  ARK.     By  J.  J.  Bell.     lUus- 

trated  in  Colonis,  4to,  38.  ed. 

A  COON  ALPHABET.    By  E.  W.  Kemble.    Small 

4to,  Is.  ed. 

WYMPS.     By  Evelyn  Sharp,  Author  of  "  All  the 

Way  to  Fairyland."  With  8  Coloured  Illastratiotis  and  Cover  by  Mrs. 
Dearnacr.  New  and  Cheap  Edition,  paper  boards,  3s.  6(1.;  also  in  cloth 
at  6s. 

RED  RIDING  HOOD'S  FICrUBE  BOOK,  eontaining : 

I.  Red  Riding  Hood.  II.  The  Forty  Thieves.  III.  Jack  and  the  Bean- 
stalk. By  WALTER  CRANE.  4to,  4s.  Cd.  Each  Part  to  be  had 
separately  at  Is. 

SUN,  MOON,  and  STARS :   Pictures  and  Verses  for 

Children.  Written  and  Illustrated  by  E.  RICHARDSON.  Demy  12mo, 
2s.  6d. 

"  THE  LAUREATE  OP  THE  NURSERY." 

Dictionary  of  National  Biography. 

LILLIPUT  LYRICS.    By  W.  B.  Rands.    Edited  by 

REGINALD  BRIMLEY  JOHNSON.  With  End-papers,  Title-page,  and 
Frontispiece  in  Colours,  and  nearly  140  Illustrations  by  CHARLES 
ROBINSON.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  HUNDRED  FABLES  OF  vESOP.     With  101  FuU- 

Page  Illustrations  by  P.  J.  BILLINGHURST,  and  an  Introduction 
by  KENNETH  GRAHAME.     Fcap.  4to,  6s. 


THE  COLLECTED   POEMS  of  WILLIAM   WATSON. 

With  Portrait  by  E.  H.  New,    Crown  8vo,  78. 6(1.  net.    Aleo  a  Lai^e  Paper 
Edition  of  90  Copies  for  England  and  America, 

PAN  and  the  YOUNG  SHEPHERD  :    A  Pastoral. 

By  MAURICE  HEWLETT,  Author  of  "  The  Forest  Levers."    Crown  8vo, 
3s.  6d. 

THE  LAST  BALLAD,  and  other  Poems.     By  John 

DAVIDSON.    Fcap.  8vo,  <s.  6d.  net. 

THE    SILENCE  OF   LOVE.     Poems.     By  Edmond 

HOLMES,  with  Cover  Design  by  Henry  Ospovat.    Small  4to,  3s.  6d.  net. 

POEMS.    By  Stephen  Phillips.    Crown  8vo,  4s.  6d. 

net.    Fifth  Edition. 

SKETCHES   and   CARTOONS.      By   Charles   Dana 

GIBSON.    Uniform  with  "London:  as  Seen  by  C.  D.  Gibson."    Oblong 
folio  (12  in.  by  18  in. J,  20s. 

THE   SPORTING   ADVENTURES   of   MR.    POPPLE. 

By  G.  H.  JALLAND,  the  well-known  Punch  Artist.    10  Coloured  Plates, 
and  numerous  other  Illustrations.    Oblong  4to  (14  in,  by  10  in.),  68. 

DREAM   DAYS:   Eight  Golden  Age  Stories.     By 

KENNETH  GRAHAME.    Crown  8vo,  3s.  6<1.  net. 

THE  SPIRIT  of  PLACE,  and  other   Essays.     By 

ALICE  MEYNELL.    Fcap.  8vo,  38.  6d.  net. 


TWO  NEW  NOVELS. 

Crown  8vo,  6s. 

THE    CALIFORNIANS.      By    Gertrude    Atherton, 

Author  of  "  Patience  Sparhawk."    Third  Edition. 
"  The  ablest  woman  writer  of  fiction  now  living-." — British  Weekly. 

IDOLS.       By    William    J.    Locke.       Author    of 

"  Derelicts  "  and  "  A  Study  in  Shadows." 


THE    BODLEY    HEAD,    YIGO    STREET, 
LONDON,  W. 


HARPER  &  BROTHERS' 

NEW    PUBLICATIONS. 

WESSEX    POEMS 

AND   OTHER  VERSES, 

By  THOMAS  HAEDY.     With  31  lUaatrationB  by  tae  Author. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  68.     Uniform  with  the  Library 
Edition  of  Thomas  Hardy's  Novels.     (A  few  copies  handsomely 
bonnd  for  presentation  purposes,  7s.  6d.  each.) 
"  All  vnl\  welcome  the  volume  as  a  new  and  characteristic  expression  of  a 

writer  whom  they  have  hitherto  known  as  one  of  the  two  or  three  living 

masters  of  English  prose." — Daily  Netcs. 

WALTER  CRANE'S  LATEST  BOOK 

A  FLOEAL  FANTASY 

With  Facsimile  Reproductions  of  48  Full-Page  Water-Colour 
Drawings,  End  Papers,  Cover  Designs,  &c.  By  WALTER 
CRANE.     Demy  4to,  10s.  6d. 

CHINA  in  TRANSFORMATION 

By   ARCHIBALD   R.   COLQUHOUN,  Gold  Medallist   Royal 

Geographical  Society.  With  Frontispiece,  Maps,  Plans,  Copious 

Index,  &o     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I63. 

"  It  is  published  opportunely,  and  gives  a  most  valuable  summary  of  the 

situation,  commercial  and  political,  up  to  date,  with  opinions  and  suBgestions 

by  a  thoroughly  experienced  and  competent  expert."  -Saturday  Ueview. 

STIRRING  NEW  NOVEL  BY 

MARRIOTT  WATSON 

THE    ADVENTURERS 

A  STORY  OF  TREASURE  TROVE. 
By    H.    B.    MARRIOTT    WATSON 

With  Illustrations  by  A.  I.  Keller.         Cloth  extra,  68. 
"  Freeh,  goes  forward,  and  is  good  reading."— Po!i  Uall  Gazette. 

REALISTIC  ROMANCE 

OF  THE  TIME  OF  THE  GREAT  DUKE  OK  MARLBOROUGH 

HIS    COUNTERPART 

By    RUSSELL   M.  GARNIEK 

Cloth  extra,  63. 
"  Reminds  one  pretty  forcibly  of  the  gifted  writer  of  '  Monto  Cristo  '—with- 
out doubt  a  clever  book."— Scotsman. 

MARGARET  DELANFS~NEW  WORK 

OLD    CHESTER    TALES 

By  MARGARET  DELAND.    Illustrated  by  Howard  Pyle. 
Crown  8vo,  uloth  extra,  6s. 

FRANK  R.  STOCKTON'S 

LATEST  NOVEL 

THE  ASSOCIATE  HERMITS 

By  FRANK  R.  STOCKTON,  Author  of  "The  Great  Stone  of 
Sardis,"  &o.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

"  The  Book  is  a  notable  one  for  the  Season."— Athen.eum. 

THE  ROMANTIC  HISTORY  OF  ROBIN  HOOD 

By  BARRY  PAIN. 
With  many  fine  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
One  of  the  most  delightful  gift-books  of  the  &iia,%o-a."— Literature. 

NOTE, — An  Interesting  List  of  New  Books  post  free  to  any 
part  of  the  World. 

HARPER  &  BROTHERS,  Publishers,  London  and  New  York. 
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ROBERT 


By  IAN  MAfLARKN. 

AFTERWARDS,  and  othkr  •torus. 

Uy  IAN  MAIXAIIKN,  Author  of  "Bcnide  tb«  BoDnle  Brier  Baib,"  te. 

Crown  Hvo,  art  lioon,  6h, 

TKNTir  KDITION. 

CONCERNING  ISABEL  OARNABY. 

By  K1,L1:N  THOUNBYCnOFT  laiWLKR.  Crown  Svo,  clolli.  (U. 
"MiKs  Fowler  liivs  Achieved  a  sucoens  ns  thnroiisfhly  KntlifyinKtober  rewlera 
as  ii  must  bo  to  horeolf.  '  The  novel  of  the  oi'saou'  will  i>r<  liahly  lietbe  p<<)ialar 
vemict  uiinn  this  uiuiizioKly  witty  and  brilliant  nUny.  The  li  K)k  poauively 
mdiftius  bumoDr  .  UiiiKiuni,  imnidox,  imccrlote— in  eliort,  all  the  weapons*  in 
ihn  Ijorn  louversationaliet'K  armoury— appear  in  this  i-ntcriHinio;;  novel  In  a 
state  of  the  highest  poliah,  and  the  dlaloKues  alone  would  make  the  fortune  of 
the  story."— Speaker. 

FOR  LITKRARY  SOCIKTIKS. 

A     HANDBOOK     for     LITERARY     and 

DEBATING  SOCIKTIKS.    Crown  Svo,  rloth,  :(h.  (Id. 
"  Kvery  literiir\-  cocioty  in  the  country  Bhoold  pirrcss  a  copy,  for  it  is  hardly 
less  necessary  to  the  members  than  the  miuute-book."— Z>uade<  Advtrtistr. 

SECOND  KDITION. 

LOUIS   STEVENSON'S   EDIN- 

lUIfOII   DAYS.     Hy  10.  BLANTYRK  SI. Ml'SON,  Author  of  "  .Sir  James 
Y.  Simpson,"    Crown  8vo,  clotn,  tis. 
"  A  book  that  cannot  fail  to  interest." 

By  MICHAKL  MACDONAGH. 

IRISH  LIFE  and  CHARACTER. 

By  MICHAEL  MACDONAGH.    Crown  Svo,  s,'ilt  top,  es. 

Bv  J.  H.  McCarthy. 

A   SHORT    HISTORY    of    the    UNITED 

STATES.    By  JUSTIN  IIUNTLY  MCCARTHY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os. 
Hy  the  DUCHE38  OF  LEEDS. 

€APRICCIOS. 

By  the  DUCHESS  of  L1':EDS.    Crown  Svo.  itrt  linen,  68. 
"  We  must  con^rfttulftto  the  Duchess  of  LeetU  on  her  clever  votnme  of  short 
atorict*.  which  display  literary  ability  of  no  mean  order....    We  have  nothinf^  but 
pniiso  lor  this  volume,  which  is  one  ot  real  literary  interest." 

St.  Jamea's  Oazeite, 
Hy  L.  GLADSTONE. 

NEIL  MACLEOD : 

A  Tiile  of  Literary  Life  in  London.  By  L.  GLADSTONE.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  88. 

By  HALLIDAY  ROGERS. 

MEGGrOTSBRAE  :    portraits  and   memories. 

By  HALLIDAY  BOliERS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
"  Rcbtraincd  pathos,  healthy  sentiment,  and  a  fair  amount  of  humoor,  aloog 
with  an  admirable  literary  style,  characterise  all  the  sketches." 

Vutnlee  Advertiser. 
By  RALPH  CONNOR. 

BLACK  ROCK :   a  tale  of  the  selkirks. 

Bv  liALl'H  CONNOR.  With  Introduction  by  Prof.  GEORUE  ADAM 
SMITH.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
Dr.  G.  Adam  Smith  says  in  his  Preface  :  "Ralph  Connor  has  seen  with  hi« 
own  eyes  the  life  which  he  describes  in  this  book.  Ho  writes  with  the  freshness 
ano  jit  curacy  of  an  e\e-witnegs,  with  the  style  of  a  real  artist,  ainl  with  the 
tenderness  and  tiopeJnInvBs  of  a  man  not  only  of  faith,  but  of  experience,  who 
has  seen  in  fulfilment  the  ideals  for  which  he  lives." 

By  the  AITTHOR  ot  "  PROBABLE  SONS." 

HIS  BIG  OPPORTUNITY. 

By  vVMY  LK  KKUVRE,  Author  of  '*  I'robable  Sons*,'*  "Odd/*  "Eric's 
Gjod  News."  Ac.  With  ^  Illustrations  by  Sydney  CoweU.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  edRCs,  2s. 

SECOND  EDITION. 

HESTER  MORLEY'S  PROMISE. 

By  IIKSBA  STRETTON,  .Vutlior  of  "Jessica's  First  Prayer,"  "The 
D.  etor's  Oilemmii,"  &c.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Gs. 
"  The  bright  particular  star  of  the  book  is  Hester  Morlcy,  and  she  shines 
■steadily  rif^ht  to  the  end.  Hesba  Stretton  has  i)roduced  no  more  beautiful 
personate  tnan  Hester  Morley.  One  is  better  for  her  ncrinaiutance.  The 
curiously  coraplei  disposition  of  Robert  Waldron  is  limned  with  the  greatest 
fikxn."~Oiindee  Advertiser. 


NOW  RKiDY. 

THE  LIFE  of  HENRY 

DRUMMOND,  F.R.S.E. 

By  ()ROK''JR  ADAU  flMI^II.  I'n.fe.Mr  of  Hi'lir»w  an)  lll.I  TnUmlnl 
Exegenw,  Free  Church  CullrKe,  (ilaifow.  Witli  Two  I'onralla.  OroOB 
Nvo,  oloih,  7».  M. 

HK''OND  EDITION  E.XHAUSrED.    THIRD  EDITION  IN  THE  I'RISaa. 

THE  LIFE  of  R.  W.  DALE,  LL  D , 

of  BIRMINGHAM. 

By  hi*  Bon,  A.  W,  W.  DALE,  M.A.    With  rortralt.    hva,  cloth,  !«•. 

"  It  is  a  deeply  IntereslirK  record  of  one  of  the  rnott  •trenuow  iikI  oMta 
Uvea  of  modem  days." — Vaiiy  AVft. 

"  This  admiiabia  and  mo>i  1111*1  biofrrapfay Mr.  A.  W.  W,  Dkl«  hu  p«r- 

fonueil  a  very  ihlUculi  in.k  with  K'eai  cnalit.  He  ha*  lold  tu  fatter  ■  turj 
with  excellent  detachment,  aeirelTaccment,  and  ftiifipliotiy.  Tl.rr«  la  DOfw  fk 
the  exceu  In  praise  which  so  often  man  the  biography  wntun  wUhln  lb* 
family."  — Boi'if  Chronielr. 

PRINCIPAL  REYNOLDS,  of  ChMhnnt. 

HENRY  ROBERT  REYNOLDS,  DD. : 

HI.S  LIKE  AMI  I.KITKR.S.  Editrd  by  his  Sitleri.  rt'uh  Two  PortralU. 
Crown  Hvo,  cloth,  l>s. 

"Throaghout  life  Dr.  Reynold*  •Mmi  to  have  had 'troop*  of  frieiul«,'of 
klDdr«d  acAimpliahmeiitii  ann  t«at««.  and  the  oorrespoDdeore  liMween  th«a  la 
often  deeply  iniereetlnv.  It  wouM  In  easy  lo  suvvest  that  too  many  latMra 
have  been  printed.  Yet  this  will  scarcely  be  the  frehiiir  or  ih<i>M>  familiar  with 
Dr.  Reynolds'  work  and  the  hiitb  ratmm  in  which  he  »as  wi  rthily  btUU  Of 
him  it  may  truly  lie  said  *  be  eweeteued  the  bieatu  ot  wciety.'  "—ieoltman. 

SECOND  EDITION. 

WAS  CHRIST  BORN   at  BETHLEHEM  V 

A  Study  in  the  Credibility  of  St.  Luke.  By  i'r,(.  W.  M.  I1,VUSAY, 
D.C.L.,  LL.D.    UronnHTO,  cloth,  ta. 

DR.  J.  R.  MILLER'S  NEW  WOES. 


THE  JOY  of  SERVICE. 


A  New  Volume  of  the  "  t<ilcnt  Timca  "  Series.  By  J.  B.  MILLEH,  D.D. 
Vcap.  8to,  while  and  Rold,  :i».  ed. 

ni!.  MILLER'S  NEW  CHRISTMAS  BOOKLET. 

THE  SECRET  of  GLADNESS. 

Dr.  MILLER'S  CH8ISTMAS  BOOKLET.  With  31  Illustfstive  and 
Decorative  Drawing  by  U.  H.  Edwaidt.    InOniamemnl  Wrapper,  l*. 

By  PROP.  J.  H.  BERNARD. 

VIA  DOMINI '   sermon*  fok  chribtiam  skasoms. 

By  J.  H.  BERNARD.  D.D..  Kellnw  of  Trinity  Colle«,  Dublin;  and 
Archbishop  Kioff's  Lecturer  in  Divinity,  Tieasorer  of  St,  PauioJi'a 
Cathedral,  DubUn.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  es. 

By  RE7.  N.  L.  WALKER. 

JESUS    CHRIST  and  HIS 

SURROUNDINGS. 

By  the  Her.  NOBMAN  L.  WALKER.  D.D.    i  r  w     ~,  ,,  oli*h,  S«.  «d. 

A  NEW  VULIME. 
"LITTLE    BOOKS    ON    RELIOIOM"    SERIE*. 


RESTORED  INNOCENCE. 

A  New  VolumPdf  the  "  Little  Books  on  Relieion  * 
R.  J.  CAMPBEU.,  B.A.    Cloth  eleitani.  Is.  «d. 

By  DR.  SCHOriELD. 

THE  UNCONSCIOUS  MIND. 

By  Al.l'KKU  T.  SCIlOt  liXD,  M.P,,  M.li.i 
Diaf^rams,  7s.  6d. 


Serie*.     By  the  Rar. 


Crown  8to,  cloth,  with 


By  W.  J.  DAWSON. 

TABLE  TALK  WITH  YOUNG  MEN. 

By  W.  J.  DAWSON.     Cruwn  Svo,  iKtb.  3>.  Oil. 

"  A  very  good  Imok  to  put  into  the  haadH  of  young  men  **—  Timef, 
**  A  bitfhly  he'pful  and  atimalatinK  book." — ula$ffOW  JItratd. 


ILLUSTRATED  EDITIONS  OF  WORKS  BY  J.  M.   BARRIE  AND  IAN  MACLAREN. 


By  IAN   MACLABEN, 

Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  6.s.  each. 

BESIDE    THE    BONNIE    BRIER   BUSH. 

With  8  Illustrations  from  Etchings  by  William  Hole,  U.S.A. 

THE  DAYS  OF  AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

With  10  Hlustrations  by  A.  8.  Boyd. 


££. 


J.    M.    BARRIE. 


Crown  8vo,  buckram,  Cs.  each. 

A  WINDOW  IN  THRUMS. 

With  IL>  IllustrauoQs  from  Etchings  by  William  Bol*.  R.8.A. 

AULD    LIGHT    IDYLLS. 

With  13  Illustrations  from  Etching*  by  William  Bole.  R.8.  \. 


London :   HODDER   &    STOUGHTON,  27,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 


532 


The    Academy. 


24  December,   T898. 


MR.    JAMES    BOWDEN'S    NEW    PUBLICATIONS. 


'A  THRILLING  STORY." 


By      LADY  MARY  of  the  DARK  HOUSE.    By 


valuable  recruit  in  Mrs. 


"AN  EXCELLENT.  SPIRITED  NOVEL." 

MISTRESS  NANCY  MOLES  WORTH. 

JOSEPH  HOCKING.    Sft^ond  Kdi'inn.  crown  8vo.  6s. 

•*  An  tiiimiBtak*l.Ic  8Uoce«     Exoitiiig,  wull  tol<l.  w]m\esome."—Ilnti«h  ^^'eekll/. 

■'  The  lK'»t-wntl«u  aud  most  vigoroua  of  all  this  popular  author's  iMWks.  " 

Jllugtrated  Lvndon  Newa. 
"  An  exoellent  romance,  full  of  stirring  iuciAent  "—Ovtlook:  ^^ 

"  Excels  in  literary  woi  kmaubhip,  in  imusinatiTe  vigour,  and  in  daring  mvention. 

ScotMman. 
"  Then*  is  a  swing  aud  a  dash  in  it  that  no  reader  can  withstand.     Sir.  Weymsn  h;\8  given 
us  U(>  more  mruil.v  or  il;iriog  hi-ro,  no  more  attiactive  or  charming  heroine."—  ttookman. 

JUDITH  BOLDERO:    A  Tragic  Romance. 

By  W.  J.  DAWSON,  Authorof  "Thro'  Lattice  Wiudowa."    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
"  A  iiowerful  sturv,  finely  conceived."— 5p«ci(( (or. 

■•  Teems  with  chiir.aclet-skptches  of  high  finish  and  convincing  realism."— Z>(llij/  Telegraph. 
"  A  Bideodidly  toM.  remarkable  tale.    A  magnificent  story."- To-i)ay. 
"A  htroug  book."— Iax  Maclaben. 

PAUL    CARAH,    CORNISHMAN.    By 

CHARGES  LEE,  Author  of  "The  Widow  Woman."      Crown  8 to,  6s., 

lllufltrated. 
"Extraordinarilv  hamAi  ."—Athenri^vm  . 

"Thorough'v  reilisea  aud  admirably  presented.    Paul  is  there,  alive,  '—^atumay  Revieic. 
"A  ffofkofgeiiuiue  itrtistic  merit."— sf.  James st  Gazette. 
"Carali  is  a  hviugaud  most  amusing  human  h^ivg  "—llluntrated  Lomon  News. 

THE  HARVEST  of  SIN.    By  Marie  Connor 

LEIGHTON,  Joint  Author  of  "Convict  99."     Crown  8vo,  As. 
**  A  clever,  interesting  story.    The  sketches  of  theatrical  life  are  realistic  and  natuial. 
while  the  minor  characters  are  "well  tir&yfn."— Daily  Graphxc. 

BY  ROARING   LOOM.      By  J.   Marshall 

MATH  KR,  Author  of  "  Lancashire  Idylls."    Urown  8vo,  6s.    Illustrated. 
"  Full  of  bfc  nnd  verisimilitude  ;    though  he  treats  of  simple  folk  and  humble,  there  are 
fine  tvpeH  in  Mr.  Mather's  gallery ;  and  the  sturdy  Independence,  the  dry  humour,  the  kindly 
natufeti  of  the  Lancashire  working  classes  are  finely  lined.    . .  A  masterpiece  in  its  way." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE  INTERVENTION  of  the  DUKE.    By 

L.  ALLEN  HARKER.    Small  Crown  8vo,  28. 
"  Uncommonly  well  written."— .S(.  Javies's  Gazette. 
"  Toiii  with  a  quiet  ease  and  certuinty  that  make  them  enjoyable  reading."— TAe  World. 

SKETCHES  on  SERVICE  during  the  INDIAN  FRONTIER  CAMPAIGNS  of  1897.    By 

Muior  E.  A.  P.  HOBDAY,  R.A.,  D.A.A.G-.  Ist  Brieade  Malakand  Field  Force.    With  57  Full-Page  p:ugi-aviugs  from  the  Original  Sketches  made  en  route, 

and  14  Photographs  of  Ofl&cf»re,  &c.     Royal  8vo,  10s.  6d.    Covers  the  whole  of  the  Mad  Mullah's  country. 
"  A  most  charming  colume.    The  scenes  are  vigorous  and  life-like,  and  the  physical  peculiarities  of  the  country  are  indicated  with  great  truth  and  insight."— TA«  Globe. 
"  Deserves  great  praise.    Some  of  the  landscapes  arc  excellent  specimens  of  what  such  sketches  should  be.    GjoiI,  however,  as  these  are,  the  figure  pieces,  full  of  life  and  action,  are  twtter." 

Athe)uett}n. 


Mrs.  C.  X.  WILLIAMSON,  Author  of  "  The  Barnstormers. 

6s. 
"A  rattling  gootl  story."— Tfte  World. 

'•  From  ex-ery  point  of  view  the  fiction  of  sensation  has  enlisted 
Williamson."- iforninp  Post. 

A  ROSE  COLOURED  THREAD.    By  Jessie 

MANSKRGH.  Crown  Svn.  Sa.  fid. 
"  A  poignant  study  of  chanicter,  disijlavinc  remarknble  ability.  'Wliile  it  barely  cHL-npt^s 
the  cliirge  of  erueltv.  >">  unnmrited  aud  remorsele-»  is  the  fate  of  the  girl,  it  exacts  pralwe  for 
strength  and  delicacy  in  ih«  development  of  tliat  fate  without  a  touch  of  melotlrama..  ..There 
is  not  a  sentence  tixv  much  ;  nothing  forced,  yet  a  CvUSt^int  sense  of  compassion  keiit  alive.  A 
work  of  art,  iu  shoit."— T/tc  World. 

AT   FRIENDLY    POINT.     By    G.    Firth 

SCOTT.    Crown  8vo,  3a,  6d. 

"  Vivid  pictures  of  simple,  rougli  Australian  life."— To-Pay. 

"  Fiieudly  i-oint  is  not  an  engaging  part  of  the  world,  and  the  inhabitants  cannot  be 
called  austere.  But  they  are  all  entertaining  folk,  with  a  grimly  humorous  outlook  on  life, 
and  Mr.  Firth  Scott  has  got  them  exactly."— A'adirdaj/  Revieu: 

THE  ROGUES'  PARADISE.     By  Edwin 

PDGH  and  CHARLES  GLKIG.    Crown  8vo.  lis.  6d. 
"  Full  of  bright  talk  and  of  nood  Rituations."— PdH  ifall  Gazette. 

"Bright,  amusing,  laughable.  'The  Kogues' Paradise' is  a  book  over  which  the  spirit  ot 
merry  satire  shakes  airy  wings.    Reserves  a  wide  success."—  fttf-i- 1**^  ivhitjt 


-Black  and  White. 

NOTHING  BUT  NONSENSE.    A  Book  of 

Nonsense  Verses.    By  MARY  KERNAHAN.    With  Original  Grotesques 
in  Colours  by  Tony  Ludovici.    Oblono-  4to,  38.  6d. 
**  There  are  many  attemi)ts  at  this  kind  of  thing  year  after  year,  but  few  are  so  succesbful 
as  '  NothioK  l»»t  Nonsenfee."  "  — Specfofo?'. 

"  Life  would  not  be  worth  living  witliout  its  moments  of  nonsense,  and  Mary  KeruahaTi  a 
book  is  'Nothing  l>ut  Nonsense,'  aud  very  good  it  is.  The  pictures  are  simply  beautifully 
ridiculous."— PuHc/t. 

THE  TRAVELLERS,  and   other   Stories. 

Written  and  Pictured  by  Mrs.  ARTHUR  GASKIN.    Printed  in  Colours 

by  Edmund  Evans.     Crown  -ito,  3s.  6d. 
"  A  baby  book  of  rare  charm."—  WeatmUister  Gazette. 
"  Decidedly  pretty,  natural,  and  spirited."— *lift<;n<e«m. 
"The  'iiiaiutest  and  prettiest  of  all  the  j)ictare  books."— T/i€  ITorW. 


Lnndon :    JAMES  BOWDEN,   10,  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  W.C, 


A    CHARMiNG    GIFT   BOOK  I 

'*  A  brilliant  hoo)s.."— Sketch. 
*'  Particularly  good,"— Academy. 
tjs.    net,    claret   roan,    gilt.    Illustrated. 

LONDON  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE 
DIAMOND  JUBILEE. 

London :     Simpkin,  Marshall   &  Col 
Llangollen :  Darhngton  &  Co. 


DARLINGTON'S  HANDBOOKS, 

Edited  by  E.\LPH  DARLINGTON,  F.R.G.S. 

Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW. 
Fcap.  8vo.    ONE  SHILLTNO  EACH.     Illustrated. 
THE     VALB     of    LLANGOLLIIN  -  With 

Special  (-iiiitiiliutious  from  Hin  Excellency  E.  J.  PHELPS, 
late  Ameiicau  Minister  ;  Professor  JOIIN  RUSKIN, 
LL.U. ;  KOBERT  BROWSING;  A.  W.  KI.NGLA.KE 
nnd  Sir  TBEdDORE  .MARTIN,  K.C.B. 

BOURNEMOUTH  and  NEW  FOREST. 

THECIlANNtL   ISLAKUS 

THE  NORTH  WALKS  fOAST. 

THE  ISLE  of  WIUHT, 

BRECON  an.l  it»  HKACONS. 

THE  WYE  VALLEV. 

ROSS.  TlN'l-EKN.  and  CHEPSTOW. 

THE  SEVERN  VALLEV 

BRISTOL.  BATH.  WELLS,  aud  WESTON-SOPER-MARE 

BRIGHTON,  EASTB  .URNE.  H.\STINO,«,  and  ST.  LEON- 
ARDS. 

LLANDUIiNO,  RIIVL,  BANGOR,  BETTWSYCOED  and 
SNOWDON. 

ABKUVSrWVlll.  BARMOUTH,  MACHYNLLETH  and 
ABEKDovEV. 

BARMoUTli,  lioLOELLY.  HARLECH,  CRIOCIETH  and 
PttLLMELI 

MALVERN,  HEREFORD,  WORCESTER,  GLOUCESTER 
and  CHELTENHAM. 

LLANI)RI.\L01i  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 


SKCOND   EDITION,    ENLARGED,    6s. 

Si.^ty  Illustratious,  21  Maps  and  Plans. 

LONDON  AND   ENVIRONS. 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 

Llangollen  :  DARLINGTON  &  CO. 
London  : 

SiMPKIK,    MiESHiLI,,     MiMlLTOIf,   KiRT    &    CO.,   Ltd. 

The  Railway  Bookstalls,  and  all  Booksellers'. 


HURST   &  BLACKETT'S 

CHRISTMAS     BOOKS. 


TI/£  TWO  GREAT  SUCCESSES  OF  THE  SEASON. 


THE  TENTH  EDITIOX,  making  10,000  copies  of  the  English  Edition,  is  exhausted.    Th& 
ELEVENTH  EDITION  is  now  ready,  in  1  vol.,  crown  8vo,  gilt  top,  price  Gs. 

AYLWIN. 

By    THEODORE     W  A  T  T  S-D  U  N  T  0  N, 

Author  of  "  The  Coming  of  Love  ;  Rhona  Boswell's  Story." 

*'  The  scenes  of  artist  life  di^wn  by  cue  who  was  fatniliar  with  the  romantic  events  which  he  desci'ibe* 
will  be  the  most  attractive  part  of  the  book  to  most  readers." — The  Times, 

"A  vivid,  enthialling,  absorbini^  love-story." — Daily  Chronicle. 


THIRD  PRINTING,  making  18,000  copies  of  the  ENGLISH  EDITION,  now  ready.     In 
1  vol ,  crown  8vo,  extra  cloth,  33.  Gd. 

THE    SECOND    THOUGHTS    OF    AN 
IDLE    FELLOW. 

By  Jerome  K.  Jerome, 

Author  of  "  Three  Men  in  a  Boat,"  &c. 

"This  collection  is  certainly  not  behind  its  predecessor  in  smai'tness  or  whimsical  humour." 

liaily  i*eivs. 

"  What  the  average  reader  wants  is  something  to  take  him  out  of  himself  for  a  brief  season,  and  tli  ■ 
faculty  of  effecting  this  is  possessed  by  Mr.  Jerome  in  a  liberal  (we  might  almost  say  an  e.\alted)  decree. 

Literaru  Worm. 


HUEST  «&  BLACKETT  (Limited),  13,  Great  Marlborough  Street. 


31   December,  1898. 
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OATALOQUES. 


WItLIAMS        A      NOBaATE 
IMPORTERS  or  rORIION  BOOKS, 
14,  HinrlittH  Htreet,  OoTant  Oudan,  90,  Bonth  Fredarlok  8i.. 
BdlDburgh,  uDd  7,  Broad  Biro«t,  Oxford. 


OATALOODEB   poit  Irm  on  •pplieatlon. 

AEDEKER'S     &     BADDELEY'S, 

T»UKI8T8'    OUIDB    B00K8. 
NowftlUjrdetallisdCATAI/UUIIEMnt  poit  trMOQappUoUoo. 

DULAU  *  00„  37,  8oHO  SaoAU,  Lomiojt,  W. 


B 


AOENCT  FOR  AMERICAN  BOOKS. 

G>  P.  PUTNAM'S  SONS.  PUBLISHERS  and 
^  •  BOOKHKI.LKRS,  of  97  anil  29  We«t  aSrd  Street.  New 
York,  and  U-i.  HEUFORD  STREKT.  I/)N1>0N.  W.C.dMlro  to 
call  tht)  atteiitiou  oftho  REAI>1N(1  yVhhW  to  th««xce)lcul 
facilitieipretwotflU  l>y  their  Branch  Moum  In  London  forflllinit, 
on  thu  moBt  fiiTOurablo  tormi,  oiilers  for  their  uwn  STAN  1>ARI> 
PUBLICATIONS  and  for  ALL  AMERICAN  BUOKS  and 
PERIODICALS,— CATALO(;UES  sent  on  application. 

IMPORTANT.-PRINTINO  AND  PUBLISHING, 

NEWSPAPERS,  MAGAZINES,  BOOKS,  &c. 
—  KIN(J,  HELL  4  IlAILToN.  Limitod.  hif{h-claH 
PrlutiTB  and  I'ultlfsliurii,  rj,  Oinmh  Siiuaro,  4,  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 
Street.  K.C.,  hav»Hi>tN;laUy-huiU  ItotatyanU  other fiiHt  Machines 
fiir  printiuK  illusMatuiIor  othtsr  PublicatioiiB  andnpecially-huill 
Mnohiiu'S  fur  faot  fuldiug  and  ooveriug  H,  Id,  'J4,  or  3a-paffe 
Joiirn>Llti  at  unoopunitiuu. 

Advtcu  aud  aHsiHtance  given  to  anyone  wishing  to  comroenoe 
New  JournalH. 

Faollitiea  upon  the  preroioes  for  Editorial  Office*  free.   Adver- 
tiiilug  and  PuuUehlng  Dupartnienta  conducte<l. 

Telepone  f»I2l.    Telegraph  "  Afncaniiim,  London  " 

AUTHORS'  AOENT.-Mr.  J.  EVKLKIGH 
Nash  ht-gn  ti>  announce  that  ho  hns  coimncnoc<l 
BUSINF.SS  ag  an  ATTMORH'  AUKM'.  From  his  inUnmt*: 
knowtedgt:  of  the  I'tihliiihing  Trade  lit;  in  wuU  <|ualitltHl  to 
undertake  thf  udviiutuucOLiii  diBpuwil  of  SI  *S.,  ai>d  will  Iw 
Kla.1  to  henr  from  AiilhorB  with  thitt  view.— Addrewt  Amherli-y 
House,  Norfolk  Street.  Strand. 

LITERARY  RESEARCH.  — A  GeuUeman, 
exi»erienced  In  Literary  Work,  aud  who  ha«  access  to  the 
British  MuHuum  Reading  Room,  is  open  to  arrange  with 
Author  or  any  person  rt^quiriog  assistance  in  Literary  Re- 
search,  nr  In  seeuiK  Wurk  through  the  Press.  Translations 
undertaken  from  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. —Apply,  by 
Vtter.  to  D.  0.  Dai.lah  ft.  FuraivaU^'rc^t.  London.  F  0. 

CHATKAU  *l«  I'ESPlsIHANCE.  LADY 
Ml'HKAYS  CdWALEHCENT  HOME  of  RRhT  for 
AUTHUU8  and  ARTlaT:^.  fituatetl  in  a  raogt  ttttautiful  fart 
of  the  foutliot  Fiance.  NOW  (H'EN.  — Full  particulars  to  1m« 
ha<l  from  the  Uou.  Lady  Mukhay,  Villa  Victoria,  Canncx, 
Frann 
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HUPPLI 
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—Holland 

Co.,  Cherry  StrMt.  Birn 
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TYPE-WRITING    promptly    and    accurately 
done.     ICkl.  per  1,000  words.     Samples  and  references.— 
Address.  Miss  £.  M  .  18,  Mortimer  Crescent  N.W.       _ 

rpYPEWRITING.  — MANUSCRIPTS,  8C}en- 

X      tifii-.   dramatic,  and  all   kinds  COPIED   with  neatness 

and  rapidity.  Cii^ar  dupllo^ie  copies.  Circulars,  Ac,  multiplied 
by  Ediitou'H  Mimeograph.  L<»>g  experience  —  Mins  Spbino, 
S,  Atramemnon    Ko««l.    W^nr    uhm;.  nt'-wl. 

The  Old  Series  of  THE  AOADEMY,  which 
ended  oh  Odobtr  1st,  completed  a  volume. 
The  Index  can  he  obtained  ijraiis  on  appli- 
cation to  the  Publisher. 


"THE  ACADEMY" 
LITERARY  COMPETITIONS. 

No.  13. 

All  readers  attempting  this  week's 
Competition  {described  fully  on  page 
562)  must  cut  out  this  Coupon 
and  enclose  it  with  their  reply. 


THE    MOST    NUTRITIOUS. 

E     P    P    S  '  S 

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING. 

COCOA 


BREAKFAST-SU    P    R. 


T.    PADL»R   PRRPAIlATfUtV  MiHOOL*. 


O    (JOLKTC^trUT 
TERM.  IM*.  on  Tl  1 
Admt»ii>ii  f)  1h'  III  I 
M.A  ,  Ul«<H.'h   I 

iMinnrf  Htf  I  ' 
tir  Exhiltlli'iti- 
■lun  lnt4i  WfM'i 
ymrs  aa»  o|>«  i 
Oxford  and  Ca  I  r 

At  lb«  App<'- 
hadfn)»»i  >..  < 
had    M 

About 
reoeivixi  nieir  riinv  <-iii 


*.  for  LENT 

c4lloa«  tut 

'    Hkwimkm. 

'  ■»r..t.i 

Uii««  lalnml  |(rh4jlar»hip* 

l«e.  and  l»  falbfd  a<lmi» 

I'lirtitc    th«   l«at  thlrlwn 

>Wt-u  hy   Paulina*  at 

>luHl  l*aul'swh'> 
^...,..«  C«rtlfU»U, »  wb*> 
'ialt>.   uul  79   wnu   hftd 

.tAloed  th«M  Meee«ai  had 

•>tct  Court. 


ROYAL   INDIAN   ENOIN BERING  COL- 
LEOE.  <too|H>r»  Hill.  MUIdm. 

Ttie  COURSE  of  STUDY  U  arruiMl  to  flt  an  Kn«lDr«rfor 
employment  lu  Euri>|.i>,  Imllii,  NnTi  Uw  Colonlra.  At^ml 
40  Htudrn'i  will  Im  admltt4^1  ii  i -nit    Th*- HrrrrtATj 

of  State  will  offer  thrm  for  l  '  <  Ivn  Ap|MilnlUient> 

a«  AMlstant  Enginevn  In  t)i>  -   l>4'iMrtm*lil,  atkJ 

Thre«  AppolotmanUas  Aiwut.t...  .  .,■.  .  .:.;■  i.deuta  In  the  Telf»- 
itraphs  )>ct«rtmont,  Omt  In  Oti'  Act minU  llrnocli  P.W.D..  uhI 
One  hi  theTrafltti  De|>artniriit,  Indian  KtHt<<  RallHTKy, 

For  itmrtloulars  apply  to  Hi'NKTtaT.  at  Collrie. 

A80N     UNIVERSITY    COLLBGK 

lUHMINOIlAM. 
LKCTPREHHIP    IN    MATHKMATlCii. 

T)ie  CounoilinvKe  applications  for  theal«iveap|>olntm«ot. 

Applicalious.  lu-compauled  hy  livtimoiiiaU.  •houh)  t*e  svnt 
to  the  undervlgned  not  later  than  Monday,  thd  'imi  t.f 
.lanuary,   INUO. 

The  Candlilate  etecti^I  will  \m  retpilrt-d  ia  ent«r  upon  hU 
dutiet  as  soon  as  |>OMihle  aft«r  •tanuatv  ITlh.  iwv. 

Further  itarticulam  may  Iw  ohiaiueil  from 

(JEO.  II.  MORLEY.  Keoretary. 

VICTORIA     I'NIVKRSITY. 
HK    YORKSHIRE   COLLKGE,    LEEDS. 


M 


T 


DEI'ARTMBNT    OP    8C1KNCB,    TECHMOLlKIY. 
AND   AHT8. 
The    NEXT  TERM    bmtna  TUESDAY,  JANUARY    lOlh. 
rrusi.t'ctus  (putt  Ut)e\  from  (lie  ItRoinTiuN. 

BLACKWOOD'S      MAGAZINE. 

No.  91W.  —  JANUARY,  l«w.  —  2^  11.I. 

No-Mai»'b-Lakd,  by  John  Buchnn.  —  RoiiiKCB  o> 
Tm  Fbk  Tr»bii  :  Thk  Mo»!(tai»  Miv.  — Auto- 
BioGBAPfiY  OF  A  (*niLD,  chnps.  xv.-x*x. — HeiT  wnr 
HAV8  Kbit  a  Diaiv,  by  W.  Sichel.— Tri  Pdnirva. 
TICK  OF   AmicAK  KiiPBAjiTS,  by  Alfred  Sbarpe.— 

MONTKOSB  AND  AiOTLI.   l.Y    F1CTIO5  — Th«  CaiLIXTH  : 

TuEiK  Ca8B,  tubik  Oaubb,  tiiiir  Cniirs.  —  Lord 
Lyonb.~F«om  Kokbiow  Pakts  :  A  Sohq  of  Dbvoii, 
by  Kdwaid  A.  IniSK.  — Thb    Rbbbl   Kiao.  — Thb 

LOOltBR.Oll. 

WILUAM  BLACKWOOD  *  SONS,  ■siBBOBU  aub  Lwixn 


THK 

NINETEENTH 


CENTURY. 


.lANUARV,  iwl. 
COMMENCEMENT  i)V  A  NEW  VOLUME. 
THE  I.IIiER.M.  COI.LAI'SK: 

ID  THE    I'AilTV    AMI    ITS  LEADERS.     By  the  R«v 

Dr    .1.    GUINNKSK    RoOKKM. 

(21  A  CASE  lor  l.'OAMTION.     By  81BMT  Low. 

131   THE    INliEl'ENDENT   LAnOUR    PARTY'S    PRO- 

0R.4MME     By.l.KiiiR  H  ARiiiKaiid  J.  R.  MacDoxald. 

BRITISH    HEa.MEN    (or    BRITISH    SHU'S.      By    W.    L. 

.^rNM.lK  and  .1    H.  Vo\%i,l.  .\I.1', 
KRANCE  in  NEWFolIMil.ANI).    By  P.  T.  M.-CJiiArn. 
THE  COLONIAL  WEAKNESS  u(  FRANCE     By  Licut.-Ca). 

UNIv"kRS1TY  EDUCATION  for  IRISH  CATHOLICS.     By 

the  lllsllol'  of    I.IMKHtCR 

VITTORIA  ACCORAMIIONI.     Br  Va.caiiit  Mait"  >»ii. 
I'llOLodUE    TO     'THE    llUcllESS     cf     MALFY."      Bv 

AlOHIKON    ClIAH'.rJt   SWIUBUK.XK. 

THE  OPEN-AIR  CUKE  of  CON-UMITKIN  :  A  PERSONAL 

EXPERIENCE     Ry  Jamkk  Aktiiin  (;ih<uix. 
IMPRESSIONS  of  AMERICAN  UNIVERSITIES.    By  Prof. 

I*KHi:Y    (;»HltMH. 

FI.Y  FISHIMl.      By  SvDMiv  Bi'Vtcin.  MP. 

SILMK  KKCol.LElTloNs  of  SIR  EDWARD  BURNE- 
.loNKS,     Bv  .Ii.sKrii  jAKiii!,. 

ARE  SAVAiil:  (10D8  BORROWED  FROM  MISSION- 
ARIES!'   Bv  Amjhkw  Las». 

THE  ALPS  <n  18U8-     By  Riais^ti*  HtruHK«. 

THE  DREYFUS  DRAMA  miH  ITS  SIQNIFICANCE.  By 
Y'VM>  Ol'tot,  Ex-Mlniitar  of  Piihllo  Work,. 

Loudoo :  Sampsok  Low,  ,M  ak^tom  A  Compart,  Limited. 


BSTABLISUeD    IMl. 

BIRKBECK        BANK, 
Southnmpton  BulldiuKa.  Chancery  L&ue.  London. 
TWO-ANIlA-IIALF   per  CENT.    INTEREST  allowed  on 
DEPOSITS  rri>ay*hleon  demi»D.I. 

TWO  i)«r  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS, on  the  ralnl- 
nura  montlilv  Imlance.,  wh*  n  pot  ilrvwn  h«low  £100. 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  paiohuwl  and  Kid. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

Eortheencour&itementof  Ttitift  the  Bank n>c«ire« small  titmi 
on  deposit  aud  allows  Interest  monthly  on  each  completed  jCl. 

BIRKBECK    BUILDING   SOCIETY. 

UOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    HOUSE 

rOR  TWO  QLIMAAS   PER   IIORTO. 

BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIETY. 

HOW    TO    PURCHASE    A    PLOT    OF    LAND 

tOM    FIVK  Antl.l.l)*09   PKR   MOPTM. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK.wllhlull  iiartlculars,  |>oi>l  tm 
FRANCIS  RAVENa-ROIT,  Mananr. 


MU  DIE'S      LIBRARY 

(LIMITKUj. 

.SDBSCRIFi'IONH    FROM   ONE  OUINKA 
PEB  ANNUM. 

0A«  n  nTBEBU   AT  AST  DATBL 


THE  BEST  and  MOST  POPULAU  ROOKS 

of  the  8EA8<»X  ARE    NOW  in 

CIRCUI.ATION. 

PnapMtaMS  o(  TirrM  fm  M  mpU"'*— 

BOOK    SALE   DEPARTMENT. 

Muy  TbaawBd  »<it^^m  Coyla  <*  Boaki  *lw«j<  OM  lA 
IDtoMid  Handl.   AboalanaSeUMtoaol 

BOOKS   IN   LEATHER   BINDINGS 

gCITABLE  rOR 

BIRTIIDA )',     WKUDI.sa,    and    SEW 
YEAR'S   I'llESESTS. 


30   to   M,    NRW    OXFORD    BTaSBTs 

t41,    Brompton    Road,   8.W.;    48,    Qaaoi  Tietorla 

StiMt,  B.C.,  LoiiDov ) 

And  at  10- U,  Barton  Ari»da,  Haaoaum. 


LONDON        LIBBABT. 
BT.  JaMOT  a<tnAKK,  B.W. 

Patbor-HRII.  THE  PRINC"  OF  WALES,  K.O. 
Pbi.m           I        :  IK  STEPHEN,  Ea.i 
Vioi-PaaaiURpr-  I  .11   A.  J.  BAl.rol'R   )I.P,  tbw 

BlBhtlUi   1  -i|..P..f  I.ONlH>s.  MBKBIeKT 

?PkNCER,U, .at  Hon.  WE   II  LK.  KT.  M  P.. 

TBi'iTR^RlBht  Iloo.  Sir  M.  OBAIIT  DOFF,  BirtJ  Hoa. 

sir  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  Bart.,  M.P.,  BlBht  lloD.EABLaf 

ROSEBERY.  _  .  .  .    J     .    _. 

The  l.ihra.y  ooataiai  ataot  IB»,OW  ValMWR  «l  AbHmI  Bad 

Moderu   Uleialur.,  In  Varioos  LaaraBaBB.    tabaeriBfta,  ii 

a  year :  Liie  Uemlwrritip,  acBonllaii  t»  aca    FHto«aY«law 

araallowe.!  to  ColUlUTal«^1^>n  loTown  llamlipfa.     K^dlJ* 

Room   Oppa  froBa  10  to  hallpiat  a.     CATAUWDK,  Fiftn 

Edition,  >  Tola.,  royal  iro,  prUB  >la :  to  MMBban,  Ik. 

O,  T,  BASBBXO  WBIOHT.  gasntaiy  aa«  Uknuiaa. 


THE 


f 


AUTOTYPE     COMPANY, 

74,  NKW  OXKORD  8TRKET,  LONDON,  W., 

PB0DTJ0SR8  AMD  PUBlIBHXBt  OF  PEKKABXBT 

FH0100RAFBIC     BBPBODDCTIONS     OP 

FAKOTIii  W0KX8  OF  ART. 


SOME    NOTED    PORTRAITS  BY   OLD 

AND  MODBRX  MASTERS. 

The  nndarmaatlaaBd  AalotypeB.  ropM  dlrart  tl«a  tlM 
Oritlnal  PaluUiun.  are  pvUiibed  in  tbaultem  ilsa  b<  Mta. 
loDgeat  Una.  Pnoea.  uafiBinBd,  IM.  MBk:  or  BflUBTittaly 
flamed,  37a  to  :iSb.  each. 

BE  LLI N  L  (i.-Tbi  DocB  koaardo  Lorsdaaa.  Ill  alfaaal  Oallan  I 
DAVID,  i.  L.->lad*aM  BaeamUr.    IbBaTTa-l 
DiiRER.  A.-Own  PoctrattaltlManafia.    (CMbLI 
GAINSBOROUOH,  T.-MrcSidda<ia.    (Kaiioaal OaUatT.) 
HAL!<.  P. -The  Han  with  While  RalT.    (ilalloaal OalklTJ 
Hogarth,  W.— own  Portrait.    iNatlooal  OaUafTl 
Holbein,  R.-KlDtHeury  VIIL    iWlailBBi  CaatlBj 
HOPPNEK,  J.  -TheCounlnsolOlfofd.    iNalioaal Oallanr.l 
LAWRIiNCE,  Sir  T.-Mn.  Stddaaa.    iNaUaaalOaUafT) 
LELY,  Sir  P  -olirer  CroiaweU.    IUBbL) 
MORONI,  <1. -A  TaUor.    A  Uwrar.    iNalioaal  Oallaiy.l 
RAPHAEU -Own  Portrait.    lUBlLI 
REMBRANDT.-Own  Portrait.    INatioaal OaUafT.) 
REYNOLDS,  Sir  J -Dr.  SaamalJollBaia.    INatkaal  OaBalT.  I 
ROMNEY,  (^.-The  PaiBoa'a  UaofhlOT,    ItUUtdad  OaUalT.) 
SARTO.  A.  DEL-Owo  Portrait.    iNiHoaal  UallBBy.) 
TITIAN.- Kinx  FtaocU  I.    iLrxirTe.l 
VANDYCK,  Sir  A.-Kinf  CharUa  L    (Dual I.) 
VELA8<{0EZ.-The  Spanuh  Admiral.    (RatisaalaallRT.I 
WHISTLER,  J.  M.-Thomaa  Oartyla.    lOorponilBa  Oa-larT. 

Qlaaiaw.l 
[Tha  abOTW  form  hct  a  email  attlcvtion  of  tbp  OMapaav^  axtaa 
■tn  8arte>  of  PaaMua  Poctnlla.) 

THE  AUTOTYPE  FINE  ART  CATALOGUE. 
Now  ready.  Mew  BdllkM  vl  la*  (asaa.  With  aaaiu*  «> 
100  MlahUnra  PkotoBraidw  1*  NoBaMa  AaMnaB.  aa«  B 
Tint  Bioek  lllaalratlcaa.  Far  «aa*aaia*B  aC  nianaaa,  Um 
PnblleatioeB  are   arraafsd  AtpkaMlair         '  ' 

Naaioa.    Port  fla*.  Ibl 


THE   AUTOTYPE   WNE   ART   GALLERY. 
74^  NKW  OXPORD  STRKFT,  LO.SDOy.  W. 
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The   Academy. 


.^i   December,  1898. 


WELLS     GARDNER, 

DARTON  &  CO.'S 

LI8T^ 

•IX-SHILLINQ    NOVBLS. 

TUB  NEW  NOVKI,  KY  TlIK  AIITHnU  oK  "TIIHEK 
UIllLH  IN  A  FLAT." 

A     IIAUNTIW     TOWN.      By    ETiiKr.    F. 

IIKItniiH.  WIOi  niiiitmtlnni  hikI  Cnvm  \U^*\g\\  by 
Uimlon  llrowni*,  It.  I.  LiirRo  orown  Hvo,  iilntli  iNinnlii. 
A  lirlvht.  kiirii  air  IiIowh  throiiijh  tlili  ntory.  Tim  liumniir 
liM  »  frwilt,  wiU  viiitp.  mill  thont  \%  n  M*n-auv()iir  tit  tlio  vitrv 
NtiiriUnvM  of  tlio  li^aillntf  lOianiotorM.  MIhi  llixlillu  hu  iiiwl, 
wn  ilillik,  Juit  tlin  i)r»|ii>rtloii  iif  HuoU— <]linni(itur,  lunKt>*)i  noil 
fottuory— tlikt  nn  KnuUiili  itulillti  luii  wnlumnu. " 

"Good  lUl  routMl,  tliH  ohnmrlrrH  In  tli»  ■t>prr  iiro  nil  ultvn. 
nutii  iii«  ovanlniwn,  aii<l  Aunt  I*etri)i)«lla  will  ootnti  to  itay 
with  «v«ry  roAtlnr."— H^'^I'I. 

TUUKK  GIRLS  in  a  FLAT.      By  Kthkl 

r.  IIKDDLH.    IlliiitrnttxlliyOonloiiIlr'iwiio,  H.I. 

[Stoimd  hdition. 

A  ITOHY  or  cniUHTIAN  HtXMAMKM  IN  TIIK  KAHT 
KM)  or  LONDON. 

MARY  OJFFORD,  M.Jt.     My  h.  T.  Mkadk, 

Aulhor  of  "A  I'rliiaam  of  tlio  Oiilt«r."    Ij;tri{<^  orowii  Nvo, 
oluilt  txmnU. 

UNDF.R  th,'  DHAOON  'niUONK.    Storien 

«(  UU  In  Chltiii.     Uy  U  T.  MBA  UK  uiiil  ItUIIKIlT  K. 
1IUUUI.AII. 

A  PItlNCIiSS  of  the  GUTTER.     By  L.  T. 

MKADK.  [Third  KiliUm. 

**  Oun  nf  ttlM  luiHt  luMikti  of  ttin  iiiiiitMili— II  rnfliioil  uiid  fiuot' 
lifttlllK  Uleof  UiiiiIdii  Wta.  It  iiiltflil  ulinimt  liavu  hiinti  wrlttoli 
by  Hlr  Walter  Iliiwiut."-LU<nirv  WurUL 

mCCOL  INA  niCVO  l  INI.    By  the  Author 

nf  '*  MiIIIp.  M(irl,"  Ah.    Imv/c  omwii  Mvi,  oictli  lioardn. 
"UlrUmit  ruH<l  thin  voliiinti  with  Imtiiiiiity  and  atlviiiitaKo. 
Thenuttitir  liiiit  it  tlioruiiKli  klluwiiulgo  of  Italliiii  nliaraotnr." 

Miirninti  Poal. 

STIIMK.      Br  MrB.  E.  M.  FlKt.n.      Etched 

TItlii  aihl  rriiiitlKph'on.  j  Thivd  Hditlon. 

,    "  WIthDKt  iixaffii'TiiMiin,  onn  of  tlio  tnoiil  lioaiitiriil  iitorlpi  of 
BUolMlit  Irlili  lift'  that  Itaa  rvor  como  iiiidtT  our  iiotltix." 

I'lMie  Uitinlon. 


DARTON'ft  SIX  SHILLINQ  SERIU  OF  FINK 
ART  QIFT-BOOKa. 

II.LUIITIIATKI)  IN  TIIK  IlKHT  HTVI.K  AND  I'lllNTKU 

ON  HUI'KRFINK  I'AI'Klt. 

An   Imiurtailt  Addition  to   llm  Hludy  uf    lllrd  Idfo  liy  a  wiill- 

known  writiT. 

WONDERS  of  the  BIRD  WORLD.     By 

])r,  H.  ItOWDI.KU  HllAltl'K.  With  iiunicnuu  lUuatra- 
tloiiH  l),v  A.  T.  iOlwt'H.  huautifiilly  iirliitt'il  nil  niniHrfliH' 
imitnr.  Uiilfnnii  with  "Hwi>L>LU«art  TiiiVtilliirM,"  "Orlmtii'n 
Fairy  Tali'ii,"  An.  I  now  nmiu- 

THE  SURPRISING  ADVENTURES  of  SIR 

TOADV  lilON  witli  l.hoM»  .if  (Imitiral  NA  l'>)l.l-:(>N 
HMITII  :  an  IiiiprovliiH  IliNli.ry  fnr  n|.l  \\o\»,  VuiiiiK 
B4>yii.  OiknI  lUiyn.  lta<l  IIovn,  HIk  Hovh.  Mltl<*  h>yn,  r.jw 
Ijovh,  ami  TMiiil.<iyii.  Hv  H.  It  citOCKKTT,  Author  of 
"BwpulhoHrt  Tnivi*ll«ri(,  ■'Thi!  llaiiU-rH." 
"  ITAiM  MM  «av  U  it  ont  uf  th*  mi>»t  fUlit/ht/ul  tUtriea  about 
«MIdrM  wi  Aaw  iwrnwJ,  UMur*  tlill  thort  of  tkn  mark." 

Dally  (^hrunlulu, 
**  In  thia  txe»tUnt  tniok  _fiir  ehild}-in.  vihiek  th*  tliMrt  will  tnjou, 
Mr.  VriH'k*tt  eom*a  nuM  awuu  /rum  hiili/artt  into  a  kintfUom  of 
olt»Uitp*rvut/tiwif,  and  in  inirelu.  duUithUitllif  funny,  and  not  Uki 

Seoli'h Air.  (rnrdun  Hrtiwmi'n  illu»iralioif»  an  at  tfood  a  treat 

a<  Ih*  tturu"  -WitrUl. 

SWEETHEART  TRAVELLERS.  A  Child's 

By  S.  It. 


iinil  fur  Men. 
»iirl,v  t'\liauiit«il. 
tli  cm;  a/  the  lunat  prowmneed 


lt.ii>k   foi   (Ihll.Irtiii.   f..r  W    . 
OKlK'KKTT.     Fivu  h«llLi»iiH  11 
"  Mr  Vrvekttt  niuitt  ht  rmditi^d  w 
fuirniMH  0/  th*  $eaiHin."-~\VorU\. 
"  Ut%c  of  tin  adinfkHt  and  monl  chnrminu  of  yifthonhtt." 

Ht^'otHinnn. 

STORIES  from  the  FAERIE  QUEENE. 

lU-  MARY    MACLIOOD.     With  Iiitr.Klii.'tiuii  hy   I'n.ffuwir 
IIALKN,   and  niiuutrouH   lUutttratiuiiM    liy  A.  U.  Walker, 
Huuliilor. 
"  Withiml  (xrtpiiin,  tlu  moat  admirubU  hiok  of  tht  kind  whirh 

MM  hav*  «c«N.    rhf-  fii/ffi  ara  dttmltlf/  and  I'ividlif  told 77io  hook 

it  Imiutifullt/jit odvrtut,  ami  out//u  to  tiatisft/  th»  inont  fatitidiowi 
ami  ej:aetiHu  la»le."—\tvviU  Mi-iciiry. 

PRINCE  BOOHOO  and  LITTLE  SHUTS. 

Jly  the    Kciv.    IIAKUY   .lONKS,   M.A.      With  nuiiioruui 

lllUHtrntiouH  from  DrnwlDRi  hy  Oonton  Itrowtm. 
"  Adminibla  frmh,   and  ina/nred   by  a  tiuitt  dtlighiful  in- 
io«f  la  iicd . "— Ml  IDC  ttttor , 

NATIONAL  RHYMES  of  the  NURSERY. 

Iiitroiliiotlon  hy  (IKOUOK  HAlNTHltUIlY.     lltuHtratiuDB 
by  Uordoii  Itiownu. 
"  Tht  prtttiani  and  vnoni  eompUte  eolUctum  of  ihia  kind." 

W(!Htiiiluiitor  OiLZotto, 

GRIMH^S  FAIRY  TALES.    Introduction 

\yy  H.  HAHINO-UOULD,   M.A.      llluitrationi  by  Ctorduu 
Brow  no. 
"  Ko  ttiurv  aectptahU  ediiion  of  mmw  of  Orimm't  ttorUt  Kaa 
hun  pubJi^Aecf."— iJtanilanl. 

SINTRAM  and  his  COMPANIONS,  and 

UNDINK.     IntnKluotiun  hy  niAKLnTrK    M.    YO.NOIO. 
lUuKtrutloUB  by  UonloD  Urowiiu. 
**A  bttUr  pnatnt  for  a  thoughtfvl  lad  or  lati  could  hardly  bt.' 

Churcli  Titnoi. 


WELLS  GARDNER,  DARTON  &  CO., 
S,  Paternoster  BuUdinge,  London. 


MACMTLLAN  &  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS 

Rutlyaril    Kipling's    New   Books. 

MR.     KIPLING    AND    THE    NAVY. 

A      FLEET      IN      BEING. 

Notes  of  Two  Trips  with  the  Channel  Squadron. 

Crown  6vo,  Bowed.  Ik,  net ;  clolh.  1h.  fld,  net. 


FOETY-BBOOND    THOUBAND.-Crown    8vu,   0«. 

THE      DAY'S      WORK. 


VOLUMI';  III.  and  PART  XXX.  NOW  READY. 

THE  HISTORY  of  MANKIND.  By  Prof.  Friedrich  Ratzel 

TraiihUilol  t r  in  tho  ScoonU  Ciuriuiui  Kiiibion  hy  A.  J.  UU  PLKR,  M.A.  With  Introducttcm  by 
K.  I*.  'I'YLOH,  D.C.Ii.,  K.R.H.  With  Ooloarea  PlMea,  Map*,  and  IllnstratlonH.  In  3  vol». 
Uiijior-ro;  111  Nvo,  12h.  net  each. 

%*  Tho  Vdlumfis  are  nold  $«paralelp» 


MACMILLAN'S    NEW 

Crown  Hvo.  (i.n,  eaoh. 


NOVELS. 


BISMILLAH.     By  A.  J.  Dawson. 


A  ROMANCE  of  CANVAS  TOWN. 

(/uunliiin.    "ne'liloilly  clover  and  oiiKiniil Iii.  U.y  UoM''  H0I,UUKW01JD. 

oicellentl.irhleolrmrlnirand  Itmtory,  uanwliololn-i      yHh/nfum.    "Tiio  Iwok    lit    lnteroslln(t   for   i» 
NoreMliiin  dikI  nfuMi  ilrftmatlo,  make  it  ii  hook  more    obvioiiB  innlKht  Into  lifj  in  tho  AuHtrallan  bn«h." 
worth  reiLdini{  am!  oujoyanlo  than  Ih  at  nil  cofumon. 

The  ADVENTURES  of  FRANCOIS,  HER    MEMORY.      By  Maarten 

FnunillliiK,  Thief,  Jofjiflor,   anil    KeneinK-Maat  r  MAAllTKNM. 

(hiiiiiB'  the   I'lcneh   liovoliilion.      By    H.    WKIIl  |      y'aK  ^a'/ «a»««(!.— "  It  In  a  mo«t  delicate  bit  of 

MITCH  KI.Ii,  M.I).  I  workmanxhip,  and  the  nonlimentorit  ie  an  exqumitu 

Spuaker.  -  "TImt  It  in  a  faBclnatlnif  tale  Ik  not  to  he  I  a»  it  Ik  Inio.  All  tho  charHOtom  are  drawn  with  rare 

donled. Krani/oiH  in  a  dollKhtfnl  cieatiun There    Hkill :   there  in  not  one  that  ia  not  an  admirable 

a  plauiy  of  adv. mure  iu  the  atury."  I  portrait." 


Sale  over  a  Quarter  of  a  Million  Copies. 
THE     NOVELS    OF     ROSA     N.    CAREY. 

NEW  AND  CirEAPKn  I88UK.    Crown  Hvo,  cloth  Rilt,  3b.  «d.  eaoh. 
NKW  MONTHLY  VOLTJMR  .TUHT  I'OlirilSIlED. 

ONLY    THE    GOVERNESS. 


Already    PabUthe'l : 

QUEBNIB'S    WHIU. 
M&BT    ST.    JOHN. 
FOK    I.ILIAS. 
NOT    LIKH    OTBBB 
XTNOLB    MAX. 


OIBLS. 


JlEIiLlE'S    MEUOBIES 

97BE    WIFIE 

BABBABA    HBATHCOTE'S    TBIAL. 

BOBEBT    OBD'S    ATONEMENT. 

WOOED    AND    MABBIBD. 

HBBIOT'S    CHOICB. 

Standard.— "  Ml»»  RoHa  Nouohott«  Oarey'a  norala  arc  doBorfodl.v  popular.  They  conoom  tho  great 
middls  olaaa.  Tbay  ooDtaiu  plenty  o(  incident,  %  liberal  allowiiTii-M  nf  invo-nmkinK,  nnil  uHMiilly  nnd  with 
marriage  and  happlnnM." 

Nl'JW  VOLUME  OF  FOREIGN  HTATEHMEN. 

CAVOUR.    By  the  Countess  Evelyn  Martinengo  Cesaresco. 

(Jrnwn  Hvo,  2«.  Od. 
Dailif  News.  -  "This  Ik  the  IIi-hI,  bio^irrMiiliy  nf  t)n 
hiH  corroMpnmloiico,  wliich  thmwH  h'j  rminli  imliL  ii]m 


lUiiiii  HtiitoBiiian  that  han  been  publishoU  since 
.iT,  wuH  Kivoii  U)  tho  world." 


VrWv.   Ih.      Tho  JANUARY    NUMHKR  of 

THE     ARGOSY. 


('ontainH 
0  O  M  1'  L  E  T  K 


STOE  Y 


By    Mrs.    UENllY   WOOD, 

Author  of  "  Ka«t  Lynne." 

CONTENTS    of    the    JANUARY    NUMBER   of 

Till!  ARQOSY. 
TUH  BCAPKOOAT.    A  Comploto  Hlory.     lly  MrM. 

IIiNUv  Wool),  Author  of  *'  Kawt  l.ynno." 
TUBTOWHRQARDKN.    A  Serial  Story.    Chapa. 

I.— IV.     llluHtralcd. 
HEAVENLY  PU0HLKM8. 
A  CONVKNT  IDYIiL. 
GHOSTS  and  IIHAMNCI  WATKRS.     Hy  OaiKtM 

W.  Wool),  K.H.(i.S.     llluHtriited. 
DKADBEA  FRUIT.   Uy  Lady  Mi«(iAK«rMlJB»DIl. 
THE  BULWARK  and  lt«  HUMOURS. 
A  STRANGE  KXI'BRIENOE. 
LIFE'S  YEAR. 


The  JANUARY  Number  of  the 

Ih  now  miuly  fvt  iill   HookHelli^rH',  iti  which 

TWO  NEW  SERIAL  STORIES 

are  now  apiJearinR :  vii.— 

"The  Game  and  the  Candle," 


RHODA  BROUGHTON, 

"Young  April."  by 

E(JKRTON   CASTLE. 


MACAOLLAN    &    CO.,    Ltd.,    London, 


The  Academy 

A   Weekly  Review  of  Literature  and  Life. 


No.  1391.     Established   1869. 


31   December,  1898. 


Price  Threepence 

\RtgiiUrtd  at  a  A'nrtpafier.) 


The  Literary  Week. 

Tax  atatement  that  Sir  WilHam  Ilarcourt  m  contemplatiog 
8  book  on  Henry  8t.  John,  Viacoant  Ikilingbroke  ia,  we 
understand,  without  any  foundation  in  fact.  Were  the 
ex-Leader  of  the  Opponition  to  attempt  noch  a  taak  he 
would  be  walking  npon  well-trodden  ground.  Within  the 
last  dozen  year*  or  ao  we  liave  had  the  monograph  on 
Bolingbroke  by  Mr.  Haaaall,  and  the  diacourae  on  the  name 
subject  by  Mr.  Churton  Collins.  Of  the  full-blown  bio- 
graphies, that  by  Macknight,  dating  from  1863,  atill  ranks 
highest,  those  by  Harrop  and  Co<>ke  coming  in  a  fair 
second  and  third.  The  two  Zrm  publiithed  in  1770  and 
1774  hardly  count 

Mb.  Geoboe  Bedwat  writes  to  us :  "In  your  issue  of 
December  24  is  a  paragraph  stating  that  the  sum  of 
£2-50,000  >ias  been  receired  at  the  7iW«  office  for  copies 
of  the  Eneydopadia  Britanniea.  In  the  same  issue  is  a 
complaint  from  Mr.  Nutt  that  he  cannot  obtain  500 
Bubacribers  of  10s.  6d.  for  the  DieUonary  of  BrititA  Folk- 
Itre.  You  remark  that  'there  is  no  limit  to  what  the 
public  will  spend  on  books  if  only  the  public  is  approached 
in  the  proper  way.'  I  am  sure  that  all  who  are  interested 
in  the  aale  of  books  will  anxiously  await  your  explanation 
as  to  the  right  method  of  '  approaching '  the  public.  In 
the  first  place,  you  will  no  doubt  inform  tis  as  to  the 
amount  expended  in  tAreitaaa^itM £nci/elop»dia  Britanniea 
scheme." 


We  are  not  preparerl  to  contribute  to  the  solution  of 
Mr.  Bedway's  problem,  beyond  remarking  that  the  Time* 
seems  to  hare  hit  npon  a  satisfactory  method  of  approaching 
the  public. 

The  iintgB^™<»  article  which  is  first  printed  with  every 
circumstance  of  publicity  and  then  denied  is  becoming  a 
regular  nMothly  feature.  The  January  nnmber  of  the 
(^iter  often  us  the  latest  apeameB.  Therain  may  ><e 
found  "  Beminiaoenees  of  a  Former  Maid  of  Honour,"  in 
which  her  Majesty  tlie  Queen  is  credited  with  a  number  of 
remarks  on  peace  and  other  matters.  An  official  statement 
has  now  been  made  denying  utterly  the  tmth  of  the  Maid 
of  Honour's  reports. 


A  FEW  months  ago  the  New  York  Critie  underwent  a 
complete  change.  It  passed  suddenly  from  the  state  of  a 
weekly  paper  to  that  of  an  illustrated  monthly  magazine. 
A  new  devdopment  is  now  upon  it.  HeneeCuiwaid  this 
excellent  periodical  will  be  asaiKi'ated  with  the  publishing 


house  of  Putnam'*,  and  will  >>e  becomingly  beautified. 
Miss  Jeannettn  L.  Oilder  and  Mr.  Joseph  B.  Oil'ler 
remain  the  edit'iri. 


Mk.  Oeoboe  WrxDHAW,  M.P.,  names  as  the  two  bo^iks 
which  in  1898  have  most  pleased  and  interested  him  Mr. 
Henley's  collected  Poenu  and  Mr.  Kipling's  Tkt  Dag'4 
Work;  and  Vice- Admiral  CoLomb,  whose  reply  to  oar 
request  is  also  belated,  names  the  Duke  of  Argyll's  Uniefn 
Foundttiont  of  Sceittij  and  The  Life  of  Lord  Lyme. 


A  oooD  story  illustrating  the  difficulty  of  printing  tran*- 
lations  of  the  Bible  is  told  in  the  January  number  of  the 
BihU  RoeiHy  ReporUr.  In  a  rlistant  island,  oopiea  of  the 
New  Testament  had,  for  the  first  time,  been  placed  in  th« 
hands  of  the  natives,  who  were  diligtrntly  studying  them. 
One  day  die  missionaiy,  in  his  private  reading,  diseorand 
that  the  passage,  "  It  is  required  of  ministen  that  they  be 
found  faithful,"  had  l>een  renderetl  in  the  remacolar,  "  It 
is  required  of  ministers  that  they  \>t>  faithfully  hanged." 
An  "  e "  for  an  "a  "  in  the  rendering  of  the  local  word 
for  "  found  "  had  made  all  the  difference.  The  error  was, 
happQy,  oorrectad  before  any  effort  had  beeo  nade  to 
re'luce  this  precept  to  practice. 

Mk.  Dext's  new  edition  of  John  JIdlifax,  OenlUmm, 
with  coloured  [Mctures,  is  distinguished  by  a  reprodnctioa 
of  the  bas-relief  portrait  of  the  late  Mrs.  Crmik  in  th* 
Abbey  at  Tewkesbury,  the  city  descri^-ed  in  tha  book. 
We  reproduce  this  interesting  illustration : 


\ .  .■  o^    r  - 
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We  reproduce  tliis  week 
from  the  British  Museum 
Autographs  George  Eliot's 
dedication     of    the    MS.    of      X     . 
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Adam  Bede  to  (Jeorge  Henry 
Lowes.  On  tho  same  sheet 
of  paper  the  novelist  added 
these  particulars  :  "The  first 
volume  was  written  at  Rich- 
mond, the  second  at  Munich 
and  Dresden,  tlie  third  at 
Eichmond  again.  The  work 
was  begun  on  October  22, 
1857,  and  finished  on  Novem- 
ber 16,  1858.  A  large  por- 
tion of  it  was  written  twice, 
though  often  scarcely  at  all 
altered  in  the  copying ;  but 
other  parts  only  once,  and 
among  those  the  description 
of   Dinah  and   a  good   deal 

of  her  sermon,  the  love- scene  between  her  and  Seth, 
'  Hetty's  World,'  most  of  the  scene  in  the  two  bed- 
chambers, the  talk  between  Arthur  and  Adam,  various 
parts  in  the  second  volume  which  I  can  recall  less  easily, 
and  in  tlie  third,  Hetty's  journeys,  her  confession,  and  the 
cottage  scenes." 

On  p.  557  will  be  found,  among  "Things  Seen,"  a 
transcript  from  child  life  illustrated  by  a  drawing  of 
Criiikshank's.  Concerning  this  cut,  which  is  from  Cruik- 
shank's  Orimm,  the  author  of  the  article  writes :  "  May  I 
beg  that  the  fox  picture  be  treated  tenderly,  for  it  is  full 
of  '  association '  for  us.  Mr.  Euskin — a  dear  friend  of 
ours — gave  us  one  of  the  proof  etchings  for  the  original 
edition.  ...  I  remember  distinctly  how  Mr.  Euskin 
pointed  out  the  sense  of  'wind '  in  the  fox  drawing." 


<:Vzc;;^^feM-e^ 
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Many  distinguished  persons  have  lately  written  "Among 
my  Books."  The  gentleman  who  is  known  as  Dan  Leno 
has  now  joined  them,  one  chapter  of  his  recently  published 
autobiography  bearing  that  title.  We  cull  some  blossoms : 
"  I  bought  a  little  while  since  a  book  called  The  Canterbury 
Tahs,  by  a  Mr.  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  and  it  just  shows  what 
humbugs  these  authors  are.  I  assure  you  that  the  stories 
in  the  book  have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  Canter- 
bury [music  hall].  ...  I  am  not  much  of  a  linguist,  and 
that's  why  I  can't  tell  you  anything  about  Scotch  novels 
until  they  are  published  in  an  English  translation.  ...  I 
am  never  tired  of  reading  Paradise  Lod.  Perhaps  that's 
because  I  never  start  on  it ;  but  I  really  must  say  I  think 
it  is  one  of  Dickens's  failures." 


The  "  Etchingham  Letters "  in  Cornhill  have  already 
provided  a  parody  of  Maeterlinck.  In  the  January 
number  Ossian  is  chosen  for  similar  treatment.  Ossian 
is  read  so  little  that  some  of  the  point  of  the  burles(iue 
may  be  missed ;  but  the  exercise  is  funny  in  itself.  Here 
are  passages : 

I  met  railway  porters  in  fight.  I  took  the  tickets  I 
alone  of  all  the  Etchinghams  took  the  tickets.  I  felt  the 
strength  of  my  soul. 

The  traveller  shrinks  in  the  midst  of  her  journey.  She 
shrinks  from  a  fellow-traveller  who  eats  jam  sandwiches. 
Horror  possesses  her  soul.  Horror  possesses  the  enervated 
soul  of  Laura. 

Fat  was  the  man  from  Glasgow  who  ate  jam  sandwiches. 
Fat  and  heated  and  red.  Exulting  in  the  strength  of  his 
appetite.  O  ye  ghosts  of  heroes  dead !  behold  Laura 
boxed  up  in  a  railway-carriage  with  a  fat  man  eating  jam 
sandwichei.     We  looked,  we  wondered.     Laura  shrank. 

One  of  Mr.  Crockett's  new  stories,  called   "Little  Anna 
Mark,"  begins  in  this  number. 


We  say  one  of  Mr.  Crockett's  new  stories,  because 
another  has  just  begun  in  the  Windsor  and  another  will 
start  in  the  Christian  World  next  week.  Meanwhile  "  The 
Silver  Skull"  is  still  running  in  the  Pall  Mall  Magazine,  and 
possibly  there  are  others  which  we  have  overlooked. 


Me.  Le\o  also  remarks:  "Thoy  say  that  the  pen  is 
mightier  than  the  sword,  but  I  doubt  it;  for  even  in 
times  of  peace  a  sword  may  come  in  handy  for  chopping 
wood  or  carving  an  autumn  chicken,  and  you  can't  do 
much  in  that  line  with  a  pen  without  crossing  the  nib." 
.  .  .  "If  I  make  enough  out  of  this  first  book  to  enable 
me  to  retire  from  the  stage,  and  dcTote  myself  to  literature 
for  the  remainder  of  my  life,  I  do  not  see  why  I  should  not 
write  a  book  every  year."     We  trust  not. 


Of  Mr.  Kipling's  Morning  Pod  articles  entitled  "A 
Fleet  in  Being  "  we  have  already  spoken.  To  a  reprint 
of  them  in  book  form,  which  Messrs.  Macmillan  have 
issued,  Mr.  Kipling  has  added  a  few  notes.  One,  called 
"  The  Beauty  of  Battleships,"  we  reproduce : 

Do  not  believe  wliat  people  tell  you  of  the  ugliness  of 
steam,  nor  join  those  who  lament  the  old  sailing  days. 
There  is  one  beauty  of  the  sun  and  another  of  the  moon, 
and  we  must  be  thankful  for  both.  A  modem  man-of- 
war  photographed  in  severe  profile  is  not  engaging ;  but 
you  should  see  her  with  the  life  hot  in  her,  head-on  across 
a  heavy  swell.  The  ram-bow  draws  upward  and  outward 
in  a  stately  sweep.  There  is  no  ruck  of  figure-head,  bow- 
timbers  or  bowsprit-fittings  to  distract  the  eye  from  its 
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outline  or  the  beautiful  curves  that  mark  its  melting  into 
the  full  bosom  of  the  ship.  It  baug^  dripping  an  instant, 
then,  quietly  and  cleanly  as  it  tenii)ered  knife,  slices  into 
the  hollow  of  the  swell,  down  and  flown  till  the  Hurpri8e<l 
sea  spits  off  in  foam  about  the  hawse-boles.  As  the  ship 
rolls  in  her  descent  you  can  watch  curve  after  new  curve 
revealed,  humouring  and  coaxing  the  water.  When  she 
recovers  her  step,  the  long  sucking  hollow  of  her  own 
wave  discloses  just  enough  of  her  shape  to  make  you  wish 
to  see  more.  In  harbour,  the  still  waterlino,  hard  as  the 
collar  of  a  tailor-made  jacket,  hides  that  vision  ;  but  when 
she  dances  the  Big  >Sea  Dance,  she  is  as  different  from  her 
Portsmouth  shilling  photoglyph  as  is  a  matron  in  a 
macintosh  from  the  same  lady  at  a  ball.  Swaying  a  little 
in  her  gait,  drunk  with  sheer  delight  of  movement,  per- 
fectly apt  for  the  work  in  hand,  and  in  every  line  of  her 
rejoicing  that  she  is  doing  it,  she  shows,  to  these  eyea  at 
least,  a  miracle  of  grace  and  beauty.  Her  sides  are  smooth 
as  a  water-worn  pebble,  curved  and  moulded  as  the  sea 
loves  to  have  them.  Where  the  box-sponsioned,  over- 
hanging, treble-turreted  ships  of  some  other  navies 
hammer  and  batter  into  an  element  they  do  not  under- 
stand, she,  clean,  cool,  and  sweet,  uses  it  to  her  own 
advantage.  The  Now  Navy  offers  to  the  sea  precisely  as 
much  to  take  hold  of  as  the  trim  level-headed  woman  with 
generations  of  inherited  experience  offers  to  society. 
The  little  book  is  a  most  excellent  one,  and  the  new  notes 
should  make  its  possession  necessary  also  to  all  those  who 
may  have  read  the  articles  as  they  appeared. 


Mr.  Stanley  Lank  Poole,  author  of  tlie  volume  rMsently 
published  in  the  "  Horooti  of  the  Natioiu  "  ontitlad  SsJsdm : 
and  Ih*  Fall  of  tin  Kingdom  of  JiruMtUm,  has  ju«t  b«eil 
appointed  Professor  of  Arabic  in  the  Unirersity  of  Dublin. 


American  and  English  publishers  are  continually  ex- 
changing ideas.  TFho'i  Who  in  America  is  now  in  activo 
preparation  for  a  Chicago  finu. 

The  pleasure  of  poetic  pains  is  known  also  to  the  great 
chemists.  At  a  recent  dinner  of  the  Chemical  and  Physical 
Society  of  University  College,  London,  Prof.  Kamsay,  the 
discoverer  of  argon,  who  was  the  chairman  of  the  evening, 
sang  a  song  of  his  own  writing,  entitled  "  The  Atmos- 
pheric Gases,  0  !  "  We  quote  two  stanzas  and  the  chorus  : 
The  wardly  race  may  riches  chase. 

And  riches  still  may  fly  them,  O ! 
And,  tho'  at  last  they  catch  them  fast. 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  O  I 
CVioriw— Here's  tae  their  masses,  O  ! 
Their  atomic  masses,  O  I 
The  happiest  hours  that  e'er  I  spend. 
Are  spent  among  the  gases,  O  ! 
Gie  me  a  cannie  hour  at  e'en, 

A  pint  of  liquid  airie,  O ! 
A  tube  or  twa  of  impure  Neon, 
I'll  never  hae  a  carie,  O  ! 
Chorus — Here's,  c&c. 

We  Wonder  if  Prof.  Eamsay  numbers  the  divine  afflatus 
among  them. 

Mr.  Stopfoed  Brooke  will  give  a  series  of  six  lectures 
on  Browning's  poetry  in  the  Botanical  Theatre  of  Uni- 
versity College,  London,  beginning  on  the  evening  of 
Thursday,  January  19.  The  first  lecture  will  discuss 
Browning's  early  unpopularity  and  late  popularity ;  the 
second  wiU  contrast  him  with  Tennj'son;  the  third  and 
fourth  will  draw  attention  to  his  knowledge  of  nature,  music, 
and  art ;  and  the  fifth  and  sixth  will  be  devoted  especially 
to  three  poems — "Paracelsus,"  "Sordello,"  and  "Pauline." 


BBAirriFi'L  in  white  vellum,  with  sage  green  ribbons, 
comes  Rauelat,  Prince  of  Aiyuinia.  The  volume  is  one  of 
tho  publications  of  the  Vincent  Press,  Birmingham,  a 
distant  couHin  of  tho  Kolmscott  Press.  The  line  seems  to 
us  too  long,  and  we  resent  the  absence  of  a  title-page ; 
otherwise  the  book  has  comeliness.  But  does  anyone  wad 
Raiiela*  to-day  ? 


Mr.  Max  Bekkuoiim,  pursuing  his  studies  among  the 
dramatic  critics,  has  now  given  us  his  idea  of  Mr.  Joseph 
Knight's  configuration.  Mr.  Knight  combines  with  his 
theatrical  work  the  control  of  that  most  interesting  of 
papers,  Notex  and  Queriei. 
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Fbom  Australia  comes  to  us  Brooks's  Australian  Christmas 
Annual,  a  budget  of  story,  verse,  and  picture,  on  familiar 
Antipodean  lines.  The  authors  include  Mr.  Henry  Lawson, 
Mr.  A.  B.  Paterson,  and  Mr.  Victor  Daley,  none  of  whom, 
however  (as  is  usual  in  Christmas  numbers),  are  repre- 
sented quite  by  their  best.  This  is  the  first  year  of 
publication  of  Brooks's  Annual,  and  we  hope  it  may 
continue. 


The  London  suburbs  are  gradually  finding  their  his- 
torians. Even  the  newest  suburb  is  built  upon  old  ground, 
and  on  the  sites  of  estates  and  mansions  of  historic  interest. 
We  observe  that  the  Annals  of  Ealing,  by  Edith  Jackson, 
has  just  been  published.  Ealing,  as  we  know  it,  is  a 
very  modern,  though  decidedly  conservative  offshoot  of 
London,  but  Miss  Jackson  has  easily  endowed  it  with  a 
history  of  six  or  seven  hundred  years. 


M.  Zola,  while  in  England,  has  written  a  story  for  the 
anniversary  number  of  the  Star,  which  is  due  some  day  in 
January.     Sir  James  D.  Linton,  P.E.I.,  will  illustrate  it. 


Skveral  correspondents  have  written  to  give  the  answer 
to  the  charade  by  Lewis  Carroll  quoted  in  last  week's 
issue.  The  answer  is  "  Imagination."  One  gentleman, 
"  C.  S.  0.,"  claims  Lewis  Carroll's  five  pounds  for  the 
following  original  charade,  in  which  he  asserts  no  use  of 
imagination  has  been  made  : 

My  first  is  followed  by  a  bird, 

My  second's  met  by  piasters  ; 
My  wLole's  more  shunned  but  less  absurd 

Than  prigs  or  poetasiers  ; 
'Tis  also  a  symbolic  word 
For  architect's  disasters. 
We  can  believe  that  the  expenditure  of  imagination  was 
small,  but  not  that  it  was  entirely  dispensed  with.     And, 
in  any  case,  the  offer  of  five  pounds  was  not  ours. 


Bibliographical. 

"  There  is  talk,"  says  the  Bookman,  "  of  a  biographical 
edition  of  Dickens  on  the  lines  of  Mrs.  Eitchie's  bio- 
graphical edition  of  Thackeray."  But  do  we  not,  to  a  large 
extent,  possess  such  an  edition  already  ?  Charles  Dickens 
the  younger  prepared  "  introductions  biographical  and 
bibliographical  "  for  (I  think)  at  least  nine  of  his  father's 
novels  (including  the  most  notable  of  them),  which  Messrs. 
Macmillan  published  a  few  years  ago  in  a  very  neat  and 
handy  form.  Of  course,  no  firm  but  that  of  Chapman  «Sfc 
Hall  can  issue  a  complete  edition  of  Dickens;  but  mean- 
while it  seems  to  me  that  what  the  younger  Dickens  did  in 
the  instance  named  may  be  said  to  hold  the  field,  so  far  as 
"  biographical  introductions  "  are  concerned. 

Great  is  the  mental  activity  of  Sir  Herbert  Maxwell, 
who,  it  seems,  is  about  to  give  us  yet  another  book  about 
Wellington.  He  has  published  within  nine  years  or  so 
some  fourteen  books,  besides  editing  others.  He  began 
in  1 889  as  a  writer  of  fiction,  issuing  two  novels  in  that 
year,  and  following  them  up  with  another  in  1891,  and 
a  fourth  in  1895.  He  is  to  be  credited  with  three  collec- 
tions of  essays — Meridiana,  Post-Meridiana,  and  Rainy  Bays 
in  a  Library ;    with  thrqe  historical  works — Scottish  Land 


Names,  Bumfries  and  Galloway,  and  Robert  the  Bruce  ;  with 
three  biographies— those  of  Mr.  W.  H.  Smith,  Queen 
Victoria,  and  Sir  Charles  Murray;  and,  lastly,  with  a 
volume  called  Memories  of  the  Months.  Not  a  bad  record 
for  a  decade  or  less. 

I  see  that  Mr.  Percy  Fitzgerald's  book  on  The  Savoy 
Opera  is  to  appear  in  a  second  edition.  I  hope  the  author 
lias  noted  that  on  page  156  of  the  first  edition  the  cast  of 
"The  Mikado,"  which  he  gives  as  that  of  the  first  production, 
in  1885,  is  really  that  of  the  revival  of  1887.  A  book  of 
reference  like  this  ought  to  be  as  accurate  as  possible.  I 
will  not  dwell  on  Mr.  Fitzgerald's  sins  of  omission  in  tho 
case  of  the  Gilbert-Sullivan  pieces,  but  it  is  a  pity  he  does 
not  give  more  information.  For  instance,  he  fails  to  record 
that  the  first  performance  in  England  of  "  The  Pirates  of 
I'enzanco  "  took  place  at  Penzance  itself  on  December  30, 
1879,  and  that  its  first  representation  in  America  took 
place  on  the  following  evening  in  New  York— the  first 
English  performance  not  occurring  till  April,  1880. 

Writing  about  Edwin  Booth  in  Actors  of  the  Century 
Mr.  Frederic  Whyte  mentions  that  of  his  Hamlet  and  his 
Othello  M.  E.  W.  Sherwood  gave  an  account  in  a  New 
York  paper.  "  M.  E.  W.  Sherwood,"  continues  Mr. 
Whyte,  "is  evidently  a  woman — an  Irishwoman,  one  sus- 
pects." Who,  one  mildly  wonders,  was  the  lady  (if  a  lady 
it  was)  ?  She  could  not  be  the  Mrs.  Mary  Martha  Sher- 
wood, of  religious-story  fame  ;  but  she  might,  possibly, 
be  the  Mary  E.  Sherwood  who  lives  in  American  literary 
records  as  the  author  of  The  Sarcasm  of  Bestiny,  Planners 
and  Social  Usages,  and  other  works  which  have  not,  I  fear, 
attracted  much  attention  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic. 

The  "Bibelots"  series,  with  which  Messrs.  Gay  &  Bird 
have  already  made  a  beginning,  is  to  be  edited,  I  see,  by 
Mr.  J.  Potter  Briscoe.  Mr.  Briscoe  is  the  librarian  of  tho 
Free  Library  at  Nottingham  (so  handsomelj'  housed  in  tho 
College  buildings),  and  has  displayed  a  feeling  for  litera- 
ture, as  apart  from  mere  books,  such  as  librarians  do  not 
always  exhibit.  He  has  given  much  lime  to  local 
arcliojology  and  antiquities,  and  is  the  author  of  Notting- 
hamshire Facts  and  Fictions,  Old  Nottinghamshire,  a 
Popular  History  of  Nottinghamshire,  and  so  forth.  But  to  a 
wider  public  he  has  offered  The  Songs  and  Sonnets  of  R. 
MillhouHC,  Curiosities  of  the  Belfry,  Gleanings  from  God's 
Acre  (a  collection  of  epitaphs),  and  the  like. 

The  new  edition  of  Rasselas,  to  which  reference  is  made  in 
another  place,  is  the  first  for  some  time.  The  latest  reprint 
appears  to  have  been  that  which  Messrs.  Putnam  added  to 
their  "  Knicker-bocker  Nuggets  "  some  half-dozen  years 
ago.  Before  that,  came  Messrs.  Cassell's  cheap  reprints 
(at  sixpence  and  threepence),  and,  before  that  again,  two 
issues  from  the  Oxford  Warehouse  with  notes  by  Dr.  Hill. 
Mr.  Fisher  Unwin's  shilling  edition,  though  fifteen  years 
old,  is,  I  suppose,  still  in  the  market. 

Says  the  authoress  of  A  Ranch  iroman  in  New  Mexico 
(just  published) :  "  I  cried  in  my  wrath  to  one  who,  like 
Gamaliel,  cared  for  none  of  these  things."  "Gamaliel" 
is  good. 

In  my  penultimate  paragraph  last  week,  for  "fullest" 
read  "  feeblest." 

The  Bookworm. 
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The  Religion  of  the  Great  Pyramid. 

The  Book  of  tlie  Master.     By  W.  Morsham  Adams.     (John 
Murray.     Gs.) 

The  righteous  man  after  death,  says  Mr.  Adams  in  effect, 
is  taken  by  unseen   hands  to  a  region  above  the  earth, 
where  he  is  set  to  perform  those  "tasks  of  justice  "  which 
he  may  have  left  unfulfilled  while  in  the  body.     He  is 
exposed  to   temptation,  but.  repels  the  tempter,   and    his 
senses   are  restored   to   him.      The  stains  which  he  has 
contracted   are   burned  from  him  by  fire,  and  he  is  left 
alone  for  a  space.     Later,  he  is  taken  in  hand  by  another 
unseen  one,  and  is  shown  all  the  places  of  tlio  lower  world. 
He  is  clothed  with  a  spiritual  or  "  astral "  body,  which 
seems  to  be  distinguished   from  the   other  by  knowing 
neither  passions  nor  affection.      He  converses  with  the 
"Starry  Spirits,"  the  "intelligences  of  the  transcendent 
spheres,"  and  again  repels  spiritual  enemies,  of  whom  the 
chief  appears  to  be  Sloth.     He  visits  the  Well  of  Life, 
where    he   is    fed    with   celestial  food    and    regenerated 
"  by  reimion  with  the  new-born  soul  [I'.s.,  his  own]  amid 
he  living  waters."     This  reunion,  however,  does  not  take 
place  immediately,  but  only  after  the  soul  has  undergone, 
in  the  sight  of  the  body,    a  series  of  transformations, 
bringing  it  "  nearer  to  the  moral  conditions  of  humanity." 
This  reimion  also  restores  to  the  body  its  passions,  of  which 
it  has  now  obtained  the  mastery.     He  then  sees  a  vision 
of  "Immortal  Beauty,"  is  taken  through  another  ordeal 
by  fire,  and  is  shown  the  face  of  his  teacher.     His  sins 
are  purged  from  him,  he  is  brought  to  judgment,  and  found 
guiltless;       Thereafter   he    is    "illuminated,"    and   com- 
prehends all  the  .secrets  of  the  universe;  holding  converse 
with  "  the  seven  supreme  intelligences  who  over-arch  the 
splendour  of  creation."     Finally,  he  is  transported  to  the 
star  Sirius,  where  a  "house "is  assigned  to  him,  and  ho 
undergoes  a  further  course  of  purification,  which  ends  in 
his  becoming  united  with  the  Deity. 

This  is  Mr.  Adams's  creed,  and  we  certainly  have  no  wish 
[to  treat  it  with  anything  but  the  respect  which  is  due  to  all 
religious  belief  when  sincerely  professed.      But  when  a 
person  of  education  comes  forward — as  Mr.  Adams  has 
ione  in  this  and  in  former  books — with  the  deliberate 
Qtention  of  making  unfamiliar  statements  as  to  the  unseen 
rorld,  we  think  we  have  a  right  to  ask  liim  how  and  from 
Jwhere  he  has  obtained  his  information.     Had  Mr.  Adams 
Sourished  a  dozen  centuries  ago,  he  would  doubtless  have 
epiied  to  such  a  question  that  he  received  it  by  direct 
personal  communication  with  the  Deity,  and  then,  if  he 
kad  the  other  qualifications  demanded  of  a  leader  of  men, 
lie  might  have  found  himself  surrounded  by  a  band  of 
ievoted  followers,  ready  to  do  his  slightest  bidding  so  long 
1  they  were  assured  of  happiness  in  the  next  world,  and 
lie  plunder  of  the   unbelievers  in  this.     Or,  he  might 
'^adopt  a  method  revived  with  conspicuous  insuccess  in  our 
own  day,  and  declare  that  his  transcendental  knowledge 
was  the  result  of  "  initiation  " — i.e.,  that  it  was  communi- 
cated to  him  under  promise  of  secrecy  by  some  one  whose 
identity  he  was  bound  not  to  reveal.     But  being  prevented 
by,  as  we  would  fnin  hope,  his  Oxford  training — for  Mr. 


Adam«  wiw,  aa  hia  title-page  decUrea,  at  one  time  a  Fellow 
of  New  College— or  perhapa  by  modeatjr,  from  putting  for- 
ward any  such  improbable  explanation  of  the  aoniM  of 
his  wisdom,  he  takes  a  third  and  unexpected  ooaiM,  and 
tells  us  that  he  found  it  in  the  Qreat  Pyramid. 

The  statement,  however,  rwiuirea  a  little  amplifio*tion. 
According  to  Mr.  Adams,  the  F!gyptiana  were  acquainted 
with  the  Christian  doctrine  of  the  Trinity,  with  the  consti- 
tution of  the  world  beyond  the  grave,  and  with  the  oon«ct 
motions  of  tlio  sun  and  earth.  These  seoreta  they  confided 
to  the  papyri  generally  buried  with  tlie  mummiea  of 
persons  of  any  importance  from  the  Xllth  to  the  XXVIih 
Dynasty,  and  known  to  Egyptologistu  as  the  Book  of  the 
Dead.  He  further  tells  us  that  King  Che<ipe,  of  the 
IVth  Dynasty,  fearing  that  in  spite  of  this  precaution 
they  might  yet  be  lost,  caused  to  be  built  tlie  Great 
Pyramiil,  in  which  they  are  enshrined  in  such  a  peculiar 
manner  that  the  Book  cannot  be  understood  without  the 
Pyramid,  nor  the  Pyramid  without  the  Book.  Hence  it 
wan  possible  for  Mr.  Adams,  on  his  second  visit  to  Egypt, 
to  visit  the  Qreat  Pyramid,  and,  with  the  knowledge 
obtained  by  a  previous  study  of  the  Book  of  the  Dead, 
to  penetrate  its  mysteries  and  to  recover  the  creed  which 
ha»  been  given  above. 

Now,    this    story   is    to   anyone  having    the    slightest 
acquaintance  with  Egyptology  inconceivably  absurd.    The 
Qreat  Pyramid  was,  aa  Profs.  Maspero,  Wiedemann,  and 
Flinders  Petrie  have  averred,  designed  as  a  tomb  for  the 
remains  of  the  deified  king,  who,  after  his  death  aa  in  hia 
life,  waa  worshipped  in  the  temple  beside  it.     Aa  such,  its 
external  form  was  determined  by  the  ordinary  construction 
of  Egyptian  tombs,  and  the  arrangement  of  the  interior  does 
not  show  evidence  of  any  deep  design,  the  construction  of 
the  subterranean  chamber  having  been  abandoned  before 
completion,  and  the  upper  part  of  the  work  being  finished 
in  a  much  rougher  and  more  careless  fashion  than  the  lower. 
Nor  does  the  Book  of  the  Dead  in  any  way  correspond  to 
the  idea  which  an  uninstructed  person  could  form  of  it  from 
the  perusal  of  Mr.  Adams's  works.     Had  it  been  reduced  to 
writing  before  the  time  of  Cheops  and  handed  down  in 
the  same  form  until  the  conversion  of  Egypt  to  Chris- 
tianity, it  might  so  far  support  Mr.  Adams's  theories  as  to 
suggest  that  there  was  more  in  it  than  met  the  eye.     As  it 
is,  the  two  hundred  and  odd  chapters,  into  which  it  has 
been  divided  by  modem  science,  have  plainly  been  written 
by  different  authors,  with  different  views,  and  at  dates  of 
which  the  earliest  yet  ascertained  is  four  hundred  years 
later  than  Cheops.     These  chapters,  too,  have  never  been 
found  together  in  any  one  MS.    Some  of  them  aro  men 
repetitions  of  earlier  ones,  while  others  profess  to  explain 
in   a  mystical  or  non-natural  sense  those  of  their  pre- 
decessors which  at  the  time  they  were  written  wero  under- 
stood in  a  literal  and  material  one.      And  throughout  they 
bear  witness  to  the  changes  which  every  religion  under- 
goes in  course  of  time  through  alteration  of  environment 
and  contact  with  foreign  creeds.     The  solar  worship  of  the 
Hyksos  kings,  the  pantheism  to  which  the  ancient  world 
seems  to  have  turned  in  the  sixth  century  B.C.,  and  the 
constant  intrusion  of  Asiatic  and  African  gods  into  the 
Egyptian  Pantheon,  have  all  left  their  marks  on  the  Book 
of  the  Dea4 ;  while  the  belief  common  to  all  barbarons 
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peoples  in  the  magical  power  of  unintelligible  words  and 
phrases  appeared  in  it  from  the  very  first.  At  length,  the 
ever-increasing  corruption  of  the  text  of  this  mass  of 
heterogeneous  and  inconsistent  material  made  its  use  too 
absurd  for  even  Egyptian  ideas  of  propriety,  and  in 
Ptolemaic  times  it  was  abandoned,  its  place  being  taken  by 
small  papyri  from  which  was  omitted  all  references  to  that 
part  of  the  popular  creed  which  had  become  obsolete.  It 
would  be  as  possible  to  extract  harmony  from  a  dozen 
instruments  all  playing  different  airs  as  to  extract  any 
rational  and  consistent  doctrine  from  the  Book  of  the  Dead. 
It  will  be  seen,  therefore,  that  from  the  scientific  stand- 
point Mr.  Adams's  book  is  beneath  consideration ;  we  regret 
to  have  to  say  further  that  its  literary  method  is,  in  our 
opinion,  gravely  reprehensible.  That  the  author  in  his 
description  of  the  interior  of  the  Pyramid  has  led  his 
readers  astray  can  be  seen  by  comparing  the  diagram  given 
by  him  with  the  plans  in  Prof.  Petrie's  careful  survey.  Prof. 
Maspero's  Origines,  or  even  Baedeker's  Egypt.  Nor  need 
we  trouble  ourselves  greatly  over  the  arithmetic  of  an  author 
who  points  out  mystical  affinities  in  measurements  which  are 
only  "  nearly  "  or  "  within  a  yard  or  two  "  within  some  ratio 
of  each  other,  although  to  do  so  he  takes  six  feet  off  the 
side  of  the  Great  Pyramid,  and  allows  himself  a  latitude  in 
dealing  with  the  sun's  distance  of  a  million  miles. 
But  these  offences  are  light  compared  with  the  lack 
of  frankness  which  he  shows  in  dealing  with  the  Book 
of  the  Dead.  Mr.  Adams  is  no  tyro  in  such  matters, 
for  he  has  before  published  books  purporting,  at  any  ratei 
to  be  scientific  and  historical,  and  has  also  appeared, 
if  we  mistake  not,  as  a  University  Extension  lecturer.  He 
must,  therefore,  know  that  in  quoting  in  a  popular  work  a 
document  inaccessible  to  the  general  public  it  is  his  duty 
to  take  the  best  text  obtainable,  and  either  to  make  use  of 
a  translation  by  an  acknowledged  expert,  or,  if  he  prefers 
to  ^ke  his  own  translation,  to  draw  attention  to  the  fact, 
and  to  give  his  reasons  for  differing  from  the  generally 
accepted  rendering.  In  the  present  case,  the  only  version 
of  the  Book  of  the  Dead  which  woidd  help  his  argu- 
ment is  the  funerary  ritual  discovered  by  M.  Maspero  in 
the  Saqqarah  pyramids.  This  is  really  some  evidence  of 
the  Egyptian  creed  at  the  time  of  Cheops,  because  it  must 
have  been  buried  during  the  two  dynasties  immediately 
succeeding  him.  But,  knowing  that  he  cannot  find  there 
any  hint  of  the  doctrines  he  requires,  Mr.  Adams  passes 
over  this,  as  he  does  over  the  splendid  papyri  of  the 
Theban  dynasties,  whose  Book  of  the  Dead  has  been 
translated  in  most  scholarly  fashion,  first  by  Sir  Peter 
Renouf,  and  then  by  Dr.  Bvidge,  his  successor  as  Keeper 
of  Egyptian  Antiquities  at  the  British  Museum.  Instead 
of  these,  he  chooses  a  paj)yru8  of  Ptolemaic  times  written 
at  least  3,000  years  after  the  building  of  the  Great  Pyra- 
mid, and  at  a  time  when  the  priests  endeavoured  to  conceal 
their  ignorance  of  their  ancient  religion  under  an  affecta- 
tion of  mystery.  He  makes  no  use  of  the  English  version 
of  this  by  the  late  Dr.  Birch,  or  of  the  French  one  by 
M.  Pierret,  one  of  the  Keepers  of  the  Louvre,  and  gives, 
without  a  word  of  notice  or  explanation,  a  rendering 
which  we  can  only  suppose  he  has  made  himself,  but 
which  differs  materially  from  any  yet  attempted.  For 
instance,  he  takes  his  title  from  the  rubric  appended  to 


the^  152nd  chapter,  which  he  gives  thus:  "This  Book 
is  the  greatest  of  mysteries.  Do  not  let  the  eye  of 
anyone  look  upon  it — that  were  abomination.  The 
Book  of  the  Master  of  the  Secret  House  is  its  name." 
We  turn  to  Dr.  Budge's  work  on  the  Book  of  the  Dead 
published  this  year,  and  we  find  that  the  chapter  is  not 
known  before  the  Saite  Dynasty,  while  Dr.  Budge's  trans- 
lation of  it  runs  :  ' '  This  is  a  composition  of  exceed- 
ingly great  mystery.  Let  not  the  eye  of  any  man  what- 
soever see  it,  for  it  is  an  abominable  thing  for  1  every  man] 
to  know  it ;  therefore  hide  it.  '  Book  of  the  Mistress  of 
the  Hidden  Temple  '  is  its  name" — the  "Mistress  of  the 
Temple"  being  evidently  the  cow  (probably  Isis  or  Hathor), 
whose  portrait  adorns  the  commencement  of  the  chapter. 
Or  let  us  take  the  opening  words  of  the  first  chapter, 
which  can,  unlike  the  others^  be  traced  back  to  the 
XVIIIth  Dynasty,  and  which  Mr.  Adams  reads  "  when 
divested  of  the  enshrouding  imagery,"  thus  : 

"  Hail,  Osiris,  strong  one  of  heaven  !  "  says  the  Divine 
Wisdom,  King  of  Eternity.  "  I  am  the  great  god  near  the 
divine  vessel ;  I  have  fought  for  thee  ;  I  am  he  among  the 
divine  beings  who  causes  the  Osiris  to  be  justified  before 
his  enemies,  the  day  of  woighing  the  words  of  thy  accusers. 
O,  Osiris !  I  am  one  among  the  Divine  Persons,  the 
Child  of  the  Holy  Mother." 

This,  says  Mr.  Adams,  has  a  ' '  striking  significance  when 
we  reflect  that,  according  to  Catholic  teaching  also,  the 
Divine  Wisdom  is  the  Second  Person  of  the  Blessed 
Trinity,  the  Child  of  Mary."  We  turn  to  M.  Pierret's 
version  and  we  find  the  chapter  really  begins  : 

"  O  Oairis,  Bull  of  Ameuti  [the  underworld  of  the 
Egyptians]  !  says  Thoth  [in  the  earlier  papyri,  '  Thoth  is 
with  me '],  0  King  of  Eternity  !  I  am  the  great  god  in 
the  Sacred  Bark.  I  fought  for  thee ;  I  am  one  of  those 
chief  gods  who  make  true  the  word  of  Osiris  against  his 
foes  in  the  Judgment  Day.  Thy  companions  are  mine,  O 
Osiris  I     I  am  one  of  the  gods  born  of  Nut." 

Nut  being  the  Egyptian  sky-goddess,  and  the  mother  of 
Osiris  and  four  other  deities  besides,  but  not  of  Thoth. 
It  would  be  tedious  to  go  on,  but  we  can  assure  our  readers 
that  we  have  checked  all  Mr.  Adams's  other  references  to 
the  Book  of  the  Dead  that  are  traceable,  and  that  we  have 
not  found  one  which  is  not  similarly  at  variance  with  all 
the  accepted  versions  yet  published. 

From  these  facts  the  following  dilemma  results  :  either 
Mr.  Adams  has  discovered  a  way  of  translating  Egyptian 
which  gives  directly  opposite  effects  to  those  hitherto 
adopted  by  scholars ;  or,  finding  the  facts  too  strong  for 
his  theory,  he  has  altered  the  facts  to  fit  it. 


From    the    Celtic. 

The  Three  Foundations  of  Judgment. 

Bold  design. 

Constant  practice. 

Frequent  mistakes. 

The  Three  Foundations  of  Learning. 
Seeing  much, 
Suffering  much, 
Studying  much. 
Translated  hy  Fiona  Macleod  in  tht  "  Fortnightly  Review." 
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The  History  of  an  Art. 

Lithography  anl  Lilhoijraphen :  Some  Cliapten  in  the  Ilitlorij 
of  (he  Art.     Witli  Teohnicnil  Remarks  and  SuggestionH 
by  Josopli  and  Elizabeth  Eobins  I'onnell,  together  with 
many  lllustratious.     (Unwin.     £;i  I.'Ih.  fid.) 
The  centenary  of  the  invention  of  lithography  lias   been 
signalised  by  two  events  :  firstly,  by  an  exhibition  in  the 
western  galleries  of  the  South  Tvensington  Ariiseum  ;  and, 
secondly,  by  the  publiwiticm  of  an  illustrated  (juarto  volume 
on  Lithography  and  Lithographers.     The  former  is  remark- 
ably comprohensive,    the  object  of  the  organising  com- 
mittee having  been  to  gather  together  a  collection  which 
should  bo  "as  complete  as  possible  from  the  artistic  as 
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PORTRAIT  DE  I'EMME. 
Prom  the  Lithograph  bg  E.  Manet. 

well/as  the  historic  point  of  view."  But,  in  contrast  to 
the  representative  character  of  the  exhibition,  the  limita- 
tions of  the  book  in  question  are  sufficiently  obvious. 
Written,  as  its  authors  ingenuously  state  in  the  opening 
words  of  tlio  preface,  "for  one  sole  reason — because  the 
subject  amused  "  them,  the  work  is  to  be  regarded  not  so 
much  as  a  serious  and  analytical  study  of  lithography  as 
a  manifesto  of  the  peculiar  views  and  predilections  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pennell.  Not  but  that  one  at  least  of  the 
authors  can  readily  suppress  an  idiosyncrasy  of  his  own 
when  he  chooses.  Thus  it  is  notable  that  in  not  a  few 
instances,  in  the  list  of  illustrations  and  elsewhere,  a  verbal 
distinction  is  made  between  lithographs  proper — that  is 


to  say,  between  impreMionH  print«<I  from  a  utonn  upon 
which  the  nrtiat  has  drawn  direct  -  and  tluxte  picture*  which, 
on  the  other  hand,  are  first  "drawn  on  paper  by  theartikt," 
and  8ubse<iuentlj  "  transferred  "  to  the  Murfuie  of  the  atono 
and  printed  off  by  somebody  el«c.  In  not  thin  the  very 
same  technical  ]H>int  which  conetitutoil  the  allegetl  libel  for 
which  Mr.  Walter  Sickert  had  to  pay  <lamage«  ?  If  tlii* 
be  so,  it  is  curious  to  speculate  how  far  the  plaintifTa  own 
words  might  have  affected  the  verdict  of  tlia  jury  could 
they  have  seen  the  MS.  or  proofs  of  the  work  now  pub- 
lished.    Parts  of  it  must  have  been  in  existence  at  the 

time,  since  it  was  begun,  as  the  preface,  dated  Novemltor, 
1898,  tells  us,  "  about  five  years  ago."     "About"  is  vague, 

it  is  true ;  but  the  book  had  been  in  hand,  on  the  shortest 

computation,  two  years  before  the  action  for  libel 

heanl. 
The  heading  of    the 

Lithography,"    suggests 

happy — nay,    it    is    an 

of 
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first  chapter,    "The  Cellini    of 
a   parallel   which    is   far   from 
outrage    against    the    memory 
honest   Aloys    Senefelder    to    liken    him    to  such    a 
man    as   the   Italian    goldsmith.     Both   wrote   an    auto- 
biography, but  there  the  similarity  between  them  ends. 
The  one   was  a  vandal  destroyer  of    art   treasures — an 
unscrupulous  peculator  and  a  murderer  to  boot ;  whereas 
the  other  was  an  original  inventor,  and  a  man,   mote- 
over,    whose    conscientiousness    and    altruism    over    and 
over    again  militated    against  his  attaining    to  worldly 
prosperity  or  success.     Cellini  was  a  soldier  of  fortune  all 
his  days  ;  Senefelder,  living  in  poverty  and  privation,  was 
driven  to  sell  himself  for  military  service  only  for  the  pur- 
pose of  obtaining    the  necessary    sum  to  prosecute  the 
experiments  for  the  perfecting  of  his  g^eat  invention.     But, 
even  so,  the  fruits  of  his  devoted  sacrifice  were  denieil  to  him. 
His   soldier's   career  at   Ingolstadt  lasted   no  more   than 
a  day  and  a  night,  when  he  waa  discharged,  on  the  ground 
that,  not  being  a  native  of  Bavaria,  he  was  not  legA)' 
qualified  to  serve  in  the  army  of  that  State.     How  poor 
Senefelder  was  discovered  the  authors  do  not  record  ;  but 
)>earing,  as  he  did,  the  baptismal  names  of  Johann  and 
Nepomuk,  it  may  well  be  that,  when  the  moment  of  enrol- 
ment arrived,  he  was  promptly  identified  for  a  citizen  of 
Prague,  of  which  place  St.  John  Nepomucene,  martyr  of 
"unconquered  sacramental  silence,"  is  one  of  the  most 
venerated  patrons.     Space  does  not  permit  us  to  follow 
tlie  various  vicissitudes  of  Senefelder's  life,  or  the  progress 
of  his  wonderfid  discovery.    It  is  enough  for  us,  accepting 
the  invention  and  the  elaboration  of  lithography  as  accom- 
plished facts,  to  judge  of  its  results  as  we  find  them.     The 
authors  trace  the  history  of  the  craft  from  its  origin  to  its 
first  introduction  into  France,  and  the  high  level  of  de- 
velopment to  which  it  was  brought  in  that  country ;  and 
its  earliest  practice  in   England  down  to  the  present-day 
revival  of  lithogpi^phy  on  both  sides  of  the  Channel.     All 
this,  and  more,  being  recounted,  the  l)ook  concludes  with 
a  chapter  of  critical  and  practical  suggestions. 

And  here,  notwithstanding  that  the  letterpress  is  both 
useful  and  readable  in  its  way,  one  may  yet  complain  of 
the  authors  for  the  choice  of  illustrations  they  have  repro- 
duced. That  many  of  the  items  selected  can  )>oast  of 
technical  qualities  of  some  distinction  is  not  for  a  moment 
to   be  disputed.    Take  the  two  typical  instances  given 
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herewith.  That  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pennell's  judgment  in  pro- 
nouncing  Manet's  portrait  of  a  woman  "remarkably  fine " 
is  a  right  one  from  the  point  of  view  of  execution  may  be 
allowed;  but  that  the  picture  is  a  pleasant  object  to  look 
at  it  would  be  rash  to  claim.  And  as  for  the  portrait  of 
the  elder  Dumas,  does  it  not  owe  its  attractiveness  to  a 
derived  interest,  rather  than  to  any  inherent  beauty  of 
the  drawing  as  such  ?  It  may,  indeed,  win  longevity,  as 
the  authors  predict;  but,  in  that  case,  it  will  not  be 
on  account  of  any  abiding  cuUus  of  Deveria,  but  because 
there  will  always  be  found  readers  of  T/w  Count  of  Monte 
Christo  and  The  Three  Musketeers,  and  they  will  be  glad  to 
see  what  their  favourite  novelist  looked  like  in  the  flesh. 
No ;  if  a  book  of  the  nature  of  that  under  review  is  to 
fulfil  any  definite  object,  it  ought  to  make  the  art  with 
which  it  deals  better  appreciated  and  more  widely  practised 
than  heretofore.     This  is  not  to  be  effected  by  the  display 


ALEXiVNDRE  DUMAS  IN   1830. 
From  the  Lithograph  If  A-hlHe  Deveria. 

either  of  the  eccentricities  or  the  platitudes  of  the  process  ; 
but  by  demonstrating  for  how  many  an  resthetic  pleasure 
the  world  is  indebted  to  the  special  art  in  question — iileasures 
which,  without  its  offices,  would  have  been  non-existent. 
But  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  had  lithography  never 
achieved  any  results  more  attractive  tlian  those  now 
published,  the  world  might  have  dispensed  with  it  alto- 
gether, and  have  been  left  none  the  poorer  for  the  loss. 
It  may  fairly  be  contended  that,  whereas  the  sum  of  human 
happiness  is  increased  by  every  physically  beautiful  thing 
that  is  called  into  being,  an  art  which  cannot  produce  any 
addition  of  its  own  to  the  existing  stock  has  so  far  failed 
t')  justify  itself  as  occupying  a  place  in  the  universe  at  all. 
H'l^i.-vMr,  it  is  nut  on  the  ffisthetic  capabilities  of  litho- 
gr.ip.y  tkat  the  authors  care  or  profess  to  insist.  Neither, 
according  to  them,  is  it  of  any  moment  whatever  on  what 
material  the  drawing  be  made — whether  on  the  stone 
itself,  on  metal,  or  on  paper.     (In  the  name  of  reason. 


then,  why  do  the  draughtsmen  of  their  school  trouble  to 
procure  transfer-paper  with  a  surface  mechanically  pre- 
pared to  imitate  the  actual  texture  of  stone  ?)  The 
authors  point  is  that  the  essence,  "  the  whole  art  of  litho- 
graphy, is  surface-printing "  ;  in  which  case  the  artist's 
handiwork  and  the  tools  he  uses  are  of  minor  importance, 
and  lithography  resolves  itself  into  a  mere  process  of  com- 
mercial reduplication !  How  characteristic  is  this  of  the 
Transatlantic  attitude  of  mind  towards  the  arts !  But 
for  ourselves  it  is  most  unsatisfactory.  We  are  not 
convinced.  W.  W, 


An  Epic  of  the  Sea.  j 

The  Cruise  of  the  "  Cachalot."     By  F.  T.  Bullen,  First  Mate. 
(Smith,  Elder  &  Co.     7s.  6d.) 

Among  the  stores  of  new  information  packed  in  Mr.  BuUen's 
pages  there  is  a  little  fact  that  peeps  persistently  and 
continuously  between  the  lines — which  is,  that  among 
literary  schools  there  is  not  one  to  compare  with  the  sea. 
All  potential  writers  shoidd  go  to  sea ;  all  writers  who  are 
tired  should  go  to  sea.  For,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Bullen's 
apology  in  his  too  modest  preface,  "the  manifold  short- 
comings of  the  work  wiU  .  .  .  it  is  trusted,  belaid  ...  to 
the  limitations  of  the  writer,  whose  long  experience  of  sea 
life  has  done  little  to  foster  the  literary  faculty  " — the  sea 
has  been  his  great  instructor.  The  sea  is  the  ally  of 
thought,  the  simplifier  of  rough  ways,  the  awakener  of 
romance,  the  eternal  wizard.  The  sea  is  the  only  begetter 
of  this  fascinating  work. 

Mr.  Bullen  has  given  us  in  these  pages  an  ejiic  of 
whaling,  and  he  has  presented  it  with  that  forcefulness 
and  simplicity  with  which  the  epic  is  associated.  He 
begins  at  the  beginning  by  showing  how,  at  the  age  of 
eighteen,  after  six  years'  sea  experience,  he  joined  a 
whaler  in  the  harbour  of  New  Bedford,  Massachusetts. 
That  is  on  the  first  page.  On  the  last  page  we  see  the 
whaler  being  towed  in  to  New  Bedford  Harbour  once 
again,  three  years  later,  and  Mr.  Bullen  gives  us  the 
sailor's  valedictory  "  So  long !  "  It  is  just  such  symmetry 
and  lack  of  extraneous  matter  that  the  epic  demands.  In 
the  interim  the  most  wonderful  things  have  happened: 
the  monsters  of  the  deep  have  been  fought  and,  after 
terrific  encounters,  conquered ;  storms  have  arisen  com- 
parable only  to  the  terrors  of  cliaos  ;  velvety  and  delicious 
calms  have  fallen,  transforming  the  rude  ocean  to  the 
waters  of  paradise  ;  strange  lands  have  been  sighted  and 
explored  ;  once  a  ship  manned  solely  by  the  dead  drifted 
before  Mr.  Bullen's  eyes  ;  once,  from  his  post  at  the  mast- 
head, he  beheld  captain  and  fourth  mate  (buUy  and  giant) 
wrestle  out  of  this  world  into  the  next ;  and  always,  what- 
ever is  the  matter  of  the  moment,  whether  harpooning 
the  whales  or  cutting  them  up,  whether  racing  before  the 
wind  or  blistering  in  a  calm,  always  we  hear  the  frothing 
of  the  wave  crests  or  the  sighing  of  the  wind.  The  book 
is  of  the  sea. 

The  history  of  a  cruise  as  a  cruise  could  be  made 
tolerable  for  nearly  four  hundred  fuU  pages  bj'  hardlj'  any 
man,  even  the  greatest,  and  the  central  interest  of  Mr. 
Bullen's  work,  the  core  and  newness  of  it,  is  the  account 
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of  the  capture  of  the  sperm  whale,  or  cachalot.  It  in  these 
glorious  contests,  whore  man  is  fijfhting  witli  mammoth, 
that  give  his  book  its  epic  character.  They  play  the  part 
of  supernatural  machinery,  of  tlie  conflicts  of  the  go<]H. 
Mr.  Bullon  describes  some  tremendous  scenes.  Uero,  for 
example,  is  a  passage  : 

"  Lay  oflF !  Off  with  hor,  Louey  !  "  screamed  the  male  ; 
and  she  gave  a  wide  sheor  away  from  the  whale,  not  a 
second  too  soon.  Up  flew  that  awful  tail,  dpscendinR 
with  a  crash  upon  the  water  not  two  f(«t  from  us.  "  Out 
oars  !  Pull,  two !  Stani,  three  !  "  shouted  the  mate ;  and 
as  we  obeyed  our  foe  turned  to  fight.  Then  might  one 
see  how  courage  and  skill  were  such  mighty  factors  in  tho 
apparently  unequal  contest.  The  whale's  groat  length 
made  it  no  easy  job  for  him  to  turn,  while  our  boat,  with 
two  oars  a-side,  and  the  great  leverage  at  the  stern 
supplied  by  the  nineteen-foot  steer-oar,  circled,  backed, 
and  darted  ahead  like  a  living  thing  animated  by  the  mind 
of  our  commander.  When  the  leviathan  settled,  we  gave 
a  wide  bertli  to  his  probable  place  of  ascent;  when  he 
rushed  at  us,  we  dodged  him  ;  when  he  paused,  if  only 
momentarily,  in  we  flew,  and  got  home  a  fearful  thrust  of 
the  deadly  lance. 

AU  fear  was  forgotten  now — I  panted,  thirsted  for  his 
life.  Once,  indeed,  in  a  sort  of  frenzy,  when  for  an  instant 
we  lay  side  by  side  with  him,  I  drew  my  sheath-knife, 
and  plunged  it  repeatedly  into  the  blubber,  as  if  I  were 
assisting  in  his  destruction.  Suddenly  the  mate  gave  a 
howl :  "  Stam  all— stam  all !  oh,  stam  ! "  and  the  oars  bent 
like  canes  as  we  obeyed.  There  was  an  upheaval  of  the 
sea  just  ahead ;  then  slowly,  majestically,  the  vast  body  of 
our  foe  rose  into  the  air.  Up,  up  it  went,  while  my  heart 
stood  still,  until  the  whole  of  that  immense  creature  himg 
on  high,  apparently  motionless,  and  then  fell— a  hundred 
tons  of  solid  flesh — back  into  the  sea.  On  either  side  of 
that  mountainous  mass  the  waters  rose  in  shining  towers 
of  snowy  foam,  which  fell  in  their  turn,  whirling  and 
eddying  around  us  as  we  tossed  and  fell  Hke  a  chip  in  a 
whirlpool.  Blinded  by  the  flying  spray,  baling  for  very 
life  to  free  the  boat  from  the  water  with  which  she  was 
nearly  full,  it  was  some  minutes  before  I  was  able  to 
decide  whether  we  were  still  uninjured  or  not.  Then  I 
saw,  at  a  little  distance,  the  whale  lying  quietly.  As  I 
looked  he  spouted,  and  the  vapour  was  red  with  his  blood. 
"  Stam  all !  "  again  cried  our  chief,  and  we  retreated  to  s 
considerable  distance.  The  old  warrior's  practised  eye 
had  detected  the  coming  climax  of  our  efli'orts,  the  dying 
agony  or  "flurry"  of  the  great  mammal.  Turning  upon 
his  side,  he  began  to  move  in  a  circular  direction,  slowly 
at  first,  then  faster  and  faster,  until  he  was  rushing  round 
at  tremendous  speed,  his  groat  head  raised  quite  out  of 
water  at  times,  clashing  his  enormous  jaws.  Torrents  of 
blood  poured  from  his  spout-hole,  accompanied  by  hoarse 
bellowings,  as  of  some  gigantic  bull,  but  really  caused  by 
the  labouring  breath  trying  to  pass  through  the  clogged 
air  passages.  The  utmost  caution  and  rapidity  of  manipu- 
lation of  the  boat  was  necessary  to  avoid  his  maddened 
rush,  but  this  gigantic  energy  was  short-lived.  In  a  few 
minutes  he  subsided  slowly  in  death,  his  mighty  body 
reclined  on  one  side,  the  fin  uppermost  waving  limply  as 
he  rolled  to  the  swell,  while  the  small  waves  broke  gently 
over  the  carcase  in  a  low,  monotonous  surf,  intensifying 
the  profound  silence  that  had  succeeded  the  tumult  of  our 
conflict  with  the  late  monarch  of  the  deep. 

"We  do  not  say  that  this  description  is  the  best ;  but  it  is 
more  easily  detached  from  the  book  than  are  some  others 


which  we  hare  marked;  and  though  it  layi  nothing  of 
Mr.  BuUen's  delicate  sonse  of  hoautj,  it  mfficiantljr  prOTM 
his  vigour  of  style. 

Now  and  then  Mr.  Bullen  is  a  little  diaoonoerting.  For 
example:  "While  thus  ruminating  [after  the  capture  of 
a  big  whale  J,  the  mate  and  Ixjuis  began  a  deniiltory  con- 
versation (Hinceming  what  thoy  termefl  '  ambergi«aa«.'  I 
ha<l  never  even  heanl  thn  wonl  before,  although  I  had  a 
notion  that  Ikfilton,  in  '  I'aradise  Regained,'  deaoribing 
the  Satanic  banquet,  had  spoken  of  something  being  '  gria- 
amber  steamed.' "  We  were  not  prepared  to  find  that 
Mr.  Bullen  had  read  "  Paradise  Regained."  We  do  not 
doubt  it  for  a  moment;  but  his  story  gains  nothing  by 
the  statement.  In  another  place  Mr.  Bullen  speaks  of 
porpoises  rolling  and  tumbling  in  their  "  usual  clownish 
fashion."  "Clownish"  means  two  things:  it  means 
jocular  and  high-spirited,  and  it  means  ungainly.  If  Mr. 
Bullen  uses  the  word  in  tliis  latter  sense,  he  is  wrong. 
The  porpoise  is  among  the  most  graceful  of  moving  things. 
Again,  Mr.  Bullon  speaks  of  the  Cachalot  doing  her  hundred 
and  fifty  miles  a  day,  and  "  pounding  and  bruising  the 
ill-used  sea  in  her  path."  That  is  not  goo<l.  The  epithet 
"ill-iisetl"  is  altogether  forced,  and  "  bruising"  is  a  bad 
word  here.  But  these  blemishes  are  nothing.  The  book 
is  the  thing,  and  the  book  is  real,  authentic,  a  piece  of  life. 


Chatter  about  Players. 


Adort  of  the  Century:  A  Play-Iaver't  OUaningt  from 
Theatrical  Annah.  By  Frederic  Whyte.  (George 
Bell  &  Sons.     21s.  net.) 

There  can  be  no  doubt  about  it— the  "players"  are 
having  it  all  their  own  way.    Only  the  other  day  Miaa 


MISS  KLLEX   TERBY. 
From  a  Pkotograph  bt  B.  K.  King. 


Ellen  Terry  was  the  subject  of  an  "  elegant "  monograph ; 
now  we  have  a  bulky  and  even  g^ndiose  volume,  devoted, 
not  to  one  player  only,  but  to  many.     It  would  seem  that 
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Mr.  Frederic  Whyte  (whose  title  to  honour,  so  far,  is  that 
he  translated  into  English  the  English  Stage  of  Monsieur 
Filon)  was  and  is  acquainted  with  a  Monsieur  Beau,  who 
claims  to  have  been  "one  of  the  pioneers  of  photography 
in  this  country."  "  There  were,  indeed,"  says  Monsieur 
Beau  (in  an  appendix  to  Actors  of  the  Century),  "very  few 
photographers  in  London  at  the  time  when,  with  Silvy,  I 
introduced  '  the  full-length  cartes-de-visite.'  We  thought 
the  best  plan  was  to  produce  at  first  a  series  of  theatrical 
portraits.  .  .  .  Therefore,  the  studio  of  Porchester-ter- 
race  became  the  rendezvous  of  the  most  eminent  of  the 
'  profession.'  " 

Here  we  would  appear  to  have  the  genesis  of  Mr. 
Whyte's  present  performance.  He  became  acquainted 
with  Monsieur  Beau's  collection  of  player-portraits;  "it 
seemed  a  pity  they  should  not  be  shown  also  to  the  world 
at^large";  he  got  together  some  others;   and,  with  the 


MIES   KATE  TEBRY  REFLECTED   BY  i[ISS   ELLEN  TEREY. 
From  a  Photograph  by  Adulphe  Beau. 

aid  of  Sir  Squire  Bancroft,  the  caricatures  in  Vanity 
Fair,  and  the  Lyceum  "Souvenirs,"  the  pictorial  part  of 
Actors  of  the  Century  was  arranged  for.  Mr.  Whyte  is 
quite  frank  about  it.  From  the  very  first,  he  says,  he  has 
regarded  the  letterpress  in  his  book  as  subsidiary  to  the 
illustrations.  And  so  it  is.  There  is  really  very  little  to  be 
said  for  Mr.  Whyte's  share  in  tliis  imposing  tome.  To  have 
translated  Monsieur  Filon  into  English  is  not  equivalent 
to  being  an  authority  on  the  Victorian  stage.  Nor  does 
Mr.  Whyte  pretend  to  be  such.  He  writes  a  most 
engaging  preface.  He  speaks  of  theatrical  history  as  a 
literary  "backwater"  down  which  he  "drifted  quite 
recently  and  by  chance."  "  I  have  sought  in  this  book 
to  make  it  known  to  others."  "  My  ideal  reader  is  he,  or 
she,   who  will   come   to   these  pages  as   ignorant  of  my 


subject  as  I  was  then,  but  as  ready  to  be  interested  and 
entertained." 

Only  to  readers  who  are  as  ignorant  of  the  subject  as 
Mr.  Whyte  was,  confessedly,  till  "quite  recently,"  can  the 
text  of  this  volume  be  recommended.  And  only  then  with 
a  warning.  They  must  not  suppose  that  this  book  is  a 
comprehensive  guide  to  the  biography  of  the  most  notable 
players  of  the  century.  It  is  nothing  of  the  sort.  Being 
confined  within  the  limits  of  200  pages,  it  coidd  scarcely 
be  so.  It  is  really  only  a  kind  of  rapid  resume  of  the 
topic,  set  forth  in  a  style  which  seems  intended  to  be  airy, 
but  becomes  before  very  long  a  little  monotonous.  To  Mr. 
Whyte,  certainly,  must  be  given  the  credit  of  having 
"  got  up  "  his  authorities  with  care  and  used  them  witli  a 
certain  amount  of  literary  skill.  He  strings  his  facts  and 
his  quotations  together  with  some  tact.  The  worst  of  it 
is  that  one  grows  tired  of  the  long  procession  of  citations. 
Mr.  Whyte's  reliance  upon  his  predecessors  is  almost  too 
pathetic.  He  trots  out  Hazlitt,  and  Leigh  Hunt,  and 
Charles  Lamb,  and  William  Eobson  ("The  Old  Playgoer  "), 
and  George  Henry  Lewes,  and  Westland  Marston,  and 
Henry  Morley,  again  and  again ;  oven  concerning 
matters  within  the  memory  of  the  ordinary  middle-aged 
playgoer  he  is  never  tired  of  calling  upon  Mr.  Button 
Cook,  and  Mr.  Barton  Baker,  and  Mr.  William  Archer, 
and  Mr.  Joseph  Knight,  and  Mr.  Clement  Scott,  and  even 
upon  Mr.  Bernard  Shaw  and  Mr.  Walkley,  to  assist  and 
fortify  him  in  his  narrative. 

Esjiecially  and  admittedly  inadequate  is  Mr.  Whyte's 
discourse  on  the  players  of  this  generation.  He  allots 
about  fifty  pages  to  "The  Days  of  the  Kembles  "  ;  about 
sixteen  to  Kean  and  J.  B.  Booth ;  about  thirty-six  to 
Macready  and  his  contemporaries ;  about  fifty  to  the  stage 
in  the  'fifties  and  the  'sixties ;  and  about  twenty-five  to 
"  The  Era  of  Irving."  Obviously,  the  last-named  measure 
of  space  is  not  nearly  sufficient  for  the  purpose.  And  the 
same  lack  of  comprehensiveness  extends  to  the  department 
of  portraiture.  The  illustrations  are  not  at  all  fully  repre- 
sentative, and  are  by  no  means  always  well  chosen.  There 
is  no  portrait  of  William  Creswick,  or  James  Anderson, 
or  Barry  Sullivan,  or  Charles  Dillon,  or  John  Clarke,  or 
Leigh  Murray,  or  Mrs.  Nisbett,  or  Miss  Glyn,  or  Miss 
Herbert,  or  Miss  Heath,  or  Mrs.  German  Eeed  (Miss 
Horton),  or  Miss  Amy  Sedgwick,  or  Miss  Litton,  and 
so  forth,  and  so  forth. 

Many  portraits,  however,  the  voliune  does  contain ;  and 
though  a  certain  proportion  of  them  are  somewhat  trite, 
others  have  unquestionable  interest  and,  it  may  be,  value  for 
the  playgoing  enthusiast.  The  Bancrofts,  Miss  Ellen  Terry, 
Miss  Kate  Terry,  Adelaide  Neilson,  Buckstone,  Compton, 
Sothem,  Charles  Mathews,  Dion  Boucicault,  Toole,  and 
others  figure  here  in  characters  and  under  conditions  not 
hackneyed  and  therefore  acceptable.  At  the  worst,  Actors 
of  the  Century  may  be  accounted,  at  any  rate,  a  handsome 
table-book  for  the  use  of  families  in  which  theatrical  sym- 
pathies are  well  developed. 


To  divert  at  any  time  a  troublesome  fancy,  run  to  Ihy  boots ; 
they  presently  fix  thee  to  them,  and  drive  the  other  out  of  thy 
thoughts.  They  always  receive  thee  with  the  same  kindness.— 
Thomas  Fuller.  {From  "  The  Pleasures  of  Literature  and  the 
Solace  of  Books,"  by  Joseph  Shnylor.) 
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Memoirs  of  a  Model  Lord  Chancellor. 

Memoriah:  Part  II ,  Personal  and  Political,  1865  1H05.  Hy 
Eoundell  Palmer,  Earl  of  Selborne,  Lord  High 
Chancellor.     (Mncraillan.     2  vols.     25s.  net.) 

TiiEUK  is  somotliing  about  Lord  Cliancellors,  far  more 
than  al)Out  tho  Lord  Cliancollorship,  wliich  commands  a 
wliolesonie  respect.  The  office,  in  a  sense,  has  fallen  on 
evil  flays ;  so  evil  that  a  worldly  calculation  even  crossed 
tlio  guileless  mind  of  Eoundell  Palmer  whether  it  would 
bo  wortli  his  accoptanco,  8tripi)ed  of  what  someone  has 
hajipily  nicknamed  "Eldon-dom."  Palmer,  however,  was 
one  of  the  most  conscientiously  logical  of  men,  and  having 
become  a  lawyer  he  decided  to  culminate  as  the  topmost 
lawyer  of  tho  land,  instead  of  (as  at  one  time  was  within 
the  bounds  of  possibility)  aspiring  to  become  its  prime 
minister.  That  he  made  a  first-rate  Lord  ChaneeHor, 
under  tlie  very  difficult  circumstances  of  Mr.  Gladstone's 
two  early  administrations,  everybody  knows.  He  was  one 
of  the  typical  sort  of  level-headed,  cool,  sagacious,  and 
eminently  dignified  Englishmen  who  generally  hold  this 
post,  and  who,  as  above  hinted,  are  apt  to  command  even 
greater  respect  for  themselves  than  for  their  office.  This, 
by  the  way,  explains  the  embarrassment  of  the  authorities 
at  tho  National  Portrait  Gallery,  faced  by  the  problem 
where  to  hang  some  hundreds  of  distinguished  men  all 
reduced  to  a  monotonous  mediocrity  of  levelling  scarlet 
robes. 

Those  who  have  studied  the  "  Lives  of  the  Chancellors" 
will  be  conscious  of  a  similar  feeling.  There  is  too  much 
Woolsack  about  them.  The  greater  the  Clmncellor,  the 
greater  (in  general)  the  bore.  It  is  a  relief  after  this 
tirade  to  come  upon  a  Clmncellor  whose  main  interest  lies 
outside  his  office.  Eoundell  Palmer,  afterwards  Earl  of 
Selborne  (named  from  the  estate  which  he  purchased  in 
old  Gilbert  WJiite's  district),  was  a  man  of  exceptionally 
interesting  traits.  Intensely  religious  by  nature,  he  made 
the  unusual  experiment  of  carrying  his  religion  into  public 
life.  Tlie  effect  of  this  may  be  imagined.  He  was  the 
despair  of  Gladstone,  who  could  invent  no  better  way  of 
reasoning  with  his  inconvenient  scruples  than  by  offering 
him  douceurs.  The  first  trouble  with  Gladstone  arose  over 
the  Irish  Church  Disestablishment  Bill,  the  second  over 
the  Irish  Land  Act,  the  third  (which  led  to  a  permanent 
and  open  severance)  arose  out  of  the  Midlothian  Home 
Rule  campaign.  The  following  is  a  part  of  the  somewhat 
sweeping  estimate  which  Lord  Selborne  gives  of  his 
erstwhile  leader  and  idol : 

There  was  in  Lis  thoughts  about  many  things,  and  in 
bis  language  with  all  its  glitter,  an  involution  and  indis- 
tinctness which  made  his  footing  less  secure  than  it 
seemed  and  his  guidance  less  safe.  With  great  appearance 
of  tenacity  at  any  given  moment  his  mind  was  apt  to  be 
moving  indirectly  down  an  inclined  plane.  It  was  not 
his  habit  to  look  all  round  a  (juestion  or  to  take  in  >vi(h 
ecjual  patience  both  sides  of  an  argument.  When  not 
a  partisan,  he  was  goueraily  an  antagonist.  He  had  no 
consistent  or  settled  respect  for  law.  He  had  a  propensity 
towards  intellectual  subtlety  and  casuistry  which  was  apt 
to  mislead  him  as  to  the  proportions  of  things ;  and  he 
was  not  a  good  judge  of  the  characters  of  men.  He  was 
too  readily  iuHueuced  by  opinions  which  fell  xo.  with  his 


own  wiah«M  or  fpt-liugn  and  by  the  Dif<n  who  held  tbmn ; 
and  wa«  inipstiont  of  the  dry  light  of  facta,  when  (acU 
told  the  other  way.  Hence  be  o(t«u  mw  facta  tfanrairh 
a  partial  and  distorted  luedium. 

Novertheloss,  if  oxcemivo  pn>bity  failed  f>  win  oompiato 
appreciation  in  the  circles  in  which  it  woa  practiaed, 
humbler  mortals  were  not  alow  to  pay  tho  tribute  of 
wholo-honrte<l  respect.  "  Here,"  aaid  a  House  of 
Commons  policeman,  showing  some  risitora  round,  "  sita 
Sir  Eoundell  Palmer.  Ho  is  a  man.  There  i«  not  onother 
like  him  in  all  England.  Do  you  think  any  other  man 
would  have  refused  to  sit  on  the  Woolsack  because  it  went 
against  his  conscience  ?  Or  is  there  another  nmn  in 
England  working  as  he  does,  who  would  get  up  early  for 
church  on  Sunday  and  then  go  and  teach  a  Biblo-daaa  ?  " 
There  is  this  additional  i>oint  about  the  encomium,  tliat  ita 
subject  would  have  asked  for  no  higher  meed  of  praise. 

Yet  for  all  his  practical  religion  there  was  no  cant  about 
Lord  Selborne.  Outsiders,  jtorhaps,  will  think  that  the 
pieties  of  domestic  correspondence,  of  private  bereave- 
ments, and  so  forth,  are  rather  too  freely  sprinkleil  through 
these  memoirs ;  but  allowances  must  bo  made  for  this.  In 
oil  business  affairs  liOrd  Selborne  was  an  exceptionally 
capable  man  of  tho  world.  His  conduct  of  the  Alabama 
case  on  behalf  of  England,  while  revealing  one  of  the 
worst  farces  of  justice  on  record,  won  for  himself  at  leaat 
unstinted  cretlit.  His  legal  rofonns  are  universally 
recognised  and  welcomed  ;  and  if  opinion  was  more  divided 
on  tho  question  of  his  judgment  in  the  Folkestone  ritual 
case,  no  one  has  ever  dared  to  impugn  tlie  soundness  of 
his  law.  Taken  all  round,  liord  Selborne  was  a  man  to 
feel  proud  of ;  a  man  who  never  did  a  shady  thing  or 
harboured  a  shady  thought ;  a  power  for  honesty  and 
straightforwardness  in  the  State,  and  a  capable  Englishman 
to  tho  core.  His  very  justice  renders  these  memoirs,  like 
Aristides,  a  little  les-s  tlmn  palatable  ;  one  sometimes  longs 
for  a  dash  of  venom.  And  not  finding  it,  one  feels  a  sense 
of  emptiness,  commingled  with  admiration. 


A  Hint  for  Next  Summer. 

Loyal  Lochaber.     By  William  Drummond-Norie.     (Morison 
Brothers.     2  Is.) 

The  length  of  this  book  will,  we  fear,  partly  defeat  the 
intentions  of  its  author.  The  completion  of  tlio  West 
Highland  Eailway  and  of  the  new  line  to  Mallaig  has 
thrown  Lochaber  and  all  its  romance  open  to  the  enjoyment 
of  the  easy-going  tourist.  To  the  tourist,  therefore,  Mr. 
Drummond-Norie  addresses  himself — but  in  a  volume  of 
fifty  chapters,  of  nearly  five  hundred  pages !  Into  these 
pages  he  has  collected,  with  an  industry  and  enthusiasm 
which  excite  our  admiration,  "  all  that  is  of  most 
interest  in  the  authentic  history  and  traditionary  lore 
of  Lochaber."  To  say  this  is  to  say  all  we  can 
say  with  profit.  Mr.  Drummond-Norie's  book  does  not 
challenge  the  scholar.  It  is  a  budget  of  information  and 
narration  and  song  and  photographs.  He  who  would 
revel  in  the  romance  of  the  Highlands,  the  deeds  of 
Lochiel,  the  terrors  of  Glencoe,  tho  fortunes  of  Montrose 
and  Claverhouse,  the  drama  of   "Forty-five,"  and  then 
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pass  to  less  tortured  times  and  follow  the  lives  of  High- 
land regiments,  and  gallant  Highland  gentlemen  who 
fought  at  "Waterloo  and  Alma,  may  turn  to  these  pages 
with  full  assurance  of  liope.  Nor  will  the  confirmed 
dipper  into  books  lose  entertainment  here  as  his  eye  lights 
on  the  records  of  Highland  forays  and  the  clash  of  clans, 
or  such  snatches  of  ballad  as  this  from  "  The  Standard 
of  the  Braes  of  Mar,"  in  which  the  supporters  of  the 
"Old  Chevalier"  (James  VIII.  of  Scotland,  III.  of 
England)  are  named  in  almost  Biblical  style  : 

Wha  wadna  join  our  noble  chief, 

The  Drummond  and  Glengarry : 
MacGregor,  Murray,  Eollo,  Keith, 
Panmure  and  gallant  Murray ; 
MacDouald's  men, 
Clanranald's  men, 
Mackenzie's  men, 
MacGilvray's  men, 
Strathallan's  meu. 
The  Lowland  men 
Of  Callander  and  Airlie. 
Another  snatch  is  from  the  old  ballad  of  Sheriffmuir, 
in  which  the  indecisiveness  of  the  battle  is  recorded  with 
a  laughing  thrust  at  the  Marquis  of  Huntly,  whose  steed, 
Florence,  "  ran  fastest  of  a'." 

There's  some  say  that  we  ran. 

And  some  say  that  they  ran, 

And  some  say  that  nane  ran  at  a',  man ; 

But  one  thing  I'm  sure 

That  at  Shirra-muir, 

A  battle  there  was,  that  I  saw,  man  ; 

And  we  ran,  and  they  ran. 

And  they  ran,  and  we  ran, 

But  Florence  ran  fastest  of  a',  man. 

We  said  that  this  book  was  too  long.  It  will  not  be  too 
long  for  Highlanders.  Only  to  the  Sassenach  will  it  seem 
formidable,  and  for  him  we  think  Mr.  Drummond-Norie 
might  have  done  more.  For  instance,  a  marginal  gloss 
would  have  been  very  helpful  in  pages  so  crowded  with 
names,  facts,  and  dates.  The  book  is  notably  well  pub- 
lished and  illustrated ;  indeed,  we  have  rarely  seen  small 
photographs  of  scenery  as  good  as  those  which  abound  in 
these  pages. 


More  Readers  Wanted. 

The  Pleasures  of  Literature  and  the  Solace  of  Booh.     Com- 
piled by  Joseph  Shaylor.     (Wells  Gardner  &  Darton.) 

"What!  another  damned  great  volume  ;  always  writing, 
writing,  Mr.  Gibbon  !  "—Mr.  Andrew  Lang  plays  with 
this  speech  of  a  Eoyal  Duke  in  his  Introduction  to 
Mr.  Shaylor's  volume.  It  is  a  pretty  alliance,  for  Mr. 
Lang  writes  books  (What !  another  damned  gi-eat  volume  !) 
and  Mr.  Shaylor  is  connected  with  their  distribution. 
Mr.  Lang  ripples  ou  this  theme  of  reading  like  Simois, 
and  is  as  tinklingly  plentiful  as  the  dropping  well  at 
Knaresborough.  He  naturalises  on  readers,  finding 
them  to  be  "a  little  flock  scattered  sparsely  about  the 
land,  some  in  London,  several  in  Glasgow,  two  or  three, 
perhaps,  in  such  a  trifling  village  as  Dundee."  They 
are    not    gregarious ;     for    the    gregarious    "  there    are 


plays,  operas,  the  Eoyal  Academy,  and  lectures."  Mr. 
Lang  is  certainly  himself  in  these  twenty-one  pages. 
Being  desired  to  praise  books  he  laughs  at  them  who  do 
so,  not  sparing  even  "the  great  students.  Dean  Farrar, 
Mr.  Arthur  Balfour,  Mr.  Hain  Friswell,  Bacon,  and 
others."  Being  entreated  to  fan  the  love  of  books,  he  says 
that  "the  indifference,  or  hostility,  to  reading  is  human, 
natural,  and  has  always  existed."  Of  course,  Mr.  Lang  is 
serious  at  bottom,  or,  shall  we  say,  in  elusive  parentheses : 
you  may  stUl  gather  that  he  reads  books,  and  that  he  does 
not  object  to  your  reading  them  too,  at  your  own 
indiscretion.  And  so  we  come — cool  and  receptive — 
to  Mr.  Shaylor's  sheaf  of  pronouncements  on  the  use 
and  pleasures  of  reading.  Mr.  Shaylor  has  collected 
just  as  many  good  extracts  as  wiU  go  into  a  pretty  cover 
and  then  into  a  coat  jiocket.  Its  handiness  and  clearness 
are  the  qualities  in  which  his  book  is  preferable  to  Mr. 
Ireland's  larger  collection.  The  BooMover's  Enchiridion. 
We  have  here  the  confessions  of  seventy-five  authors  as 
various  as  Fuller  and  Lord  Eosebery,  Cobbett  and  Mark 
Pattison,  Ben  Jonson  and  Lord  Macaulay,  Coleridge  and 
Mr.  Sidney  Lee.  The  extracts  are  well  chosen,  and  are 
presented  on  a  pretty  page,  with  the  authors'  names  and 
the  dates  of  their  births  and  deaths  in  a  ruled  margin. 
For  frontispiece  we  have  a  reproduction  in  photogravure 
of  Meissonier's  picture,  "  A  Beading  at  Diderot's  House." 
Mr.  Shaylor  is  to  be  thanked  for  his  useful  and  appetising 
pages. 

Preparatory  to  Symonds. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  Renaissance.     By  Lilian 
F.  Field.     (Smith  &  Elder.     6s.) 

Miss  Field  covers  an  enormous  amount  of  ground  in  a 
very  brief  space.  She  has  to  deal  with  the  literature, 
architecture,  sculpture,  and  painting,  during  these  crowded 
centuries,  of  Italy,  France,  Spain,  Germany,  and  England ; 
and  withal  to  keep  in  mind  the  relations  of  these,  on  the 
one  hand,  to  the  revival  of  learning,  on  the  other,  to  the 
religious  reformation.  She  seems  to  us  to  have  accom- 
plished her  difficult  task  very  well.  The  book  is  capitally 
ordered  and  arranged ;  the  essential  is  properly  kept  in 
the  foreground  ;  and  the  writing  is  clear,  sympathetic,  and 
scholarly.  No  one  wishing  to  take  a  general  survey  of  the 
ground  before  plunging  into  the  treatises  of  Mr.  Symonds, 
or  any  other  voluminous  writer,  could  find  a  better  book 
for  his  purpose  than  this.  Naturally,  to  Mr.  Symonds  and 
others  Miss  Field  owes  m.uch.  She  modestly  disclaims 
any  pretensions  to  originality  or  research.  In  a  book  of 
this  size  there  was  hardly  room  for  either;  but  there 
was  plenty  of  room  for  judgment,  critical  faculty,  and 
taste  ;  and  of  these  qualities  Miss  Field  has  shown  herseK 
possessed. 


Postscript. 

Two  works  in  memory  of  the  late  Aubrey  Beardsley  lie 
before  us  :  Volpone  the  Fo.v  (Smithers)  and  Aulrey  Beardsley 
(the  Unicorn  Press).  In  the  latter  volume  Mr.  Arthur 
Symons  examines  the  art  and  character  of  his  friend,  and 
in  the   other  Mr.  Eobert    Boss    performs    a  like   office. 
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Mr.  Symons  is  the  more  subtle,  Mr.  Boss  the  more 
gossippy  and  externally  informing.  The  main  part  of  Mr. 
Synions's  critical  memoir  has  already  appeared  in  the 
Fortnightly  Review,  but  here  is  a  passage  from  his  new 
preface  written  for  this  slender  volume : 

I  think  Boardsley  would  rather  have  boon  a  great  writer 
than  a  groat  artist ;  and  I  remember,  on  one  ouoasion,  wlien 
he  had  to  fill  up  a  form  of  adiuission  to  gomo  library  to 
which  I  was  introducing  him,  his  iusistence  on  describing 
himself  as  "man  of  lotter*."  At  one  time  he  was  going 
to  write  an  essay  on  Lea  Liaisons  DawjeretistK,  at  another 
he  had  planned  a  book  on  Rousseau.  But  his  plans  for 
writing  changed  even  more  quickly  than  his  plans  for 
doing  drawings,  and  with  loss  profitable  results  in  the 
meantime.  Ho  has  left  no  prose  except  that  fragment  of 
a  story  \^l'nder  tin:  Hill]  ;  and  in  verso  only  the  three 
pieces  published  in  the  Saooij.  Here,  too,  ho  was  terribly 
anxious  to  excel ;  and  his  patience  over  a  medium  so  un- 
familiar, and  hence  so  difficult,  to  him  as  verso,  was  in- 
finite. "We  spent  two  whole  days  on  the  grassy  ramparts  of 
the  old  castle  at  Arques-la-Bataille,  near  Dieppe ;  I  work- 
ing at  something  or  other  in  one  part,  he  working  at  "The 
Three  Musicians,"  in  another.  The  eight  stau/.as  of  that 
amusing  piece  of  vSrse  are  really,  in  their  own  way,  a 
tonr  deforce;  by  sheer  power  of  will,  by  deliberately  say- 
ing to  himself,  "  I  will  write  a  poem,"  and  by  working 
with  such  strenuous  application  that  at  last  a  certain  result, 
the  kind  of  result  he  had  willed,  did  really  come  about,  ho 
succeeded  in  doing  what  he  had  certainly  no  natural 
aptitude  for  doing. 

Mr.  E08S,  in  Volpone,  ofiers  many  biographical  details,  and 
in  that  way  supplements  Mr.  Symons,  wliose  criticism  is 
more  acute  and  searching.  The  artist's  illustrations  to 
Ben  Jonson's  play  are  few  and  far  between,  resolving 
themselves  into  a  frontispiece  and  five  initials.  One  or  two 
of  the  latter  are  remarkable. 

SlieUey's  poem,  "  The  Sensitive  Plant,"  is  one  pf  the 
strangest  and  least  understood  of  his  works.  Students  of 
Slielley  will  therefore  be  interested  in  a  new  edition  of 
this  poem,  published  by  Mr.  Dent  and  illustrated  by  Mr. 
Laurence  Housman.  Mr.  Housman  has  not  only  inter- 
preted the  poem  in  his  drawings,  ho  has  interpretoil  his 
drawings  in  a  note.  "  I  have  endeavoured,"  he  says,  "  to 
make  evident  in  my  drawings  the  particular  way  in  which 

rs  poem  has  appealed  to  me."  The  note  concludes  : 
Man's  sense  of  beauty  is  his  own  :  it  is  not  Nature's. 
The  aim  of  all  art  is  to  restrict  Nature,  and  teach  her  that 
her  place  is  not  in  the  high  places  of  men  ;  and  one  only 
admires  Nature  because  in  the  present  strength  of  our 
civilisation  we  are  strong  enough  to  pet  her.     Hauuibal 

»was  a  better  judge  of  the  tru^  unsighthuess   of   Alpine 
scenery  than  we  ourselves. 

Mr.  Housman's  drawings  are  fuU  of  delicate  symbolism. 
Uniform  with  this  reprint  we  have  "The  Deserted  Village  " 
(Dent),  with  illustrations  in  photogravure.  Mr.  llichard- 
son  leaves  too  little  to  the  imagination.  For  examjde, 
he  does  not  reinforce  but  he  weakens  the  poem  by  his 
drawing  of  the  emigrants  of  "Sweet  Auburn"  proceeding  to 
their  embarkation.  Tlie  waggon  piled  with  their  worldly 
goods,  the  weeping  and  lingering,  the  sea  stretching  away 
from  the  very  foot  of  a  countrj'  lane,  and  the  ship  waitinjf 
on  the  h'^riz'iTi  -^\t  •«  qU  ta  »  «  -r,   1  * 


Fiction. 

Lot*  it  Not  MO  Light .  By  Coiwtunco  Cotterell. 
(T.  Fisher  Unwin.) 
TiiK  cleverness  of  this  book  is  so  por»intonf,  and  m 
elusive  in  its  subtlety,  as  to  l>o  almost  fatiguing.  Mim 
CotteroU  lius  an  abundance  of  fine  wit,  aQ<l  she  is  priNliiral 
of  it.  Also,  she  has  a  dislike  for  plain  statement*  which 
amounts  neorly  to  a  disease.  About  facts  she  soorna  to 
be  explicit.  You  must  guess,  you  must  odd  one  hint  to 
anotlior,  and  so  conjecture  ;  you  must  balunco  pr.»bobilJtio« 
and  come  to  a  conclusion;  but  she  will  never  tell  you. 
Thus  the  Quiker  hero,  Anthony  Marshuioor,  lives  with 
two  women,  Anna  Marshmoor  and  I'luibo  I'enington. 
You  know  that  Anna  is  Anthony's  sister,  but  who  is 
IMuube  y  Niece  'i  Half-sister  ?  Cousin  ?  Betrothed  ?  She 
might  be  either ;  when  the  tale  is  half  through  you  leant 
definitely,  by  means  of  dialogue,  that  she  is  Anthony's 
cousin. 

Reduced  to  its  elements,  the  plot  of  the  book  is  a 
simple  one,  following  an  old  recipe  :  take  several  couples, 
matched  by  nature;  mix  them  up  thoroughly,  and  then 
sort  them  out.  On  such  a  slender  foundation  Miss  Cotterell 
has  built  a  wonilerful  superstructure  of  delightful  and 
dazzling  intrigue.  She  writes  extremely  well  (we  emplia- 
sise  the  first  adverb) ;  she  has  much  discemmout,  and  a 
gift  for  revealing  character  in  convenations ;  her  wit,  as 
we  have  said,  is  fine  and  plenteous. 

And  yet,  though  the  book  well  deserves  to  be  calle<l 
remarkable,  there  is  a  suspicion  of  futility  in  it.  As 
brilliance  interweaves  itself  with  brilliance,  wo  ask  our- 
selves :  To  what  end  ?  Certainly  we  are  interested,  but 
we  are  not  vitally  interested.  Tlie  story  does  not  g^p  us. 
The  fact  is  that  it  is  smothered  in  cleverness  and  subtleties. 
It  is  over-decorated.  So  it  happens  that  the  plain  parts 
give  us  most  pleasure,  are  really  the  most  effective.  There 
is  a  sceue  of  simple  transparent  passions  between  Anthony, 
the  Quaker,  and  Lady  Sallien,  the  typical  "  bad  woman," 
which  actually  is  more  completely  successful  than  unytliing 
else  in  the  book.     Here  is  part  of  it : 

He  swung  round  suddenly  and  altogether,  as  they  move 
a  ship's  gun  by  the  pressure  of  a  finger. 

She  tossed  her  foot  with  a  petulant  movement,  and  the 
shpper  fell  to  the  groimd,  and  left  a  small  lacc-stockingod 
foot  hanging  in  the  air  above  it  Anthony  stood  still  and 
looked  at  it.  When  Phiube  dropped  her  knitting-needles 
he  always  picked  them  up. 

"  Poor  little  foot,  you'll  get  so  cold,"  murmured  Cicely 
SalUen,  with  the  divine  silUuess  which  hatl  once  caused 
Sir  James  Sallien  deliriously  to  forget,  and  now  with  sorrow 
to  remember,  the  first  Lady  Sallien's  cast-iron  common 
sense. 

Anthony  fell  on  his  knees  and  picked  up  the  slipper  and 
put  it  on.  It  was  not  unUke  a  nightmare  to  him.  The 
touch  of  the  foot  burnt  him.  The  fire  of  it  was  in  his  face 
as  he  got  up  and  stood  over  her.  She  laid  her  head  back 
and  looked  lazily  up  at  him,  and  he  saw  the  little  bright 
auburn  floating  curls  against  the  green  silk  of  her  cushion. 

"  You  pant,"  she  murmured. 
Miss  Cotterell  has  proved  that  she  is  enormously  clever. 
We  fancy  that  she  is  more  than  that ;   and  we  hope  that 
by  self-restraint  and  diseroHnn  in  tho  imo  nf  Sor  nif**  .Vo 
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Moonlight.  By  Mary  E.  Mann. 
(Fisher  Unwin.  6s.) 
Miss  Mann  has  written  at  least  two'other  novels  (we  learn 
the  fact  from  her  title-page),  but  they  have  not  come  our 
way.  Therefore  we  are  not  called  upon  to  make  odious 
comparisons.  The  present  one  is  thoughtful,  well  put 
together,  and  altogether  interesting.  There  is  no  scamped 
work.  You  can  read  the  book  right  out  to  the  end,  and 
the  last  chapter  is  as  conscientious  as  the  first.  Angela 
Mayes,  daughter  of  a  bankrupt  gentleman  -  farmer,  is 
received  out  of  kindness  into  a  provincial  grocery  and 
drapery  shojj.  The  manners  and  customs  of  this  establish- 
ment provide  a  rather  grim  and  dismal  setting  to  the 
earlier  part  of  the  story. 

"You'll  look  far  more  as  one  of  our  young  ladies  should 
look  when  you've  learnt  to  turn  up  your  hair,  Miss,"  she 
went  on  to  Angela.  "  We  shouldn't  fancy  the  style  you 
done  your  hair  in  here — nor  yet  the  customers  wouldn't. 
What  age  might  you  be  ?  " 

"I'm  seventeen,"  said  Angela  shortly.  "My  hair's 
only  teen  let  to  grow  two  years,  and  it  isn't  long  enough 
to  turn  up." 

"  I've  wore  my  hair  in  a  knot  here  at  the  back  of  my 
head  since  fifteen,"  Mrs.  Parker  averred.  She  felt  the 
small,  tight-looking  knob  beneath  the  little  lace  cap  as  she 
spoke.  "There's  never  any  knowing  what  a  customer '11 
.  take  offence  at,  and  you've  got  to  be  careful.  There's  Miss 
Bobby,  for  instance ;  we  learnt  quite  by  chance  she'd  lost 
a  lady  who'd  come  after  ribbon- velvet  through  her  habit 
of  eating  peppermint  lozenges  after  dinner.  One  day  a 
matter  of  a  few  peppermints,  and  another  a  head  of  hair 
that  don't  suit,  perhaps  !  There's  never  any  telling,  and 
you  can't  be  too  particular." 

Angela  becomes  engaged  to  a  young  veterinary  surgeon,  a 
good  fellow,  but  loss  of  a  gentleman  than  she  is  of  a  lady. 
He  goes  away  to  seek  his  fortune,  and  Angela,  removed 
from  the  shop  by  a  rich  uncle,  falls  in  love  with  Henry 
Scard.  They  are  on  the  point  of  marriage  when  she 
discovers  that  her  aunt  also  loves  him,  and  flies  from  the 
house  in  agony  of  mind.  In  her  despair  she  marries  the 
veterinary  surgeon,  who  has  just  returned  home,  and 
Henry  Scard  turns  up  in  pursuit  a  few  hours  too  late.  The 
book  ends  on  the  unrelieved  tragic  note,  and,  indeed,  a 
more  subtle  and  pervading  humour  would  have  been 
throughout  an  improvement.  Even  the  tragedy  would 
have  stood  out  in  sharper  relief.  The  title  is  not  a  good 
one,  for  "  Moonlight "  is  only  the  quite  irrelevant  nick- 
name of  one  of  the  characters. 


The  Queen's  Serf.  By  Elsa  d'Esterre-Keeling. 
(Fisher  Unwin.) 
If  you  are  hanged  and  survive  you  become  the  Queen's 
serf.  That  is  a  curious  fact  which,  together  with  other 
agreeable  items.  Miss  d'Edterre-Keeling  has  fished 
assiduously  up  from  chronicles  of  the  time  of  Queen  Anne. 
Indeed,  her  assiduity  is  only  too  apparent.  Ambrose,  the 
youth  whom  this  strange  lot  befel,  is  a  simple,  clean- 
souled  lad,  and  the  little  lady  who  supplies  the  love 
interest  has  a  certain  charm.  The  acquaintance  was  made 
after  this  manner : 

She  was  not  greatly  different  from  the  run  of  little  ghls 
of  the  prettier  sort.     Ho  could  see  her  face  very  distinctly. 


It  was  a  tender- foreheaded  little  face,  delicately  rounded 
at  the  cheeks;  the  soft,  full  Hps  were  of  a  vivid  red,  and 
gold  shone  in  the  hair  ....  From  one  sporting  action 
she  passed  to  another,  and  finally  she  made  chefises,  not  as 
the  daughter  of  my  host  of  the  Nag's  Head  Inn  should 
fitly  have  made  cheeses,  beside  a  chum  among  the  pans, 
*  but  here  in  the  open  under  the  stars,  turning  nothing 
round  but  herself,  and  doing  that  now  here,  now  there, 
and  at  last  within  a  stone's  throw  from  the  boy.  A  run,  a 
Catherine  wheel,  and  the  little  maid  sank  down  into  a 
curtsey  with  inflated  dress  not  ten  steps  from  the  stone  on 
which  sat  Ambrose  Gwinett. 

Which  is  a  pretty  introduction,  if  somewhat  wordy ;  only 
you  cannot  distinguish  "Vivid  red"  by  starlight. 

The  author  is  a  stylist  of  almost  morbid  sensitiveness. 
A  footnote,  for  instance,  to  a  transcript  from  a  chronicler's 
inventory  of  a  fair — which,  indeed,  upon  our  coarser  sense 
had  seemed  to  exercise  a  certain  rough  charm — informs 
the  critical  reader  that  she  "  eschews  "  responsibility  for 
its  style.  The  adventures  of  Ambrose  in  Florida,  his  return 
home,  and  his  rehabilitation  in  the  eye  of  the  law  by  the 
discovery  that  the  man  for  whose  murder  he  had  been 
sentenced  lived  to  be  drowned  in  the  penultimate  chapter, 
may  be  read  without  fatigue.  And  the  character  of  the 
hero,  which  met  every  injury  with  a  spontaneous  forgive- 
ness that  was  quite  unaware  of  itself,  is  revealed  with  a 
certain  genial  humour. 


Notes  on  Novels. 

[  Thexe   notes  on  the  iveeVs  Fiction  are  not  necessarily  final. 
Reviews  of  a  selection  ivill  follow. '\ 


George  Maekiiam. 


By  Elizabeth  Mayne  Keid. 


The  name  of  Mayne  Eeid  is  an  honourable  one  in  every 
school ;  and  a  story  by  the  widow  of  the  gallaut  captain  should 
be  kindly  received.  Mrs.  Mayue  Reid  has  written  a  romance 
of  the  West.  It  is  sensational  and  sentimental  by  turns, 
and  is,  perhaps,  a  thought  too  canventional  here  and  there. 
(Sonnenschein.     2s.  6d.) 


The  Green  Passion. 


By  Anthony  P.  Vekt. 


Now  there  be  divers  passions,  says  the  Introduction,  and 
these  be  divers  colours.  The  good  passions  are  white,  golden, 
silver,  and  red.  The  evil  are  blauk  and  green,  and  jealousy  is 
green.  Hence  this  is  a  novel  of  jealousy.  It  is  a  restless  book, 
written  partly  in  diary  form,  partly  in  letters,  and  partly  in 
dialogues.  The  hero  is  a  journalist  aud  the  other  characters  are 
extremely  modern  and  extremely  vulgar.     (Greening.     3s,  6d.) 


Madonna  Mia. 


By  Clement  Scoti. 


Ten  short  stories  full  of  sentiment.  "  Madonna  Mia  "  tells  of 
a  couple  who  were  married  lovers  ("  they  had  mutual  interests, 
tastes,  loves,  and  joys"),  but  when  Mr.  Henry  Dayrell  recited 
"The  Raven"  and  "Annabel  Lee"  Elaine  listened  in  a  kind 
of  stupor.  Later,  she  di8api)eared,  but  came  back  "across 
the  misty  harvest  fields  .  .  .  she  had  not  seen  Dayrell ;  aud 
she  never  saw  him  again  .  .  .  but  a  shadow  had  passed  over 
two  lives;  and  a  chill  struck  two  hearts  that  haddeejdy  loved" 
A  much  better  story  to  our  miud  is  "  Drittiug,"  in  which  we 
make  the  acquaintance  of  an  actor  who  has  left  his  wife,  and 
after  thirty  years  of  drifting  is  landlord  of  the  Shakespeare 
Inn  at  Yokohama.  But  here,  again,  sentiment  is  overdone. 
(Greening  &  Co.     3s.  Od.) 


31  December,  1898 


The   Academy. 


549 


The  Academy. 


Editorial   and    Publishing  Offices,  43,  Chancery-lane. 

Special  Notice. 

The  AcADEMTf  will  he  sent  post-free  to  every  Annual  Subscriber 
in  the  United  Kinydoin. 

I'rice  fur  One  Issue,  TUreepena- ;  postage  One  Halfpenny.     Price 
for  52  issues,  Thirteen  tfhillings  ;  jtrstayr  free. 
To  SuBscuiBEUs  Abkoad. 

A  Thin  Papke  Edition  is  j/rinted  each  week  for  Foreign  circu- 
lation, the.  postage  oftvhieh  is  One  Penny.  Foreign  postage 
on  the  ordinary  iiaper  edition  is  Twopence. 

FoBEiQN  Rates  fok  Yearly  SuBscRimoNs, 

On  Thin  Paper 17«.  4d.,  including  postage. 

On  Ordinary  Paper 21«.  8rf.,  ,, 

The  Academy  is  published  eviry  Friday  morning.  Advertise- 
ments should  rtach  the  office  not  later  than  4  p.m.  on  Thursday. 

All  business  letters  regarding  the  supply  of  the  paper,  cfcc,  should 
be  addressed  to  the  Publisher. 

To   CONTUIBUTORS. 

The  Editor  will  make  every  effort  to  return  rejectid  contributions, 
provided  a  stamped  and  addressed  envelope  is  enclosed. 

Occasional  contributors  are  recommended  to  have  their  MSS,  type- 
ivritten. 


Views. 

Paper  Money  as  a  Standard  of  Value. 

By  Alfred  Eiissell  Wallace. 

The  proposition  embodied  in  this  heading  will  seem  to 
most  persons  to  be  an  absurdity ;  but  I  hope  to  be  able 
to  show  from  the  statements  and  admissions  of  orthodo.^ 
authorities  that  paper  money,  under  proper  regidations, 
would  be  the  most  permanent,  and  therefore  the  best, 
possible  standard  of  value.  I  presume  that  the  late 
Prof.  W.  Stanley  Jevons  was  a  trustworthy  autliority  on 
the  subject;  and  in  his  volume  on  Money  and  the 
Mechanism  of  Kvchanyc  he  gives  some  important  facts  and 
principles  bearing  upon  this  question,  and  these  I  shall 
take  as  the  basis  of  my  argument. 

1 .  He  shows  that  gold  has  undergone  great  changes  of 
value  during  the  last  liundred  years,  as  determined  from 
the  average  prices  of  fifty  or  a  hundred  of  the  chief  neces- 
saries of  life.  The  difference  amounted  to  a  fall  of  -16  per 
cent,  from  1789  to  1809  ;  while  from  1809  to  18-19  it  rose 
14.5  per  cent.  Since  1849  it  fell  about  20  or  25  per  cent.  ; 
while  in  tlie  last  twenty  or  thirty  years  all  the  authorities 
declare  tliat  it  has  risen  considerably. 

2.  Having  thus  shown  that  gold  does  not  even 
approximate  to  a  permanent  standard  of  value — though 
I  believe  the  alleged  fluctuations  are  enormously 
e.\aggerated,  for  reasons  which  it  would  take  too  long  to 
give  here — he  goes  on  to  explain  the  various  proposals 
which  have  been  made  to  obviate  the  evils  of  such 
iluitimtions  by  means  of  a  "  Tabular  Standard  of  Value." 
A  Government  official — who  might  be  called  the  Eegistrar 
of  Prices — would  collect  the  market  prices  of  the  list  of 
commodities  fixed  upon  to  determine  the  vidue  of  money, 
and  would  publish  the  result  monthly  or  quarterly,  and 
the    value    of   money    so  determined   would   be   used   to 


regulate  all  payinonU  of  debt*,  wdariM,  ftc.  "Thiu, 
suppose  a  debt  of  £100  wiw  incurred  on  July  1,  1876,  and 
waatobe  paid  July  1,  1878,  and  the  Kegijtrar'*  Uble 
showed  that  in  that  interval  gold  had  fallen  in  value  »ix 
per  cent.,  then  the  credit<ir  would  claim  to  be  paid  an 
increase  of  six  per  cent.,  while,  if  there  had  l>een  a  rise  in 
the  value  of  gold  then  the  debtor  would  have  a  right  to 
pay  proportionally  loss  than  the  amount  nominally  duo." 

lie  says  there  are  only  two  difficulties— the  dotcnuina- 
tion  of  the  commodities  chosen  to  fix  the  standard  value, 
and  the  complexity  introduced  into  the  relations  <if  dobton 
and  creditors.     The  latter  is,  no  doubt,  a  real  objection, 
but  it  does  not  arise  (as  I  shall  presently  show)  when 
paper  money  alone  is  used.     Neither  is  there  any  real 
diificidty  in  the  former.     What  is  needed  is  to  take  a 
representative  selection  of  all  the  neeetsariei  of  life.     These 
may  be   roughly  classed  as  food,  clothing,  houses,  fuel, 
and  literature.     For  the  first  we  might  take  meat,  bread, 
potatoes,  sugar,  tea,  butter,  and  beer ;  for  houses  timl>er, 
bricks,  iron,  glass,  lime,  cement,  slates,  and  building  land 
— and   so  on  under  the  other  headings.     But  the  most 
important  consideration  is,  that  each  item  be  taken  in  the 
proportion  in  which  it  is  consumed  in  the  country.     This 
was  seen  by  the  original  proposer  of  this  method — Joseph 
Lowe,  in  1822 — but  has  been  neglected  by  some  modern 
writers.      It    would,    therefore,    bo    necessary,    first    to 
estimate    the    total    quantities  of    each    item    consumed 
in  the  kingdom  in   a  year,   and  then,  representing  the 
smallest  quantity  by  one  or  ten,   to  give  all  the  others 
their  due    proportions.       The    prices    of    these    several 
commodities    being    ascertained    on    the    average    of    a 
number  of  years  to  be  fixed  upon,    a  table  would   be 
formed,  giving  tlie  money-value  of  the  due  proportion  of 
each  of  the  commodities.      Then,    by  adding   up  these 
values,  we  should  have  a  sum  total  which  would  represent 
with  considerable  accuracy  the  average  cost  of  all  the  chief 
necessaries  of  life  in  the  proportions  in  which  they  are 
consumed  by  the  whole  community.     In  order  that  money 
may  retain  the  same  purchasing  power,  and  thus  constitute 
a  real  standard  of  value,  this  same  amount  of  money  must 
always  purchase  the  same  amounts  of  all  these  commodi- 
ties.    This  can   never   be   the  case  with  gold  or  silver 
money,  or  with  the  two  combined,  but  I  will  now  show 
that  paper-money  may  be  so  regulated  as  to  have  always 
the  same  purchasing-power. 

Prof.  Jevons  states  the  chief  objections  to  inconvertible 
paper-money  as  follows : 

1.  The  great  temptations  which  it  offers  to  over- issue 
and  consequent  depreciation. 

2.  The  impossibility  of  varying  its  amount  in  accordance 
with  the  requirements  of  trade. 

The  first  of  these  objections  does  not  arise  when  the 
whole  purpose  of  adopting  a  paper-currency  is  to  secure  a 
permanent  standard  of  value.  The  second  objection  must 
have  been  stated  without  due  consideration,  since  nothing 
is  more  simple  than  to  produce  this  "variation of  amount"; 
and  when  the  variation  is  such  as  to  keep  a\-erage  prices 
steady,  that  steadiness  will  exist  becaune  the  quantitv  issued 
is  in  accortlance  with  the  requirements  of  trade.  This 
objection,  which  is  stated  at  length  under  the  heading 
"  Want  of  Elasticity  of  Paper  Money  "  (p.  237),  is  really 


550 


The    Academy. 


31  December,  1898. 


completely  answered  by  the  method  of  the  tabtdar 
"Standard  of  Value"  (p.  329),  but  the  two  things  are 
not  brought  together. 

In  order  to  show  how  Prof.  Jevons's  "impossibility" 
may  be  easily  overcome,  let  us  suppose  the  transition 
period  to  have  been  passed  over:  all  gold  coin  being 
called  in  or  having  ceased  to  be  a  legal  tender,  and 
the  paper-currency  issued  to  the  same  amount.  The 
Registrar  of  Prices,  having  determined  that  during  the 
preceding  year  the  purchasing  power  of  this  money  is 
two  or  three  per  cent,  greater  than  that  of  the  standard  as 
determined  by  his  table  of  average  values,  and  having  had 
experience  of  the  effect  produced  by  a  given  increase  or 
diminution  of  the  currency,  instructs  the  Mint  to  issue 
fresh  money  at  a  given  rate  per  week.  This  money  is 
sent  to  the  Treasury  and  is  at  once  brought  into  circula- 
tion by  being  paid  away  in  salaries,  wages,  purchase  of 
materials,  &c.,  in  the  various  Government  departments. 
There  is  thus  no  difficulty  whatever  in  increasing  the 
amount  of  the  currency  and  thus  diminishing  its  purchas- 
ing power.  The  Registrar  of  Prices  carefully  watches  the 
effect  upon  the  markets  week  by  week,  and  month  by 
month,  and  when  he  sees  that  the  standard  is  very  nearly 
attained  he  instructs  tlio  Mint  to  stop  further  issues.  On 
the  other  hand,  when  prices  are  rising,  owing  to  there 
being  rather  more  money  in  circulation  than  is  necessary,  in- 
structions are  sent  to  the  Treasury  to  cancel  a  certain  amount 
of  the  money  paid  in  for  taxes,  stamps,  &c.,  tUl  the  balance 
is  restored.  But  this  will  very  seldom,  perhaps  never,  be 
necessary.  The  continuous  increase  of  the  population 
requires  a  constant  increase  in  the  currency,  while  another 
constant  renewal  is  required  to  make  good  the  losses  by 
fire,  water,  and  other  accidents.  And  as  the  amount  re- 
quired to  keep  average  prices  steady  would  be  so  carefully 
watched,  the  mere  stoppage  of  the  normal  issues  would  in 
most  cases  suffice  to  bring  back  average  prices  when  they 
showed  any  tendency  to  rise  above  the  standard  amount. 

The  total  gain  to  tlie  country  of  such  a  currency  would 
be  very  great.  AU  the  additions  required  to  keep  up  with 
increase  of  population  and  to  make  good  losses  would  be 
clear  gain,  and  would  probably  amount  to  a  considerable 
annual  revenue  ;  while  during  the  transition  from  gold  to 
paper  an  enormous  amount  of  coin  would  be  accumulated 
by  the  Treasiiry  which  might  be  kept  as  a  reserve  against 
foreign  war  expenses,  or  might  be  supplied  to  merchants 
as  bullion  of  guaranteed  quality  for  foreign  payments. 
Silver  and  bronze  coins  for  wages  and  small  transactions 
might  be  continued  in  use,  as  they  are  both  customary  and 
convenient,  but  their  actual  value  in  metal  might  be 
reduced,  thus  giving  a  larger  profit  to  the  Government  on 
their  issue  than  there  is  now. 

A  convenient  form  for  the  £1  and  £5  notes  would 
probably  be  very  thin  tough  Cards  of  the  size  of  railway 
tickets,  and  of  different  colours  They  would  thus  be  very 
portable  and  easily  distinguishable.  They  would  be  the 
legal  tender  of  the  country,  and  would  always  purchase,  on 
the  average,  the  same  quantities  of  the  chief  necessaries  of 
life.  They  would  thus  constitute  a  permanent  standard  of 
value  —the  ideal  perfection  of  money ;  and  would  have  the 
additional  advantage  of  being  a  steady  source  of  revenue 
to  the  country. 


H.   Beyle  (Stendhal.) 

The  Man  and  His  Art. 

Say  what  we  will  about  the  canons  of  art,  criticism  must 
evfer  be  a  matter  of  temperament.  When  Stendhal  died, 
in  1842,  Morimee  and  Balzac  were,  perhaps,  the  only 
admirers  he  possessed.  Some  years  earlier  Balzac  had 
discovered  him,  and  reviewed  his  famous  Chartreiine  de 
Parme  in  flamboyant  pages  of  eulogy  in  the  Revue 
Parhienne,  to  which  Stendhal  replied  in  a  letter  which 
may  be  fitly  described  as  "  a  great  mystification  "  rather 
than  liis  description  of  the  Battle  of  Waterloo.  For  this 
celebrated  battle  is,  like  all  Stendhal,  debatable  ground. 
As  I  have  said,  it  is  a  matter  of  temperament.  "You 
say,  sir,"  Stendhal  ends  his  letter  of  thanks  to  Balzac, 

that  you  do  not  know  English  ;  you  have  the  hounjims 
style  of  Walter  Scott  in  the  heavy  prose  of  the  editor 
of  the  Debuts.  Walter  Scott's  prose  is  inelegant,  and, 
above  all,  pretentious.  One  sefs  a  dwarf  who  will  not 
lose  a  line  of  his  body.  Tour  astonishing  article,  such  as 
no  writer  ever  yet  received  from  another,  I  read,  I  dare 
now  confess  it,  with  shouts  of  laughter.  Whenever  I 
reached  a  somewhat  strong  eulogy,  and  I  met  one  at  every 
step,  I  saw  the  face  of  my  friends  reading  it. 

Stendhal  is  a  strange  and  unsatisfactory  figure.  Now 
his  pages  scintillate  with  wit  and  epigram  ;  then  they  are 
as  heavy  and  indigestible  as  lead.  Either  he  interests 
extraordinarily,  or  he  is  the  biggest  bore  imaginable.  I  can 
recommend  no  more  dreary  reading  than  his  enigmatic  and 
dull  correspondence.  You  are  never  sure  if  you  are  deal- 
ing with  a  man  of  the  world  or  a  trumpet-major.  He  is  a 
cross  between  a  man  of  letters  and  a  dragoon,  and  with  the 
instincts  of  an  aristocrat,  has  the  manners  of  the  people. 
Sainte-Beuve  writes  of  him  : 

Beyle's  defect  as  a  novelist  lies  in  the  fact  that  he 
reached  this  kind  of  composition  by  criticism,  and  after 
certain  anterior  and  preconceived  ideas  ;  he  has  not 
received  from  Nature  that  large  and  fertile  talent  of  story- 
telling in  which,  according  to  the  course  of  events,  the 
personages,  as  one  has  conceived  them,  enter  with  ease 
and  then  move  ;  he  forms  his  personages  with  two  or  three 
ideas  that  he  believes  to  be  just  and,  above  all,  piquant, 
and  that  at  every  moment  he  is  busy  in  recalling.  They 
are  not  living  beings,  but  ingeniously  constructed  auto- 
mata ;  nearly  at  every  movement  do  we  see  the  springs 
which  the  mechanic  introduces,  and  touches  from  without. 

In  his  article  on  Beyle,  Balzac  states  La  Chartretm  de 
Parme  to  be  the  masterpiece  of  the  literature  of  ideas,  and 
finds  "  the  sublime  flashing  through  chapter  after  chapter.'' 
The  misfortune  for  Beyle,  he  laments,  is  that  he  can  "only 
hope  to  find  readers  clever  enough  to  understand  him 
among  diplomats,  ministers,  observers,  the  most  eminent 
persons  of  society,  the  most  distinguished  artists — in  a 
word,  among  the  twelve  or  fifteen  hundred  persons  at  the 
head  of  Europe."  After  this  astounding  statement  a 
select  Stendhal  Society  naturally  followed.  Who  would 
not  be  among  Balzac's  twelve  or  fifteen  hundred?  Not  to 
be  among  the  privileged  few  is  to  be  one  of  the  mediocre 
majority.  When  I  read  Balzac's  analysis,  I  rather  sjrm- 
pathised  with  Stendhal's  ungracious  shouts  of  laughter. 
The    hero,    Fabrice,    whom    Balzac   calls    "  that    sublime 
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child,"  is  defined  by  Sainte-Bouvo  as  "  ugly  (in  character), 
vulgar,  and  commonplace,  of  a  flabby  and  mediocre  wit, 
weak,  libertine,  cowardly,  without  delicacy  or  honour." 
Sainte-Beuvo  is  the  wiser  guide  in  this  circumstance. 
Speaking  of  Balzac's  grandiose  article,  the  prince  of' 
critics  says  maliciously :  "  M.  de  Bal/ac  has  simply 
spoken  of  Beyle  the  novelist  as  he  would  like  to  be 
spoken  of  himself."  This  is  delicious,  and  reconciles  us, 
who  do  not  profess  to  belong  to  the  privileged  twelve 
hundred,  and  who,  all  in  admiring  the  wit,  the  occasional 
brilliancy,  the  very  striking  qualities  of  Stendhal  at  his 
best,  take  no  shamo  to  ourselves  in  yawning  over  his 
monstrosities  of  style,  his  tiresome  obscurities,  and  his 
exasperating  faults  as  a  novelist. 

It  is  the  correct  thing  to  go  into  raptures  over  the 
splendid  presentment  of  small  Italian  court  life  in  the 
famous  Chartreuse.  I  own  I  cannot  take  this  world 
seriously.  It  is  the  invention  of  Stendhal  bored  in  his 
commercial  and  petty  surroundings  of  Civita-Vecchia, 
where  he  was  consul :  a  world  of  complex  and  surprising 
puppets,  princes,  duchesses,  counts,  marquesses,  ministers, 
and  archbishops,  such  as  he  found  it  refreshing  to  dream 
of  when  the  miserable  merchants  around  him  drove  him 
wild.  I  share  the  feeling  of  Sainte-Beuve  after  reading  it ; 
I  want  to  read  some  simpler  tale,  where  the  unities  are 
preserved,  where  human  nature  is  large  and  kindly  and 
intelligible.  Such  persistent  subtlety  as  Stendhal's  is 
worse  than  the  unintermittent  sxm  of  the  East.  You  yearn 
for  shade  and  the  ordinary  complications  of  life  attuned 
to  the  taste  of  the  "  mediocre  majority." 

A  considerably  more  poignant  book  is  Le  Rouge  et  le 
Noir,  This  is  a  ruthless  analysis  of  an  odious  little 
miscreant,  Julien  Sorel,  who,  educated  beyond  his  con- 
dition, becomes  a  tutor  in  the  house  of  his  protector, 
a  provincial  mayor.  The  lad  is  passionate,  ambitious, 
sensual,  nervous,  and  heartless.  He  has  every  vice  imder 
the  sun,  and  not  a  redeeming  quality :  his  object  is  "  to 
get  on,"  and  thus  he  begins  by  seducing  his  protector's 
wife.  Mme.  de  Rt'-nal  is  drawn  with  a  touching  and 
tender  grace,  in  relief,  by  her  fragility  and  delicate  sen- 
sibility, with  the  implacable  brutality  of  her  infamous 
lover.  He  then  seduces  the  daughter  of  a  nobleman  in 
Paris,  another  of  his  employers,  and  finally  ends  on  the 
sralfold.  In  the  sensational  end  Beyle  pushes  his  idea 
too  far,  and  the  effectiveness  of  the  analysis  of  such  a  vile 
nature  as  Julien's  is  marred  by  the  increasing  monstrosity, 
which  ceases  even  to  be  intelligent. 

AVhat  Stendhal  has  above  and  beyond  all  other 
qualities  is  originality.  He  writes  like  nobody  else 
under  the  sun.  He  is  himself  in  all  things— rough, 
ibrilliant,  obscure,  tantalising,  untutored,  untrained,  never 
nheap  or  commonplace,  rising  at  times  to  heights  of 
■mmanding  genius,  and  at  his  dullest  always  remarkable. 

The  Chartreuse  de  Parnie  is  accepted  as  his  masterpiece. 
This  is  certainly  an  extraordinary  book.  The  early 
chapters  are  full  of  charming  descriptions  of  Italian 
'scenery ;  and  very  pleasing  the  development  of  Fabrice, 
who  in  first  boyhood  is  a  graceful  and  delicate  figure — too 
young  for  blame  or  expectation.  This  vivid  and  com- 
iples  Italian  novel,  written  by  a  sympathetic  foreigner, 
I'.aay  be  appropriately  compared  with  another  vivid  and 


complex  Italian  novel,  likewino  written  by  a  lympathetic 
foreigner — George  Meredith's  ViUoria,  Both  have  the 
same  defects,  and  something  of  the  same  qualities ;  but 
while  the  style  of  both  writers  is  involved  and  trouble- 
some, and  epigram  is  the  salient  feature  in  both,  Mr. 
Meredith  rises  to  heights  of  beauty  in  prose  that  Stendhal 
could  never  pretend  to.  On  the  other  hand,  Stcndhul 
has  a  gift  of  evoking  character,  feature,  and  atmosphere 
far  above  the  English  novelist.  The  figures  of  (Jount 
Mosca,  the  Duchess  of  San  Severino,  and  Prince  Ernest 
of  Parma  are  triumphs  of  art,  not  of  nature,  which  is  a 
very  different  thing.  They  are  creations  of  fantasy,  but 
colossal  in  their  way.  The  complications  of  plot  are 
astounding,  and  an  excessive  demand  upon  tlio  reader's 
interest  is  made  in  every  chapter.  It  is  not  a  breatlilcss 
novel  that  you  must  read  at  a  sitting,  but  it  is  a  book 
that  never  permits  the  attention  to  wander.  Everybody 
speaks  brilliantly,  more  or  less,  in  epigram.  Nobody  is 
natural.  Hypocrisy  is  the  dominant  feature  of  society. 
The  duchess  is  as  noted  for  her  sayings  as  Diana  of  the 
Crossways,  only  her  sayings  are  never  quite  so  dark  in 
their  glitter.  You  can  read  them  running,  and  smile  at 
ease.  When  introduced  to  the  prince's  mistress,  an 
avaricious  countess,  she  says  aside :  "  She  received  me  as 
if  she  expected  a  tip  from  me "  ;  and  she  dismisses  a 
lover  in  a  short  note :  "  Will  you  act  for  once  like  a  man 
of  wit  ?  Imagine  that  you  have  never  known  me.  I  am, 
with  a  little  contempt,  your  servant." 

In    all    these     scintillating    and    extravagant    scenes 
Stendhal  shows  a  spirit  of  comedy,  of  restless  intrigue  that 
should  delight  Mr.  Meredith,  so  closely  allied  is  this  com- 
plicated art  with  his  own.     But  the  morsel  that  remains 
the  most  famous,  and  has  been  diversely  qualified  by  "  les 
Jeunos  "  as  the  greatest  mystification  of  literature,  and  by 
the  admirers  of  Stendhal,  "  as  one  of  the  finest  things  in 
literature "  (the  privileged  twelve  hundretl  of  Balzac)  is 
the  powerful  description  of  the  Battle  of  Waterloo.     When 
we  read  it,  we  are  inclined  to  ask  ourselves,  as  Fabrice  did 
afterwards,  whether  we  were  really  at  Waterloo  or  not  ? 
The  battle  is  told    in    several    chapters,    too    long    for 
quotation  in  entirety.     Here  is  a  sample  of  Stendhal's  art : 
At  that  moment  a  ball  broke  against  a  line  of  willows, 
striking  on  the  bias,  and  Fabrice  had  the  curious  spectacle 
of  all  those  little  branches  flying  aside  and  others  as  if 
raised  by  a  stroke  of  scythe.     It  was  then  two  o'clock. 
Fabrice  was  already  in  the  enchantment  of  this  curioiu 
spectacle,  when  a  troop  of  generals,  followed  by  twonty 
hussars,  galloped  across  an  angle  of  the  vast  prairie,  on 
the  edge  of  which   he   bad  stopped :  his  horse  neighed, 
reared  once  or  twice,  then  tossed  its  head  violently  against 
the  bridle-rein.     "  Be  it  so,"  said  Fabrice,     Left  to  itself, 
the  horse  Ixjunded    off    to    join    the  escort   behind  the 
generals.     Fabrice  coimted  four  bordered  hats.     A  quarter 
of  an  hour  later,   from   a   few   words  of  his  neighbour, 
Fabrice  imderstood  that  one   of  these  generals  was  the 
celebrated   Marshal  Xey.      His  happiness  was  complete, 
though  he  could  not  guess  which  of  the  four  generals  was 
Ney.  .  .  .  The  escort  stopped  to  cross  a  large  ditch  full  of 
yesterday's  rain  :  it  was  fringed  with  trees,  and  terminated 
on  the  left  side   of  the  prairie.     Nearly  all  the  hussars 
dismoimted.     The   edge   of  the   ditch  was  perpendicular 
an  i  slippery,  and  the  water  was  three  or  four  feet  below 
the  prairie.    Having  by  a  dexterous  manojuvre  succeeded 
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the  first  in  crossing  the  ditch,  one  of  the  generals  asked 
Fabrice  how  he  had  come  by  his  horse ;  but  the  noise  was 
too  deafening  for  speech.  The  escort  was  galloping  ahead, 
and  Fabrice,  dizzy,  followed.  "Stop,"  cried  a  quarter- 
master. Fabrice  perceived  he  was  in  a  few  steps  of  the 
generals,  and  precisely  on  the  side  they  were  inspecting 
through  their  iiold-glasses.  Eetuming  to  the  rank  behind 
with  the  other  hussars,  he  saw  the  biggest  general  address 
another,  with  an  air  of  authority,  almost  scolding;  he 
swore.  "  Who  is  that  general  blowing  up  his  neighbour^" 
he  asked.  "The  Marshal."  Fabrice  contemplated,  lost 
in  childish  admiration,  the  famous  Prince  of  Moskowa, 
the  brave  of  braves.  ...  He  heard  a  dry  cry  near 
him :  it  was  two  hussars  falling,  struck  by  balls,  and 
when  he  glanced  at  them  they  were  already  twenty 
steps  behind  the  escort.  What  seemed  to  him  horrible  was 
a  horse  all  in  blood  struggling  on  the  ground  with  his  feet 
entangled  in  his  intestines.  The  escort  was  galloping,  and 
he  understood  that  it  was  the  balls  that  sent  the  earth  flying 
on  all  sides.  However  hard  he  looked  where  the  balls 
came  from,  he  only  saw  the  white  smoke  of  the  batteiy  at 
an  enormous  distance,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  continuous 
and  equal  snoring  of  the  cannon,  he  seemed  to  hear  dis- 
charges much  nearer :  he  could  make  nothing  of  it.  .  .  . 
He  looked  toward  the  enemy's  lines  of  red  figures  stretched 
widely,  and  he  was  astonished  that  they  appeared  so  small 
The  long  files  of  regiments  and  divisions  seemed  no  higher 
than  hedges.  A  line  of  red  cavaliers  trotted  towards  the 
lower  path  the  escort  had  taken.  The  smoke  prevented 
distinguishing  anything  on  the  advancing  side  :  sometimes 
galloping  men  detached  themselves  from  this  white  smoke. 
.  .  .  They  crossed  a  tiny  meadow,  they  flew,  the  balls 
came  afresh,  the  marshal  rode  towards  a  cavalry  division. 
The  escort  rode  between  the  dead  and  the  wounded ;  but 
this  spectacle  no  longer  made  such  an  impression  on  Fabrice. 
.  .  .  Suddenly  the  quartermaster  shouted:  "Don't  ypu 
see  the  Emperor?"  At  once  the  escort  cried:  "Vive 
I'Empereur !  "  Our  hero  stared  with  all  his  might,  but  he 
only  saw  generals  galloping  followed  by  their  escort.  The 
long  manes  of  their  helmets  prevented  him  from  distinguish- 
ing their  faces.  ...  It  was  some  time  since  Fabrice  had 
seen  nothing  but  the  earth  flying  in  black  crmubs  under 
the  action  of  the  balls.  They  were  behindaregimentof  cuiras- 
seurs;  he  distinctly  heard  the  grape-shot  strike  the  cuiras- 
seurs,  and  he  saw  several  men  fall.  The  sun  was  low,  and  he 
was  lying  down  when  the  escort,  leaving  a  hollow  path, 
went  up  a  little  slope  of  three  or  four  feet  to  ploughed 
ground.  He  heard  a  singular  sound  near  him  ;  he  turned  : 
four  men  had  fallen  with  their  horses  ;  the  general  himself 
was  overthrowu,  but  he  got  up  again,  all  covered  with 
blood.  Fabrice  stared  at  the  hussars  on  the  ground  :  three 
were  still  twisting  convulsively;  the  fourth  cried,  "Drag 
me  from  under."  The  quartermaster  and  two  or  three 
men  had  dismounted  to  assist  the  general,  who,  leaning  on 
his  aide-de-camp,  strove  to  walk.  He  tried  to  get  away 
from  his  horse,  struggling  on  the  ground  and  kicking 
furiously. 

The  description  runs  on  in  this  dexterous  mingling 
of  vague  and  precise  detail,  which,  in  its  seemingly 
straggling  method,  is,  in  reality,  consummate  art.  It 
reads  like  a  terrible  unending  nightmare,  such  as  the 
remembrance  of  a  great  battle  would  probably  present 
to  a  mind  fresh  from  such  scones,  illuminated  by  broken 
speech  heard  above  the  hissing  biills  and  roaring  cannon, 
with  action  swift,  automatic,  and  brutal.  The  battle 
roUs  through  thirty-five  of  the  most  curious  pages  in 
modern  French  literature.-  H.  L. 
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A  Younger  Reputation. 

Ellen  Thorneycroft  Fowler. 

Miss  Fowler  has  published  several  volumes,  but  she 
owes  her  reputation  to  one  book  alone.  It  has  been  said 
in  dispraise  of  the  present  era  that  young  authors  are  in 

the  habit  of  leajiing 
^     '  to  fame  upou  a  sin- 

gle work.  But  young 
authors  have  been 
doing  this  for  quite 
a  long  time.  Scott 
did  it ;  Byron  did  it ; 
Dickens  did  it ;  Char- 
lotte Bronte  did  it ; 
and,  indeed,  when 
you  come  to  consider 
the  matter,  the  num- 
ber of  writers  who 
construct  their  re- 
nown by  slow  degrees 
is,  and  must  be,  ex- 
tremely small.  There- 
fore, when  Miss 
Fowler  thought  fit 
to  make  a  name  all  at  once  by  her  novel  Concerning  Isabel 
Carnaby  she  was  merely  following  a  hallowed  custom. 

Previous  to  the  publication  of  the  novel  its  author  had 
been  known  to  the  buyer  of  books  as  a  versifier.  Of  her 
verses  not  much  need  be  said.  They  are  fluent  and  clever, 
and  a  certain  witty  jihilosophy  runs  through  them  ;  but 
there  is  an  undoubted  tendency  on  the  part  of  the  rhyme 
to  dominate  the  sense.  This  is  especially  true  of  the  frag- 
ments which,  after  the  manner  of  Kipling,  Miss  Fowler 
has  composed  for  the  chapter  headings  of  her  novel, 
though  we  are  ready  to  admit  that  some  of  tliese 
latter  are  wonderfully  concise,  neat,  and  apposite.  They 
have  form.  And  form,  curiously  enough,  is  just  what 
the  novel  itself  lacks.  If  it  possessed  that  (quality  it 
would  be  more  than  a  promise — it  would  be  an  achieve- 
ment. As  things  stand,  we  must  regard  it  as  a  pro- 
mise. So  viewed,  it  deserves  generous  praise.  There 
is  a  flavour  of  individuality  about  it  which  is  as  charm- 
ing as  it  is  rare.  The  "people  called  Methodists" 
have,  perliaps,  never  before  been  treated  in  fiction  with 
such  humour  and  such  sympathetic  comprehension  as 
Miss  Fowler  displays.  Evidently  she  knows  them  in- 
timately. She  has  discerned  their  ideals,  and  set  them 
forth  almost  with  enthusiasm ;  at  the  same  time  their 
foibles  have  not  escaped  the  causticity  of  her  wit.  It  is 
the  illustration  of  these  foibles  which  originates  the  most 
humorous  parts  of  the  book.  Eeaders  wLU  not  soon 
forget  the  theology  and  morals  of  Martha,  the  minister's 
servant.  Nevertheless,  it  would  be  unjust  to  Miss  Fowler 
to  imply  that  the  interest  of  the  tale  depends  chiefly  upon 
such  passages  as  those  we  have  in  mind.  She  has  one 
shining  virtue — which  in  a  certain  respect  resembles  charity 
— and  that  virtue  is  constant,  unfailing  readableness.  You 
may  find  a  thousand  faults  in  Ixahd  Carnabi/,  but  you  will 
read  it.  An  adequate  definition  of  "  readableness  "  has 
yet  to  be  made.     For  ourselves,  we  think  it  springs  from 
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an  author's  personality.  At  any  rate,  it  is  a  mysterioua 
Boniothing  wliicli  lills  you  with  an  eagomess,  when  you 
have  got  to  the  end  of  one  sentence,  to  beg^n  the  next 
without  even  infinitesimal  delay.  Wo  do  not  believe  that 
it  is  essentially  connected  with  any  sort  of  wit  or  humour ; 
for  Miss  Fowler  is  not  always  witty,  but  she  in  always 
readable. 

She  is  always  readable — and  therefore  she  may  do  us 
she  likes,  defying  the  rules  of  technique  and  tlie  laws  of 
probability.     Yet,  though  wo  very  readily  condone,   we 
cannot  blind    ourselves    to    the   shortcomings    of    Iiabel 
Carnabi/,  and  tho  iiioro  discriminating  of  Miss  Fowler's 
admirers  will  certainly  expect  something  better  next  time. 
The   construction    of   the   book   is   faulty.      Stripped  of 
decorations,  the  tale  is  merely  that  of  a  lovers'  quarrel, 
and  a  most  ordinary  lovers'  quarrel  to  boot.     There  is 
nothing  in  the  sequel  to  justify  the  expectations  raised  by 
tho  very  elaborate  description  of  Paul's  early  environment. 
The  prologue  is  quite  unnecessary ;  if  used,  it  should  have 
been  tlie  epilogue.     The  incident  of  Isabel's  authorship  of 
"  Shams  aii<l  Sliadows  "  entirely  fails  to  convince.     The 
management  of  Paul's  windfall  of  thirty  thousand  pounds 
is  naif  to  a  degree.     Further,   and  more  important.  Miss 
Fowler  allows  her  good  qualities  rankly  to  luxuriate  into 
bad  ones.     Exulting  in  her  skill  in  dialogue,  she  is  forever 
writing  dialogue  (clover  dialogue)  which  has  no  bearing 
whatever  either  upon  character  or  the  progress  of  the  plot. 
The   first   conversation   between   Paul   and   Isabel   is   an 
example  of  this  ;  there  are  many  others.     Lastly,  her  love 
of  the  ridiculous  sometimes  leads  her  into  the  grotesque 
and  the  farcical.     Several  of  Martha's  narrations  would  do 
very  well  in  a  book  of  which  the  sole  aim  was  laughter  ; 
but  in  a  work  of  art  professedly  serious  in  intention  they 
are  inept,  for  the  simple  reason  that  they  are  obviously 
impossible. 

Miss  Fowler's  crowning  grace  we  have  saved  till  the 
last,  and  we  must  state  it  in  a  word.  Her  power  of 
characterisation  is  genuinely  remarkable.  She  has  a 
singular  insight  into  human  nature,  and  she  makes  her 
people  live.  They  are  not  puppets  ;  they  exist  of  them- 
selves, even  the  least  of  them. 


He,  She,  and  the  Library  List. 

"  In  a  common  liking  for  books,"  says  a  modern  essayist, 
"  may  be  found  the  sure  basis  of  happiness  in  married 
life " — a  dogma  to  which  we  can  give  no  more  than  a 
partial  assent.  "A  common  liking  for  books" — that, 
indeed,  is  desirable.  It  were  an  ill-made  match  which 
yoked  a  book -lover  with  a  bride  who  regarded  books  as 
no  more  than  pieces  of  furniture.  But  if  by  his  phrase 
our  essayist  postulates  a  liking  for  tho  same  books,  we  beg 
leave  to  differ  from  him.  The  fact  is  one,  it  may  seem, 
not  widely  understood,  but  none  the  less  a  fact  it  is,  that 
the  tastes  of  the  sexes  differ  in  this  matter  as  in  others : 
that  there  are  men's  books  and  women's  books,  and  that 
the  writer  who  most  delights  his  women  readers  must  be 
content  with  a  lower  place  in  the  estimation  of  the  men. 

The  difference  comes  out  most  plainly  in  .the  case  of 
fiction.     Certain  novels,  no  doubt,  in  the  language  of  the 


Jjatin  Grammar,  "  common  are  to  either  ms  " — are  read, 
that  is,  by  women  and  men  witii  a  pleaaure  not  une(}aal, 
yet  based,  probably,  on  tho  most  diiMiniilar  of  reaanns. 
But  the  dearest  friends,  tho  warmoHt  favouriteii,  of  one  eex 
will  never  be  those  of  tho  otiier.     There  is  no   look  of 
instances  to  our  hand.     Mr.  Kipling  and  Mr.  Conan  Doyle 
are  two  authors  who  have  not  much  in  common,  yet  they 
share    this    distinction  —  they  both   are   men's    writers. 
(And  at  this  point  how  many  a  woman,  if  sho  condeeoenda 
to  road  these  words,    will  (nry  "  Wliat   rubbish  I     Why, 
I    simply  adore  Kipling ! "   and  will  <£uite    fail  to  see 
that    her    choice    of    a    verb    has    flatly    contradicted 
her   assertion.     Unmovo<l  by  this  outburst,  we  resume.) 
Mr.   Kipling,   be   it  repeated    with   increased   emphasis, 
is  a  man's  writer.      Here   and    there  you   may   find  a 
woman  who  appreciates  his  work  aright — in  which  case 
she  does  not  protest  that  slie  "  adores  "  him.     But  we  are 
generalising,  and  so  perforce  speaking  of  the  mass.     And 
there  are  numbers  of  men  who  spend  but  little  time  on 
literature,  and  even  less  in  talking  about  it  —hard-headed 
business  men,  whose  leisure  is  but  scanty.  Seldom  do  they 
trouble  to  look  at  a  novel ;  of  the  latest-risen  star  in  the 
literary  firmament  they  have  never  heard,  often  a  hurried 
glance  at  the  newspaper  makes  up  the  sum  of  their  daily 
reading.      But  they   buy   every   word   that  Mr.    Kipling 
writes ;  they  do  not  gush  about  his  work — they  are  even 
averse  from  speaking  of  it,  for  it  moves  them  in  a  way 
about  which  to  argue  were  hard  on  profanity.    With  si'ent 
gratitude  they  buy  his  books,  and  read  them  over  and  over 
again. 

On  the  other  side  we  may  adduce  another  pair  of 
names — those  of  Mr.  Anthony  Hope  and  Mr  Merriman. 
To  apply  tho  same  test,  men  will  road  their  books  once, 
women  will  recur  to  them  repeatedly,  and  each  time  with 
unfeigned  delight.  EfTe.uinato  tliey  are  not,  in  any 
reproachful  sense  of  tiiat  word,  only — only  thoy  do  not 
stir  in  most  men  that  glow  of  enthusiasm  with  which 
women  regard  them.  One  might  bring  forwartl  other 
examples,  but  perhaps  the  point  need  not  be  laboured 
farther.  Men's  writers  there  are,  and  women's  writers 
there  are,  and  so  they  will  remain  to  the  end  of  the 
chapter. 

But  to  go  further.  To  differentiate  the  two  classes,  to 
show  what  are  the  essential  qualities  which  appeal  to 
the  two  sexes — that  is  to  pursue  an  inquiry  more  danger- 
ous and  difficult.  Perhaps  it  may  be  hinted  that  man 
takes  his  novel  as  a  stimulant,  woman  as  a  se<lativo.  Man 
looks  for  action,  for  power,  for  something  which  shall  grip 
liis  imagination  and  take  him  out  of  himself.  Woman 
prefers  a  tale  wliich  she  can  read  or  lay  aside  as  she 
pleases,  ecjuably  written,  and  with  plenty  of  love-making 
in  it.  For  humour  she  cares  little ;  from  any  suggestion  of 
satire  she  shrinks.  She  relishes  minute  analysis  of  char- 
acter and  motive,  she  loves  clever  dialogue,  and  cares  not 
a  jot  whether  it  furthers  the  real  progress  of  the  story. 
With  the  story,  on  the  other  hand,  man  is  mainly  con- 
cerned, and  the  character-studies,  the  descriptions  of 
scenery,  and  the  irrelevant  chatter  he  incontinently  skips. 
But  the  subject,  we  repeat,  is  difficult ;  and  perhaps  it  were 
wise  not  to  pursue  it.  What  are  the  exact  differences 
between  the  tastes  masculine  and  feminine  is  fair  matter 
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for  debate.    But  that  such  diflferences  exist  is,  we  think, 
beyond  contention. 

It  behoves,  then,  wedded  couples  to  recognise  the  fact. 
80  shall  Angelina  be  the  less  grieved  when  Edwin  impatiently 
flings  down  his  novel,  inquiring  why  she  orders  such 
"  drivel"  from  the  library.  So  shall  Edwin  be  permitted 
to  read  his  novel  of  adventure  without  being  suspected  of 
sharing  its  villain's  bloodthirsty  tastes.  But  to  the 
budding  novelist  will  come  the  question — to  which  sex 
shall  lie  address  himself,  since  he  cannot  hope  to  win  an 
equal  popularity  with  both  ?  Probably  the  choice  lies  out- 
side his  power.  If  it  be  not  so,  we  would  say  loudly:  "Follow 
your  own  bent ;  write  your  best ;  care  not  whether  you  please 
the  one  sex  or  the  other."  But  were  he  an  especial  friend, 
low  in  his  ear  we  would  add  :  ' '  Find  out  what  the 
women  like  and  write  it  as  fast  as  you  can  ;  so  shall  your 
purse  be  heavy.  For,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  she,  not 
he,  draws  up  the  list  for  the  circulating  library." 


The  Contributors'   Playground. 

The  Comma  Bacillus. 

TiiEHE  are  two  many  commas  in  the  world  and  thej'  annoy 
me  horribly.  To-day  I  have  been  stumbling  over  this 
sentence  which  occurs  in  a  newspaper — ladies' — sixpence. 
Men,  who  act  thus,  with,  or  without  premeditation,  must, 
undoubtedly,  take  the  consequences  of  their  folly.  Now 
to  read  a  sentence  so  printed  hurts ;  it  is  like  riding  a 
bicycle  over  a  wood  pavement  that  is  going  to  be  repaired 
to-morrow.  What  is  the  use  of  commas?  At  the  best 
they  only  fog  the  meaning ;  at  the  worst  they  ruin  it  by 
misplacement.  The  Greeks  never  worried  themselves 
about  commas  but  just  went  straight  on  without  any  stops 
at  all ;  and  they  wrote  some  fairly  good  stuff.  The 
original  edition  of  Genesis  appeared  without  stops  or  even 
vowels.  And  I  don't  suppose  that  any  subsequent  work 
provided  with  commas  at  all  angles  has  run  into  so  many 
editions.  Even  to-day  legal  documents  do  not  descend 
to  punctuation  because  punctuation  is  vexation  and  litiga- 
tion and  ruination.  But  what  worries  me  most  is  the 
spread  of  inverted  commas.  (I  know  that  only  two  of  them 
are  inverted.)  If  I  write  that  there  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs 
of  men  or  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends  the  printer 
promptly  ropes  in  the  remark  with  quotes.  He  thinks  I 
am  trying  to  do  Shakespeare  out  of  his  royalty.  I  did  hope 
when  the  Academy  put  on  immortality  this  autumn  that  it 
would  shake  off  its  inverted  commas  as  Dr.  Kenealy  said 
like  dewdrops  from  the  lion's  mane.  But  the  other  day  in 
reviewing  an  excellent  book  I  said  that  Captain  Kettle  had 
bucked  up  against  some  rare  toughs  in  his  time.  The 
printer  roped  me  in.  He  thought  I  didn't  mean  what  I 
said.  But  I  did.  As  a  mere  matter  of  expense  think  what 
a  paper  pays  for  inverted  commas  ! 

It  may  be  argued  that  you  cannot  tell  dialogue  from 
description  without  them.  That  is  nonsense  if  we  assume 
that  the  dialogue  is  really  dialogue.  I  noticed  this  par- 
ticularly the  other  night  when  I  was  taking  my  regular 
dose  of  Tristram  Shandy  in  bed.  My  edition  is  cheap  but  • 
eminently  peaceful  soporific  and  satisfactory.  And  on  con- 
sideration I  found  that  the  pages  looked  so  comfortable 


because  they  contained  no  inverted  commas  at  all.  I 
believe  that  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  I  like  reading  the 
Bible.  You  have  no  idea  how  these  unnecessary  mon- 
strosities spoil  a  page  until  you  have  looked  thoughtfully 
at  a  page  which  lacks  them. 

P.S. — The  printer  might  try  to  set  this  up  without 
commas.  It  wiU  read  quite  as  clearly  and  sensibly  without 
them.  C.  E. 


Vinegar  Yard. 

Just  now,  when  the  eyes   of   thousands    are   turned   to 
Drury  Lane,    it  may  not   be   superfluous  to  mention  a 
change  which  will    shortly    be  made  under  the  walls  of 
the  old  theatre.     Vinegar-yard,  hitherto  a  thoroughfare, 
is  to  be  converted  into  a  cul-de-sac,  and  covered  over,  in 
order  that  it  may  form  a  shelter  for  playgoers.   You  cannot 
do  such  things  in  London  without  stirring  up  memories. 
The  name  Vinegar-yard  has  haunted  this  spot  since  the 
early  years    of    the   seventeenth    century.      Peter  Cun- 
ningham quotes  the  burial  register  of  one  "  blind  John 
out  of  Vinagre-yard."    This  blind  John  died  in  1624.    The 
Yard  was  the  centre  of  the  old  club-land.    Near  it  were 
WUl's  and  Button's ;  and  hard  by,  at  the  "  Crown,"  the 
Eccentric  Club  held  its  meetings  for  a  time.     Vinegar- 
yard  was  a  name  in  that  day.     Through  it  Charles  Lamb 
probably  toddled  in  a  childish  fever  when  he  went  to  his 
"  first  play"  with  those  orders  which  his  "godfather  F." 
— the  oracular  oilman  of  Featherstone-buildings — had  so 
kindly  sent.     He  entered  the  theatre  by  the  door  in  Cross- 
court  to  which  Vinegar-yard  leads.     In  Vinegar-yard  Mrs. 
Abingdon,    the  great    personator    of    Lady   Teazle,    was 
bom.     Here  the  earliest  Fimck  dinners  were  held  in  the 
roaring  forties ;  and  at  this  period  the  yard  was  famous 
for   its    tavern,    "The  Whistling  Oyster."     This    house 
had  obtained  its  curious  name  in   1825,  when  its  pro- 
prietor,   a  Mr.   Pearkes,    summoned  all  the  town  to  see 
and  hear  an  oyster  which  according  to  respectable  authori- 
ties did  produce,  with  its  shell,  a  kind  of  whistling  sound. 
The  first  volumes  of  Ptmch  contain  many  references  to,  and 
at  least  one  drawing  of,  this  eccentric  bivalve.     Douglas 
Jerrold  said  that  the  oyster  must  have  been  crossed  in 
love,  and  that  it  whistled  to  show  it  didn't  care.     Thackeray 
had  a  story  that  he  was  once  in  the  shop  when  an  American 
came  to  see  the  performing  oyster,  which  was  kept  in  a 
separate  tub  with  aU  the  brine  and  bran  it  needed.    The 
stranger  pronounced  it  nought :   he   "  knew  an  oyster  in 
Massachusetts    which    whistled    'Yankee    Doodle,'    and 
followed  its  owner   about  like   a  dog."      Such  are   the 
associations  of  this  old,    cold,   much  meddled-with  little 
"  yard."  John  o'  London. 


San  Miniato  (Florence). 

Theee  Sleep  and  Silence  are  for  ever  wed  ; 

And,  in  the  endless  gloom 
Of  cold  light  coldly  shed, 
The  Angel  of  the  Dead 

With  folded  hands  sits  on  a  tomb, 
Uncomforted. 

From  "  Verses  "  ly  Maud  nollatd. 
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Three  German  Novelists. 

Ebers.     Fontane.     Meyer. 

Three  German  novelists  of  distinction  answered  the  roll- 
oall  of  Joatli  in  1898— Georg  Ebers,  Theodor  Fontane,  and 
Conrn.l  l-'ordinand  Meyer.  It  would  be  a  heavy  loss  in 
any  country,  but  in  Germany  it  seems  to  mean  that  the 
field  is  vacated  at  last  for  the  younger  men  in  u  hurry. 

Ebers  (of  whom  we  gave  some  account  in  the  Academy 
at  the  time  of  his  death)  was  born  in  Berlin  in 
1837,  and  wont  furthest  abroad  to  gather  his  literary 
material.  He  was  more  of  an  Egyptologist  than  a 
novelist,  and  the  ordinary  reader  may  be  doubtful 
whether  the  combination  was  always  a  happy  one. 
When  the  instruction  is  the  bread,  and  the  story  is 
the  meat,  the  sandwich  is  apt  to  be  dry.  At  the 
samo  time,  a  hungry  man  does  ill  to  quarrel  with 
his  food,  and  when  Ebers  began  to  write,  the  German 
reading  world  was  hungry.  Spielhagen,  Heyse,  and 
Ereytag  were  still  in  charge  of  the  commissariat,  but 
Heyse's  and  Spielliagen's  books  are  often  not  food  for 
the  "young  person,"  and  Ereytag  was  always  a  parsi- 
monious steward.  The  Egyptian  Princes)  of  18G3  was 
accordingly  a  welcome  dole,  and  " Ebers' new  book"  has 
for  thirty-five  years  been  the  first  and  favourite  demand 
of  the  anxious  parent  in  the  bookshops.  It  was  not 
always  forthcoming,  though  the  list  of  his  productions 
is  long,  for  studies  so  careful  and  descriptions  so  accu- 
rate are  not  to  be  supplied  on  a  perpetual  twelve 
months'  contract.  The  writer's  pulse  was  slow,  and  his 
temperament  was  of  a  Northern  cast.  The  scholars  applaud 
his  "  local  colour"  effects,  and  even  a  layman  can  admire 
them ;  but  the  desert  is  flat,  and  water  is  scarce,  and  the 
hermits  are  apt  to  go  unwashed.  It  might  be  said  of  Ebers' 
Egyptians  tliat  their  heads  are  en  lirofih  and  their  eyes  en 
face.  We  read  his  books  from  cover  to  cover,  and  the  story 
is  still  untold. 

Fontane  was  eighteen  years  older  than  Ebers,  but 
his  reputation  as  a  novelist  came  very  much  later 
in  life.  He  visited  England  in  his  youth  and  brought 
.back  a  collection  of  English  and  Scottish  ballads, 
which  he  rendered  admirably  in  a  German  dress.  He 
went  through  the  Franco-Prussian  campaign  as  corre- 
spondent for  a  Berlin  newspaper,  and,  having  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  captured  by  franc-tireurs,  liis  letters  from  the 
seat  of  war  have  an  almost  historical  value.  It  was  in  this 
period,  no  doubt,  that  he  learned  the  Bismarck  cult,  and 
his  wish  to  see  what  became  of  the  great  Chancellor  was 
fulfilled,  for  Bismarck  died  on  July  30,  and  Fontane  on 
September  21.  At  another  time  he  wandered  through  the 
Mark  of  Brandenburg  —  the  tranquil  valley,  with 
its  absence  of  surprises,  in  the  midst  of  which 
Berlin  has  grown,  and  his  volume  of  Wand&rungen  is 
a  permanent  treasure  of  shrewd  and  delicate  observation. 
It  was  not  till  nearly  his  sixtieth  year  that  he  finally 
settled  in  Berlin,  and  turned  his  attention  to  romance.  It 
was  a  quiet  and  a  natural  transition^  and  his  stories,  like  his 
ndventures,  took  life  not  at  the  flood,  but  in  an 
■episodal  chance."  There  is  a  touch  of  Bourget  in 
1«8  work — if  Bourget's  ladies  had   been  dressed  in  flan- 


nelette; and  Fontane  could  dwicribe  the  deUila  of 
this  plain  toilette  with  all  the  I'ari»ian*«  refinement. 
But  wo  doul>t  if  the  French  master  haa  dopictwl 
anything  so  purely  white  n«  the  water-lily  (frowing  in  the 
mud,  whom  Fontane  has  entitled  Stini.  But,  abf»ve  all, 
Theodor  Fontane  was  a  true  child  of  Berlin,  wiih  all  the 
Berliner's  sense  of  humour.  Ho  disbelieved  in  i)erfe(!t(uo, 
and  "thanked  God  for  the  sins  of  others."  In  his 
lUminitcencei  of  My  Childhoud  he  poked  a  little  innocent 
fun  at  his  mother's  imaginary  tine  relations,  and  related 
the  "amiable  absurdities"  of  his  father  without  any 
malice  prepense.  Ho  looked  for  impressions  rather  than 
sought  for  expressions,  and  certain  phaxes  of  life  have 
never  been  l>etter  delineated.  The  von  PoggenpuhU,  for 
instance,  who  8upporte<l  existence  on  three  oil-paintings  of 
heroic  ancestors,  are  a  type  which  linger*  in  the  memory. 

Less  fortunate  than  Fontane,  the  third  great  novelist 
who  died  this  year  did  not  enjoy  life  till  the  end.  Since 
1891,  when  his  last  l)Ook  was  published,  Ferdinand  Meyer 
had  suffered  from  a  gradual  softening  of  the  brain,  and 
his  death  last  November,  at  the  age  of  seventy-three,  was 
somewhat  in  the  nature  of  a  release.  German  Switzerland 
has  given  three  distinguished  men  to  the  art  and  literature 
of  the  empire— Gottfried  Keller  and  Ferdinand  Mover,  the 
novelists,  and  Arnold  B.kklin,  tlie  celebrated  painter,  and 
sole  survivor  of  the  trio.  Horn  of  poor  paronU,  and 
a  native  of  Ziirich,  Meyer's  bent  was  to  the  great  of 
this  world.  Emperors,  kings,  popes,  and  cardinals 
are  the  figures  which  make  their  bow  in  his  pages. 
But  the  great  of-  the  earth  are  unapproachable,  and 
something  of  their  natural  inaccessibility  has  communi- 
cated itself  to  the  heroes  of  his  books.  It  is  their 
outward  symbols,  not  their  inward  grace,  which  con- 
vinces us.  His  dramatic  power— the  tension  which  ho 
inspires— is  one  of  his  finest  qualities.  His  women,  for 
instance,  arc  not  women,  but  capable  creatures  of  action. 
He  tells  us  of  their  fascination  and  beauty,  and  the  effect 
proves  the  causation,  till  we  come  to  believe  in  the  nar- 
rator with  the  faith  which  moves  mountains.  It  is  the 
strength  of  Thomas  i\  Becket,  not  the  loves  of  Henry  and 
Rosamund,  which  attracts  v&  va.  The  Saint.  It  is  the 
energy  of  the  crime  in  The  Attngfre*»— not  the  jealousy 
which  led  to  it— which  makes  its  interest.  Ferdinand 
Mej-er's  public  is  not  likely  to  dwindle,  though  he  is  too 
epic  and,  perhaps,  too  artistic  to  be  ever  really  jKipuIar. 
His  special  public  is  the  wise  minority  who  care  for  the 
drama  of  histor}'. 


Paris  Letter. 

{From  our  French  CorrespontUnt.) 

The  election  of  M.  Henri  I^vedan  to  an  Academy 
fauteuil  may  be  said  to  modernise  the  fossilised  Immortals 
with  a  vengeance.  Could  their  implacable  enemy,  Daudet, 
but  have  lived  to  hear  the  momentous  tale  I  What !  The 
author  of  JVouveau  Jeu,  himself  the  very  newest  game  out, 
beneath  the  cupola  of  classical  respectability !  Not  that 
Gallic  wit  is  utterly  Jinrepresentetl.  The  bite  Meilhac 
adequately  interpreted  the  follies  and  caprices  of  the 
p*Me  Parinienne,  though  his  Bobettes  and  Paul  Coataxda 


556 


The   Academy. 


31  December,  1898. 


were  not  quite  so  startling  as  those  of  this  newer  type  of 
cynical  houlevardier.  M.  Ludovic  Halevy,  in  a  French 
M.  Lavedan  cannot  pretend  to  emulate,  with  the  dear 
old-fashione<l  delicacy,  subtle  wit,  suggestiveness  and 
g^ce  that  we  are  lamenting  on  this  side  of  the  Channel 
as  well  as  on  the  other,  gave  us  his  version  of  those  airy 
latitudes  understood  as  the  theatrical  and  galant  worlds  in 
his  delightful  Monsieur  et  Madame  Cardinal ;  and  his  wit 
was  like  the  foam  of  the  champagne  cup — light,  unseizable, 
suggestive  rather  than  provocative  of  laughter,  with  all 
the  fragrance,  the  charm,  the  distinction  of  breeding. 
These  things,  alas !  lie  behind  us  more  and  more  per- 
manently. "  Les  Jeunes  "  take  pride  in  proving  them- 
selves either  pretentiously  dull  or  ostentatiously  vulgar. 
M.  Lavedan's  father  was  a  distinguished  writer  of  the 
past  generation,  a  man  of  serious  reputation  in  Empire 
days.  The  new  Immortal  belongs  to  the  Eeole  Roue,  a 
new  word  to  define  an  old-fashioned  state  of  sin.  Rosite 
means  something  worse  than  fast — something  less  offensive 
than  gross.  Paul  Hervieu  has  defined  it  as  the  feminine 
of  mufle — that  is,  more  perverse,  more  witty  and  wicked, 
but  considerably  less  brutal.  But  there  is  not  a  pin  to 
choose  between  the  superlative  hideousness  of  the  female 
roMe  or  the  male  rnufe,  beyond  the  fact  that  the  one  makes 
you  frown  and  the  other  makes  you  laugh. 

Another  bright  star  of  this  particular  modem  French 
school  is  M.  Maurice  Donnay,  who  was  in  the  recent 
running  for  the  empty  arm-chair.  In  France  you  may 
begin  anywhere  and  end  anywhere,  and  there  is  nothing 
to  prevent  a  journalist  any  more  than  a  workman  from 
arriving  at  the  post  of  President  of  the  Eepublic.  Picquart 
himself  may  be  President  a  year  hence,  unless  the  land 
should  in  reaction  elect  Dreyfus  as  Emperor.  Should  the 
Cour  de  Cassation  pronounce  him  innocent,  one  hanlly 
sees  how  France  can  offer  him  a  lesser  reparation.  Ee- 
membering  these  accidented  vicissitudes  of  fortune,  it  is 
fitting  that  a  successful  dramatist  should  have  started  as 
a  music-hall  singer,  and  won  his  first  laurels  at  the  famous 
Chat  Noir.  One  day,  as  Eodolphe  Salis,  the  tutelary 
genius  of  this  defunct  glory  of  Montmartre,  was  lunching, 
surrounded  by  his  singing  slaves,  a  youth,  in  fear  and 
trembling,  begged  to  know  if  his  verses  sent  for  inspection 
had  made  a  favourable  impression.  He  was  ordered  to 
repeat  them,  and,  pale  with  anguish  and  anxiety,  recited 
"  Les  Vieux  Messieurs."  The  author  of  these  extremely 
ledeg  and  modem  verses  was  M.  Maurice  Donnay,  a 
brilliant  engineer,  who  was  profitably  encourage<l  to  for- 
sake the  sciences  of  the  Central  School  for  the  precarious 
honours  of  the  hill  of  Bohemia.  One  of  the  things  that 
made  him  famous  in  that  riotous  set  was  the  discovery  of 
a  source  of  voluptuousness  that  does  not  exist,  according 
to  the  most  learned  M.  Donnay,  in  England,  and  for  a 
time  Paris  rang  with  the  lines  :• 

Je  sooge  en  remerciant  Dieu, 
Qu'Us  n'en  ont  pas  en  Angleterre  I 

The  popular  songs  of  Paris,  to  the  delight  of  the 
boulevardiers,  frequently  insist  on  all  the  good  things 
nature  has  reserved  for  the  sons  of  Gaul,  to  the  detriment 
of  perfidious  Albion,  and  a  fresh  attraction  is  added  to  the 
Frenchwoman  the  instant  some  wise  and  knowing  youth 
in  catching  verse  informs  Paris  that  her  like  is  not  to  be 


found  in  England.  Now,  if  it  were  Germany  or  Jamaica 
or  the  United  States,  it  wotild  not  carry  with  it  half  the 
weight  or  satisfaction.  The  thing  for  the  gallant  French- 
man to  do  who  wishes  to  catch  the  public  ear,  is  to  fling  a 
stone,  above  all  a  particularly  big  one,  at  the  English- 
woman, and  whether  on  the  heights  of  Montmartre  or 
along  the  pavements  from  the  Madeleine  to  the  Porte  St. 
Martin,  or  down  the  Boul'  Mich',  it  is  sure  to  be 
equally  efficacious.  Thus  M.  Donnay  accomplished  his 
first  step  in  the  perilous  path  of  glory,  along  which  he 
now  treads  so  accomplished  a  measure. 

In  a  lyrical  article  in  a  recent  Figaro  on  the  Pope's  ode  to 
be  sung  at  Eeims,  Gabriele  D'Annunzio  gave  a  quick  and 
charming  description  of  Florence,  done  in  his  vivid,  dreamy, 
and  artistic  manner : 

We  ascended  the  suave  hillside,  where  the  nurse  of  that 
hero,  Michael  Angelo,  was  bom.  From  time  to  time  we 
encountered  along  the  way  stonecutters  coming  from  the 
quarries,  where  they  patiently  bet  towed  an  exact  form  upon 
the  rough  blueish  rocks,  and  thus  prepared  the  beauty  of 
human  edifices.  At  a  turning  we  discovered  crepuscular 
Florence  all  veiled,  quite  grey,  like  a  town  buried  in  its 
asbes  slill  warm  and  flashing  with  innumerable  rays.  She 
was  silent,  nourishing  her  ancient  rancours  beneath  an 
ignited  heaven,  in  «rhich  the  crescent  burnt  with  a  yellow 
and  fugitive  flame,  like  a  handful  of  sulphur  in  a  brazier. 

M.  Lavisse,  like  M.  Leniaitre,  is  thundering  briUiantly 
for  the  enlargement  of  college  life  in  France,  for  less  of 
the  dead  languages  and  more  of  actual  virile  formation  of 
character.  The  matter  of  teaching  is  not  the  most  impor- 
tant thing,  he  wisely  urges,  for  even  with  living  languages 
you  may  produce  corpses.  Lift  boys  up  to  life  itself;  do 
not  crush  or  dispirit  them  under  a  mass  of  futile  learn- 
ing. Make  men,  and  not  machines,  of  the  bulk.  The 
savanfn  will  always  make  themselves. 

H.  L. 


Things  Seen. 

Heroism. 

It  was  one  in  the  morning ;  the  street  was  dark  and  empty. 
From  a  gap  in  the  triangular  block  of  buildings  came  a 
sudden  light,  and  a  fork  of  flame  ran  up  from  basement  to 
eaves. 

I  pelted  round  the  block.  Half  way  round  a  man  stood 
in  a  doorway. 

"  There's  a  fire,"  I  panted. 

"Thought  I  smelt  something,"  said  the  man,  coming 
after  me. 

On  the  other  side  was  a  policeman.  He  had  just  burst 
in  the  front  door  and  stood  inside  a  fried-fish  shop.  A 
flaring  gas-bracket  had  set  the  low  ceiling  ablaze. 

"  Anyone  upstairs  ?"  I  said.  The  policeman  made  for 
the  staircase,  and  I  followed  him.  The  room  I  reached 
was  in  darkness.  Groping,  I  found  a  bed.  Snatching  up 
bedclothes  and  all,  I  tossed  them  over  one  shoulder,  while 
with  my  free  hand  I  seized  such  valuables  as  I  could 
rescue.    The  crackling  of  flames  warned  me  to  hurry. 

"  No  one  in  the  house,"  said  the  policeman,  as  we 
hurried  down  the  stairs. 
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Outside  was  a  fire-engine,  and  firemen  getting  calmly  to 
wurk  with  the  nozzle  of  a  hose.  The  driver,  with  reins 
taut,  was  looking  at  the  stars.  Another  engine  dashed  up, 
snorted  a  few  remarks,  and  left.  In  five  minutes  the  fire 
was  over,  and  the  gathered  crowd  began  to  melt  awaj. 

"  Now  then,"  said  my  friend  tlie  policeman,  with  some 
suspicion  in  his  voice,  "  hadn't  you  better  take  that 
mattress  bock ;  and  that  chiny  dog,  too  ?  " 


Escape. 

BiLLT  stood  on  the  wide  stone  steps  leading  up  to  the 
Hall  door,  and  listened.  From  far  away  down  the  road 
came  what  Billy  called  "a  many  coloured  sound"— the 
cry  of  hounds  and  the  shouting  of  men.  He  sniffed  at  the 
Mood,  keen  air,  laden  with  the  pungent  smell  of  decaying 
nbeeeh  leaves,  straining  his  eyes  to  find,  in  the  gathering 
greynees  of  the  November  afternoon,  some  redcoats  among 
the  leafless  trees  at  the  end  of  the  drive.  A  hurried  pat- 
tering over  the  dead  leaves  in  the  shrubbery,  and  a  big 
dc^-fox  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  steps,  his  eyes  red  and  full 
of  fear,  his  tongue  lolling  out  of  his  mouth,  while  his 
breath  came  in  thick  gasps  that  made  little  blue  doods 
like  the  fog  round  the  boles  of  the  beeches. 

BiUy  looked  down  at  the  fox,  and  the  fox  looked  up  at 
Billy.  What  the  fox  thought  I  cannot  tell  you,  but  into 
the  child's  mind  flashed  the  remembrance  of  Cruikshank's 
delightful  drawing  of  the  "youngest  son"  riding  on  the 


fox's  brash,  and  Billy,  though  he 

wanted  that  fox  to  got  doaa  away.    "BtemaiaBgnwi 

and  the  old  fox  tnmbbd.    "  Quk^ !"  cried  Bflly.    "They 

are  oomiag.    Go  rouid  by  the  stabl»-jaid,  aad  Aeae  are 

eottagee  mad  gaideas — they  may  loee  the  aeeat — tpatk '. " 

The  fox  galloped  aaoeB  the  wide  lawn,  with  his 
hrnsh  «*»»'gfc*  oat  like  the  one  in  the  ^etnre.  Billy 
nn  down  tke  steps  aaA  stood  in  the  drive  to  watch 
him  oat  of  aigkt.  Tke  MHe  grew  loiider  and  londor,  &e 
noisevastlMte!  But  tike  litde  boy  stood  his  grand  only 
to  be  smoonded  by  n  paebnld  aen  of  damonr,  as  Ae 
kan»ls  sozged  ramd  him,  and  Ae  whole  hnnt  thronged 


into  the  drive.    Billy  was  not  afraid,  for  he  knew  all  the 
uU  hounds,  and  the  "  noble  master  "  was  a  friend  «f  Ua. 

"  'Ave  you  seen  the  fox,  Maeter  BiUy  ?  "  '*'nv^^  the 
first  whip. 

But  Billy  did  not  hear,  for  the  aoiae  and  T^nt'rg 
increased  as  the  peek  toro  round  the  honat,  mtnm  the 
Hover-beds  and  the  big  lawn.  The  master  and  the  fint 
whip  rode  by  the  drive  into  the  stnble-yard,  b«t  the  hot, 
having  fwridwmble  respect  for  people's  gndeni^  swept 
into  the  road  again. 

Mora  shouting,  mora  trampling  and  yelping;  than  a 
sound  of  many  voices  in  questitm  and  diapvte,  and 
presently  ailenee,  in  whidi  Billy  heard  the  ben^ng  of  his 
own  heazt. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  a  little  boy  swinging  on  the 
drive  gate  saw  the  hounds  and  the  two  whipe  trotting 
laisnraiy  home. 

"  Did  you  kiU  y  "  he  ahooted. 

"  No,  young  Master;  we  lost  'im." 

"  He  Jtad  a  brush,"  mnrmnred  the  little  boy  to 
"  but  I'm  glad  he  took  my  advice." 


The  Mother. 


As 


impreamve  carriage,  with  men  in  new  black  liveriea, 
staticned  at  the  ceoMtary  gate.  The  alight  fignro 
which  hnd  stepped  bom  it  wae  weighted  with  a  widow's 
heavy  mowning,  and  the  girl  who  wore  it  had  been 
itiiling  now  for  half-an-hoor  staring  stupidly  at  the 
floweBs  heaped  high  upon  a  tiny  grave.  As  she  laiawl. 
still  sti^idly,  to  walk  daxadly  down  the  pa&  toward  the 
gate^  aancone  poshed  with  a  delibarate  violence  againet 
her  aad  she  stopped,  confronted  by  a  voaan  with  a 
shrivelled  baby  in  her  armsL 

"It's  not  yMT  mlfmet"  the  girl  asked  snddenly  and 
ply. 

"Crikey— no!"  shriQed  tibe  woman  haahly.  "It's 
only  Ab  larst  at  tn,  and  God  send  it  w  the  lant,  if  God 
*aa  anydiing  to  do  widi  kids." 

Momentarily  the  girl  recoiled,  and  then — "It's  veiy 
dirty,"  Ae  said  qniedr;  "  but  still  I  dtink  I  should  like  to 
kiseit." 

And  as  she  did  so,  almost  with  a  senaeof  1 
P«*  P«*rf  *•  placed  a  I 
palm. 


Memoirs  of  the  Moment. 


oi   the    JahOee^ 
Aonc^  fd  ratiriag; 
wonld  have  done  to,  had  Ua 
again  the  Hononn^  list  of 


iblySr 


Heaxy's  aame  nugrbe  foond  on  the  New  Year  bat,  ai 
nobody  wiD  gradge  "  the  last  <rf  the  (legal)  Barona."  1 
he  was  often  caOsd,  a  place  in  Oe  peerage  as  Ae 
Baron  HawkiM— and  the  last  too,  for  that  SMttat;  he 
having  BO  aon.  Sir  Henry,  ahoea  repotataon  ie  eo  good  as 
not  to  be  Aallwiil  by  even  dM  foable  jokee  Jafhwad 
apon  Mm  sinee  hm  tutii  emsnt,  wiO  takaaiotmal  laavaaf 
the  psnlewiim  in  die  Lord  Chief  Jaatica^s  Conrt  as  1 
the  Kafidays  aro  ( 
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Sir  Henry  Hawkins  has  presented  to  Cardinal  Vaughan 
£3,000  towards  the  new  cathedral  at  Westminster,  the 
roofing  in  of  which  is  to  be  completed  before  next  Christmas. 


Bingley  of  Mr.  Ferrand,  a,  politician  too  soon  forgotten — 
a  meeting  famous  as  witnessing  the  platform-birth  of  Young 
Englandism. 


TuEUK  is  no  intrusion,  I  believe,  in  "plucking  the 
mask"  from  the  face  of  the  author  oE  the  unsigned 
Fortnightly  article  on  Lord  Eosebory  as  the  Disraeli  of  the 
Liberal  party,  the  "  hit "  among  the  magazine  articles  of  the 
first  month  of  the  new  year.  He  is  Mr.  J.  Louis  Garvin, 
of  the  editorial  staff  of  the  Newcastle  Daily  Chronicle,  and 
a  firm  and  fit  disciple  of  that  pajier's  proprietor,  Mr. 
Joseph  Cowen.  Mr.  Garvin  has  been  a  frequent  contri- 
butor of  articles — signed  and  unsigned — to  the  Fort- 
nightly, including  one  in  the  December  number  on  Parnell — 
something  much  more  than  a  mere  criticism  or  analysis 
of  the  "Life"  by  Mr.  Barry  O'Brien.  Mr.  Garvin's 
article,  signed  "J.  L.  G.,"  on  Miss  Ada  Smith,  a  young 
poetess  of  the  North  Country,  which  appeared  in  these 
pages  the  other  week,  has,  by  the  way,  brought  him  an 
offer  from  a  publisher  to  compile  a  volume  of  her  verse, 
if  enough  to  fill  one  exists  among  the  papers  found  in  her 
portfolios  after  her  untimely  death. 


The  announcement  of  the  engagement  of  the  eldest  son 
of  Lord  Peel  with  the  Hon.  Ella  Williamson,  daughter  of 
Lord  Ashton,  conceals  as  well  as  discloses  a  romance. 
The  lady  is  she  with  whom  Sir  Eobert  Peel  once  believed 
he  had  contracted  an  engagement,  the  announcement  of 
which  was  made  in  the  papers,  and  contradicted  by  Lord 
Ashton.  Sir  Eobert  has  since  led  another  lady  to  the 
altar,  so  that  the  most  punctilious  observer  of  etiquette 
would  agree  that  the  field  was  left  quite  as  free  to  his 
cousin  as  to  any  other  suitor.  The  situation,  however, 
has  points  which  make  it  quite  a  novelist's. 


Sir  William  Broapbent  has  entered  the  ranks  of  the 
literary  critics,  and  does  not  know  it.  Yet  his  emphatic 
statement  the  other  day  at  Marlborough  House,  that  con- 
sumption is  not  an  hereditary  disease,  but  a  contagious 
one  only,  really  closes  "  The  Open  Question." 


The  Small  Holdings  movement  is  now  spreading  through 
South  Lincolnshire,  where  some  two  thousand  allotments, 
of  from  two  to  four  acres  each,  have  been  made  by  Lord 
Carrington  and  others  in  the  Spalding  district.  Of  real 
reforms,  as  against  nominal  and  sentimental  ones,  this 
is  one  of  the  chief ;  and  the  credit  of  having  invented  it 
ought  to  be  g^ven  where  it  is  due — to  the  Young  England 
Party,  which  in  domestic  legislation  (nearly  the  only 
legislation  that  really  affects  the  happiness  of  a  single 
human  being)  has  achieved  so  much  and  been  praised  for 
so  little.  It  is  now  nearly  sixty  years  since  the  present 
Duke  of  Rutland,  then  Lord  John  Manneis,  convinced 
of  the  need  of  garden  allotments  for  labourers,  persuaded 
liis  father,  the  then  Duke,  to  grant  them  on  his  Lincoln- 
shire and  Leicestershire  estates — an  example  it  has  taken 
some  landlords  more  than  half  a  century  to  foUow.  On 
the  Belvoir  property  alone  there  were  soon  to  be  counted 
seven  hundred  tenants,  each  with  his  own  little  lot  of  land 
to  cultivate.  Moreover,  Lord  John  made  public  his  pleii 
to  landlords  at  a  meeting  held  in  1842  at  Bingley,  the 


At  a  time  when  County  Councils  have  tlie  praise  of  being 
actively  philanthropic  in  their  dealings  about  open  spaces 
and  dwellings  for  artisans,  it  is  bare  justice  to  recall  the 
forgotten  fact  that  in  the  early  forties  the  present  vener- 
able Duke  of  Rutland  introduced  to  Parliament  proposals 
then  rejected  with  a  smile  but  now  carried  out  by  others 
with  applause.  He  showed  that  there  were  in  the  three 
kingdoms  many  millions  of  cultivatable  acres  in  a  state  of 
waste.  He  therefore  proposed  that  of  the  then  unappro- 
priated land  one-twentieth  in  every  parish  should  be  placed 
in  the  hands  of  trustees  for  the  benefit  and  use  of  the  poor. 
Five  acres  of  the  land  so  obtained  he  proposed  to  devote  to 
a  playground,  and  another  five  to  a  drying-ground.  The 
outlay  on  the  allotments  was  to  be  decided  each  year  by 
the  ratepayers.  Disraeli  once  said  that  a  Lord  John  Cade 
often  succeeded  where  a  Jack  Cade  would  be  hanged ;  but 
even  Lord  John  Manners  failed  in  this  to  enlighten  the  law- 
makers of  that  day.  Nor  did  he  carry  his  proposal  for  the 
increase  of  national  holidays  which,  made  by  another,  was 
to  win  favour  in  later  years.  The  Duke  of  Rutland  has 
just  entered  on  his  eighty- first  year,  and  to  recall  these 
early  dreams  of  his  is  the  best  way  of  offering  to  one  of 
the  most  unselfish  of  politicians  the  heartiest  of  birthday 
congratulations. 


The  Hon.  Charles  Russell  has  finally  decided  not  to 
accept  the  invitation  to  stand  for  Derry  as  the  successor  of 
Mr.  Vesey  Knox  in  its  representation  in  Parliament.  His 
refusal  has  relation  to  private  reasons  only,  the  practice  of 
a  successful  solicitor  being  a  harder  taskmaster  than  is  a 
successful  practice  at  the  Bar.  The  seat,  as  seats  go,  is 
said  to  be  a  safe  one,  for  party  feeling  in  Derry  runs  so 
high  that  every  ruan  is  canvassed  and  counted  in  advance, 
and  the  result  of  an  election  can  be  predicted  with  an 
accuracy  that  rarely  fails.  At  present  the  party  prophets 
say  that  a  majority  of  about  one  hundred  will  be  that  of 
any  good  candidate  among  Liberal  Home  Rulers. 


RuxrouRS  have  been  rife  about  the  America  Cup  and 
the  conditions  under  which  Sir  Thomas  Lipton  will 
attempt  to  win  it.  One  reporter,  I  see,  says  that  the 
yacht  Shamrock  will  be  built  largely  of  glass !  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  it  will  be  built  of  aluminium.  The  model 
has  been  made  and  approved ;  and  the  Earl  of  Dunraven 
will  (or  will  not?)  be  glad  to  hear  that  Ireland  is  already 
beginning  to  think  of  the  Cup  as  hers. 


The  Prince  of  Wales  is  not  very  familiarly  known  in 
the  capacity  of  a  church-restorer.  But  the  Sandringham 
estate,  when  he  bought  it,  had  upon  it  only  one  church  in 
anything  like  good  repair — the  church  which  stands  within 
the  Park  gates  and  which  the  pious  hands  of  the  Princess 
have  done  so  much  to  adorn.  One  by  one  the  little  group 
of  other  village  churches  have  been  restored,  last  of  all 
that  at  Shernbourne,  which  the  Prince  and  the  Princess, 
together  with  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  York,  attended,  at 
the  re-opening  service,  the  other  day.     From  first  to  last 
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10  T'rnco  lias  s^ent  over  £5,000  on  the  improvement  of 

le  cliurclies  (  n  liis  Norfolk  estate. 


A  WBITKK  in  tlie  Daili/  Chronicle  has  a  certain  un- 
onscious  liiippineiH  of  diction  in  writing  of  the  engago- 
iiont  of  a  lady  known  by  some  of  lier  English  friends  as 
laicifer":  "Mademoiselle  Lucie  Faure"  ho  says,  "the 
)nly  daughter  of  the  Prosidont  of  the  French  Republic,  is 
bo\it  to  make  a  match  which  is  solid  rather  than  brilliant, 
ler  engagement  being  announced  to  M,  George  Chirii",  a 
ion  of  a  member  of  the  Senate." 


Drama. 

The  Pantomime  Craze. 

TnAT  the  craze  for  Christmas  pantomime  is  at  least  as  old 
18  I'ope  we  know.  Pope  satirised  the  taste  of  the  town  for 
his  sort  of  entertainment,  and  a  writer  in  the  World  of 
75i!  ironically  rocomiuended  the  managers  of  the  period  to 
lisponse  entirely  with  comedy  and  tragedy  and  to  entertain 
lu;  town  solely  with  pantomime,  people  of  fashion  having 
;iven  sufUcient  proof  that  they  thought  it  the  highest 
ntertainment  the  stage  was  capable  of  affording.  In  one 
orm  or  another  pantomime  has  ever  since  ruled  the  roast 
t  Christmas.  But  no  theatrical  prophet  in  his  most  possi- 
listic  mood  could  have  anticipated  the  extent  to  which 
le  craze  for  such  frivolity  has  this  year  been  carried  in 
ondon.  Will  it  be  believed  that  within  the  metropolitan 
rea  there  are  at  the  present  moment  nearly  thirty  panto- 
limos  in  full  swing  ?  And  if  complaint  was  made  of  the 
ntertainment  of  Pope's  time,  when  the  acrobatic  feats 
nd  juggling  of  Rich — the  Rich  of  the  Bunciad — as 
axlequin  appear  to  have  been  unsurpassed  for  agility  and 
kill,  what  shall  be  said  of  the  sort  of  pabulum  now  pro- 
ided?  It  is  drivel  as  written,  and  the  comedians  are 
llowed,  nay,  expected,  to  provide  unlimited  "gag"  of 
leir  own,  in  addition.  Like  every  other  form  of  drama, 
hristmas  pantomime  has  had  its  successive  phases.  In 
ich's  time,  and  long  after,  the  chief  performer  was 
arlequin.  He  was  ousted  from  his  place  of  honour  when 
rimaldi — "the  Garrick  of  clowns/'  as  Theodore  Hook 
Jled  him— took  up  the  clowning  business,  and  thereafter 
e  fairy  opening  of  the  pantomime  served  merely  as  a 
retext  for  bringing  on  the  harlet^uinade  as  soon  as  might 
Grimaldi,  who  must  have  been  a  genius  in  his  way — 
)  it  was  who  invented  the  clown's  dress  and  most  of  his 
icks :  the  buttered  slide,  the  red-hot  poker,  &c.,  us  we 
aow  them — found  no  successors  worthy  of  himself  ;  and 
e  "opening"  continued  to  encroach  upon  the  harlecjuinade. 
his  movement  dates  back  as  far  as  1830,  when  Leigh 
unt  complained  of  it  in  one  of  his  essays.  It  has  steadily 
ntinued  until  the  present  day,  when,  as  everybody 
lows,  the  harlequinade  is  either  driven  out  of  the  bill 
togetbor  or  remains  but  the  shadow  of  the  shade  of  its 
mier  self.  Indeed,  there  is  now  such  a  dearth  of  clowns 
-the  old-fashioned  genus  being  practically  extinct  or  here 
kd  there  replaced  by  the  occasional  music-hall  knock- 
»out — ^that  it  would  be  impossible  to  give  the  harlequinade 


its  former  prominence,  eren  if  the  public  demanded  it, 
whicli  apparently  they  do  not  I  don't  know  that  we 
need  regret  the  old-fashioned  clown's  disappearance.  He 
was  a  dull  dog  and  often  vulgar,  and  the  line  in  the  bill 
which  used  to  herald  his  advent,  "  Now  the  fun  l>egiiu," 
began  generally  to  bo  accepted  as  a  signal  that  droarineM 
was  about  to  set  in. 

What  we  have  now  in  place  of  the  clonm's  tomtooleriea 
i.s  unfortunately  no  better  in  point  of  humour  or  satire. 
It  takes  the  public  fancy  because  it  is  more  showy  and 
more  expensively  set  off — that  is  all.  The  so-called 
glories  of  modern  pantomime  are  purely  spectaoular, 
fabulous  sums  being  expended  at  the  more  important 
theatres  on  dresses  and  scenery.  Aa  pantomime  in 
its  present  form  has  lasted  a  good  twenty  yean, 
with  no  modification  to  speak  of  except  that  in 
the  opening,  which  is  practically  the  whole  performance, 
the  question  arises;  What  is  to  be  its  next  phase  of 
development  ?  For  it  is  impossible  that  the  present  state 
of  things  can  indefinitely  continue.  By  the  preeent  state 
of  things  I  mean  the  custom  of  taking  a  well-known 
nursery  story  and  telling  it  tant  bien  que  mat  with  the 
aid  of  music-hall  performers  for  whom  a  place  is 
made  in  the  cast  according  to  the  extent  and  nature 
of  the  speciality  that  they  profess.  Just  one  small 
departure  from  convention  is  to  be  notice<l  at  Drury-lane, 
where  the  Forty  Thieves,  after  their  exploits  in  I'ersia,  are 
brought  to  London  in  pursuit  of  AH  Baba  and  his  ill- 
gotten  wealth,  and  turn  up  at  the  Zoo,  and  other  public 
resorts,  in  costumes  slightly  Occidentalised.  It  is  a 
piquant  idea,  no  doubt,  thus  to  plunge  the  chnroctors  of 
legend  into  the  crude  realities  of  London  life,  but  when 
the  entire  personnel  of  nursery  literature  has  been  pro- 
menaded in  the  Strand  or  Piccadilly,  as  it  probably  will  be  at 
Drury-lane  in  course  of  time,  what  better  off  shall  we 
be  ?  In  principle  this  quasi-modernising  of  the  nursery 
story  does  not  differ  from  the  long  established  practice  of 
introducing  local  and  topical  allusions  into  tlie  dialogue,  or 
.  criticising  public  affairs  in  a  duet  between  the  leading 
comedians. 

With  the  pantomime  cra/e  at  its  present  height,  it 
may  seem  needless  to  look  out  for  coming  change ;  but 
nowhere  more  than  in  the  theatre  does  the  old  saying 
hold  good  that  when  things  come  to  the  worst  they 
mend.  If  tilings  are  not  at  their  worst  in  the  matter 
of  pantomime,  it  is  hard  to  see  what  further  exten- 
sion they  are  capable  of  along  their  present  lines. 
The  stage-carpenter,  the  ballet-master,  and  the  music- 
hall  comi([ue  have  done  their  best  and  their  worst  with  us. 
It  is  surely  time  that  the  author,  so  long  left  out  of  the 
reckoning,  shoxild  have  his  turn.  I  have  often  wondered 
why  no  effort  shoiild  have  been  made  to  popularise  the 
French  rente  in  this  country.  It  is  a  topical  burlesque  of 
the  events  of  the  year,  often  wittily  written,  and  affording 
the  actors  opportunity  for  much  ingenious  travesty.  The 
French  know  nothing  of  our  lumbering,  witless,  dreary, 
tawdry,  Christmas  pantomime,  and  would  not,  I  hope  for 
their  sakes,  be  able  to  stand  it.  We  might,  I  believe, 
with  profit  copy  their  revue,  if  only  we  had  a  Beeoe,  a 
Brough,  or  a  Henry  J.  Byron  to  write  it. 

J.  F.  N. 
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Correspondence. 

"The  Unconscious  Mind." 

Sib, — May  I  call  your  attention  to  a  review  of  a  recent 
work  of  mine  {The  Unconscious  Mind)  in  your  columns 
(October  15,  1898)  wbich  is  alike  remarkable  for  its 
forcible  language  respecting  myself,  and,  may  I  add  with- 
out offence,  its  ignorance  of  the  book  under  review.  I  am 
quite  sure  that  your  reviews  generally  are  more  moderate 
in  tone  and  accurate  in  statement  than  this,  which  has 
already  incurred  censure  in  one  or  more  papers. 

The  reviewer  begins  by  declaring  he  has  plodded 
through  400  odd  pages,  a  statement  his  subsequent 
.remarks  render  it  extremely  difficult  to  believe. 

For  instance,  "There  is  a  recent  theory  of  which  Dr- 
Schofield  does  not  appear  to  have  heard,  that  emotion  depends 
largely  on  the  vascular  system  of  nu  bodies ;  so  that 
after  all  '  bowels  of  compassion '  ™ay '  not  be  an  empty 
expression."  Pages  308,  309  are  on  the  relations  of  the 
emotions  to  the  vascular  system.  Pages  256,  257  refer  to 
emotions  and  various  parts  of  the  body,  particularly 
"  bowels  of  mercies"  ! 

As  an  instance  of  unnecessary  strength  of  language, 
combined  with  inaccuracy : 

"Dr.  Schofield  is  a  very  rash  and  prejudiced  person, 
ready  to  sacrifice  truth  to  a  preconceived  notion.  The 
tvhole  of  the  cortex  he  describes  as  the  seat  (V)  of  conscious- 
ness. .  .  .  All  our  unconscious  acts  he  assigns  (according 
to  the  diagram)  to  the  lower  ganglia  of  the  brain." 

But  I  assert  that  "we  are  hy  no  means  conscious  of  all 
that  takes  place  even  in  the  cortex"  (p.  30).  That  "the 
cortex  is  a  special  factor  for  good  or  evil  in  every  disease," 
and  "  Bain  shows  that  all  tissue  nutrition  is  unconsciously 
influenced  from  this  great  centre  (the  cortex)  "  (p.  341). 

The  frontispiece  is  described  as  "  grotesquely,  not  to  say 
culpably,  unscientific,"  and  is  said  to  be  divided  into  three 
sections,  labelled  consciousness,  voluntary  actions,  and 
unconsciousness.  If  the  book  had  been  read  it  would 
have  been  seen  there  are  no  such  three  sections,  and  that 
the  diagram  is  to  represent  Dr.  A.  Hill's  (of  Cambridge) 
three  arcs  (pp.  125,  126). 

These  and  other  misstatements,  and  the  whole  tone  of  the 
article,  are  perhaps  explained  by  the  reviewer's  own  descrip- 
tion  of  his  peculiar  style  in  writing.  He  says  :  "  The  present 
writer  can  say  for  himself  not  only  that  he  writes  whole 
phrases  mechanically,  but  that  his  pen,  influenced  by 
habit,  or  by  some  vague  analogy  in  sounds,  sometimes  runs 
away  with  him,  and  writes  a  word  he  did  not  intend." — 
I  am,  &c.,  A.  T.  Schofieud,  M.D. 

P.8. — I  may  add,  the  italics  throughout  are  my  own. 

[When  a  diagram  is  prefixed  to  a  book  without  a  word 
of  explanation,  one  is  justified  in  accepting  it  as  illus- 
trative of  the  author's  views.  Dr.  Schofield  now  appears 
to  be  anxious  to  throw  over  this  diagram  as  not  being 
his  own  (like  so  much  else  in  the  book,  which  is  three- 
fourths  quotation),  but  this  is  what  he  says  of  it  on 
p.  126:  "The  idea  [of  the  diagram]  is  a  good  working 
hypothesis  .  .  .  and  if  we  use  it  simply  as  clearly  illus- 
trating the  three  different  classes  of  brain  action,  no  harm 
is  done."     On  this  evidence,  I  submit  that  Dr.  Schofield 
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does  practically  accept  the  diagram,  and  that  it  is  he  whd 
speaks  of  "three  classes"  of  brain  action,    not  I;   and 
I  repeat  that,  in  the  present  state  of  our  knowledge,  the' 
diagram  is  "grotesquely,  not  to  say  culpably,  unscientific."' 
In  this  work  of   art  and  imagination  the  whole   of  the 
cortex  is  labelled  "consciousness";  beneath  this,  in  thei 
white  matter  of  the  brain,  is  depicted  the  seat  of  "  volun- 
tary actions  and  conscious  sensations" ;  and  lower  still  comes 
the  section  "  unconsciousness,"  consisting  in  "  habits  or 
acquired  reflexes."     Dr.  Schofield's  "  good  working  hypo- 
thesis" would  have  disgraced  the  science  of  fifty  yeatuj 
ago.     The  personal  experience  I  gave,  and  of  which  Dr. 
Schofield  characteristically  misses  the  point,  was  to  show 
that  conscious  movements  like  those  involved  in  writing, 
the  seat  of  which  is  unquestionably  in  the  cortex,  can, 
and  do,  degenerate  into  unconscious  habits.     With  regard' 
to  the  emotions,  I  find,  on  turning  to  pp.  308,  309,  that 
Dr.    Schofield  merely   mentions   the   common   experience 
that  under  mental  excitement  the  action  of  the  heart  is 
quickened.     This  is  emphatically  not  the  theory  to  which 
I  referred.     Indeed,  the  statement  in  the  book  is  not  a 
theory  at  all,  but  a  fact  within  everybody's  knowledge. 
The  vascular  theory,  which,  if  he  has  at  length  heard  of  it, 
Dr.  Schofield  still  does  not  understand,  is  that  the  viscera 
are   a   factor   in   the  production   of   emotional  or  mental 
states — a  reversal  of  his  conditions ;  and  it  is  one  which 
could  not  at  the  present  day  be  overlooked  in  any  authori- 
tative  work   on  psychology.      It    is    amazing    that    Dr. 
Schofield,  with  so  many  authorities  before  him  to  quote 
from,  should  be  so  misleading  in  his  own  statements ;  but 
that  he  has  a  genius  for  misunderstanding  what  he  readt 
is  shown  by  his  misinterpretation  of  my  notice. — Youi 
Reviewer.] 

"  'Umble." 

Sir, — I  am  surprised  that  none  of  your  correspondents 
have  mentioned  what  I  believe  to  have  been  the  re 
reason  for  the  aspirate  in  "  humble."  When  I  was  a  bd 
the  h  was  as  silent  in  "humble"  as  in  "heir"  or  "honour^ 
and  sounding  it  would  have  been  a  flagrant'  mark  of  defa 
tive  education.  Then  Charles  Dickens  published  his  nov^ 
and  Uriah  Heap  took  the  town  by  storm  with 
"  'umbleness."  The  character  was  so  much  admired 
so  much  detested  that  gradually,  post  hue,  and  I  beliei 
propter  hoc,  the  word  altered  and  from  "  'umble  "  beca 
"  humble,"  and  has  remained  so  ever  since.  Occasional!;! 
these  alterations  occur :  Louis  XIV.,  at  seven  years  old 
unknowingly  made  "ma  carrosse "  "mon  carrosse' 
Lewis  Carroll  created  "  chortle,"  Captain  Boycott  createii 
"  boycott,"  &c.,  &c.— I  am,  &c.  I.  L.  D. 

Brockley,  S.E.  :  Dec.  25,  1898. 


"  The  Rough  Face  of  Kings." 

Sib, — Is  not  the  phrase  "The  rough  face  of  kings, 
referred  to  in  the  paragraph  on  p.  505  of  your  last  numbei 
explained  by  the  facsimile  of  Defoe's  letter  printed  at  th 
bottom  of  the  same  page '?  Defoe  writes  Th  hke  K 
Look  particularly  at  the  second  line  of  the  letter.  If  th 
fourth  word  from  the  end  of  this  line  were  printed  b 
itself  most  people  would  probably  at  first  sight  say  it  W8 
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"Key."  It  is  really  "  They."  Hence  "  Kings  "  in  the 
phrase  alluded  to  is  a  mistake  of  the  editor's  for  "Things" 
-and  the  phrase  is  not  a  curiosity.  You  will  probably 
ipceive  many  letters  to  the  same  effect  as  this — in  which 
( iise  this  may  accompany  others  into  the  wastepaper  basket. 

I  am,  &o.,  E.  H.  Akueuson. 

Blackhoath:  Dec.  24,  1898. 


Bibliographical. 

SiK, — The  writer  of  your  article  headed  "Biblio- 
i;rapliical "  mentions  a  book  by  F.  Davenant  in  these 
words  :  "  I  remember  the  tale  quite  well,  because  of  the 
ij^uaintness  of  its  title,  which,  in  full,  was  '  Hubert  Ellis  : 
a  Tale  of  King  Richard's  Days  the  Second,'  an  inversion 
for  which  there  may  or  may  not  be  authority." 

But  I  suppose  Malory  is  authority  good  enough ;  and 
such  expressions  as  "The  King's  Daughter  of  Ireland  " 
and  "  King  Mark's  Sister  of  Cornwall  "  are  familiar  to 
readers  of  Le  Morte  Dartkur. — I  am,  &c., 

Dec.  26,  1898.  A.  E.  Baylky. 


Stevensoniana. 

Sir, — E.  L.  Stevenson  contributed  not  one,  but  three, 
poems  to  the  first  volume  of  the  Scots  Obserrer.  They 
are  "Christmas  at  Sea,"  "The  Wanderer,"  and  "In 
Memoriam,  E.  H." 

The  same  volume  (1889)  also  contains  a  signed  article 
by  Mr.  J.  M.  Barrie  on  "  The  Coming  Dramatist."  It 
would,  perhaps,  be  unfair  to  Mr.  Barrie  to  quote  it  in 
extenso  now  ;  but  in  view  of  the  writer's  success  as  a  play- 
wright the  closing  sentences  of  it  are  interesting.  "  One 
would  think,"  he  says,  "  that  there  are  novelists  now  with 
us  who  could  write  plays  that  would  be  literary  as  well 
as  effective.  Some  of  them  have  tried  and  failed,  b\it 
obviously  because  they  did  not  set  about  it  in  the  proper 
way.  Plays  and  novels  require  quite  different  construc- 
tion, but  the  story-writer  who  is  dramatic  could  become 
sufficiently  theatrical  by  serving  a  short  apprenticeship  to 
the  stage.  There  are  such  prizes  to  pluck  for  those  who 
can  stand  on  tiptoe  that  the  absence  of  an  outstanding 
dramatist  is  as  surprising  as  it  is  disappointing." — I 
am,  &c.,  W.  E.  Wilson. 

Hawick,  Eoxburghshire  :   Dec.  18,  1898. 


Cataloguing. 
SiK, — We  all  know  that  catalogue  in  which  The  3till 
on  the  Floss  was  followed  by  "  Ditto,  on  Liberty  ";  and  Lord 
Balcarres  recently  exposed  the  eccentricities  of  the  cata- 
logue of  the  South  Kensington  Museum.  Where  librarians 
err,  it  is  permissible,  no  doubt — and  certainly  it  is  common 
— for  booksellers,  and  even  for  editors,  to  make  mistakes. 
Quite  lately  I  have  come  across  two  instances  of  the  sort. 
A  friend  of  mine  asked  his  bookseller  for  a  romance  of  the 
sea,  and  he  was  offered  Mr.  Benjamin  Swift's  The  Destroyer 
— which  naturally  suggested  torpedo-boats.  As  to  editors, 
I  know  an  editor  who,  a  short  while  ago,  after  giving  a 
book  on  athletics  to  a  reviewer  who  was  also  a  sportsman, 
added,  in  all  good  faith:  "Oh!  here's  something  else  in 
your  line,"  and  handed  him  "  Marco  Polo."— I  am,  &c., 

Cecil  Heablau. 
4,  Smith-square,  Westminster,  S.W. 


Book  Reviews  Reviewed. 

...^^  This    book   contains  two  (tones,  entitled 

End."  The  first  is  a  horrifying  ghost 
story,  and  its  somewhat  different  effects  on  different  critica 
may  be  illustrated  as  follows : 

The  Daili/  News.  The  filnwlard. 

The  first  story  ["  The  Turn  It  [  '  The  Turn  of  the 
of  the  Ncrew "]  is  a  mere  8crew "]  u  •  t<ile  of  eztr*- 
work  of  the  imagination.  It  ordinary  power,  and  more 
shows  Mr.  James's  subtlest  than  fulfils  the  promise  of  its 
characteristics,  his  supreme  prologue  "  for  general,  un- 
delicacy  of  touch,  his  sur-  canny  ugliness  and  horror  and 
passing  mastery  of  the  ait  of  pain."  Set  down,  as  it  is 
suggestion.  It  is  the  story  of  here,  with  stroke  after  stroke 
a  house  haunted  by  two  evil  of  Mr.  James's  deliberate  art, 
spirits,  determined  to  possess  we  may  safely  agree  with  the 
themselves  of  the  souls  of  two  teller  of  it  when  he  says, 
childien.  The  story  is  a  "  Nothing  at  all  that  I  know 
masterpiece  of  artistic  execu-  touches  it."  Stated  in  the 
tion.  Mr.  James  has  lavished  baldest  way  possible,  the  sub- 
wpon  it  all  the  resources  and  ject  is  the  corruption  of  two 
subtleties  of  his  art.  He  has  young  children  by  a  vile  man 
caught  and  conveyed  the  very  and  woman,  who,  after  fheir 
atmosphere  of  the  spectral.  own  deaths  by  violence,  <'on- 
A  horrible  sense  of  lieing  tiuue  and  complete  their  ob- 
surrouuded  by  evil  infiaences  session  of  the  poor  little  souls, 
pervades  the  narrative.  The  .  .  .  There  is  no  disguising  the 
effort  of  the  girl  to  protect  fact  that  this  is  a  subject,  a 
the  children  from  the  ghostly  situation,  too  painful,  too  ter- 
harpies,  the  realisation  that  lible,  to  be  treated  in  fiction, 
the  children  find  delight  in  At  a  time  of  day  when  scarcely 
intercourse  with  them,  the  anything  is  eacred  from  'the 
crisis  of  the  supreme  struggle  peering  of  our  restless  brains, 
between  the  living  woman  and  one  would  fain  hope  that  the 
the  dead,  furnish  the  episodes  idea  of  childhood  and  inno- 
of  an  eerie  and  eutbralliug  ceuce  enshrined  in  it  might  be 
drama.  The  workmanship  kept  as  a  thing  apart.  With- 
tbroughout  is  exquisite  in  the  out  setting  up  to  be  prudish, 
precision  of  the  touch,  in  the  so  much  at  least  may  be  said, 
rendering  of  shades  of  spectral  The  art  also  may  be  doubted  ; 
representation.  The  artistic  for  as  it  is  always  possible  to 
effect  and  the  moral  intention  get  a  thrill  by  flouting  a  holy 
are  in  admirable  harmony.  thing,  the  very  ease  with  which 
The  horror  and  terror  that  «*  'nay  be  done  is  in  some  sort 
pervade  the  book  by  the  dis-  »  depreciation  of  the  achieve- 
tinction  of  the  treatment  are  ment. 
never  allowed  to  degenerate 
into  the  coarseness  of  melo- 
dr<ima. 

The  Athenitiim  has  nothing  but  praise  for  the  workman- 
ship which  Mr.  James  has  put  into  "  The  Turn  of  the 
Screw  "  : 

The  author  makes  triumphsut  use  of  his  subtlety ;  in- 
stead of  obscuring,  he  only  adds  to  the  horror  of  bis 
conception  by  occasionally  withholding  the  actual  facts 
and  just  indicating  them  without  unnecessarily  ample 
details.  A  touch  whore  a  coarser  hand  would  write  a  full- 
I»ign  description,  a  hint  at  unknown  terrors  where  another 
would  talk  of  bloody  bands  or  dreadful  ciimes,  and  the 
impression  is  heightened  in  a  way  which  would  have  made 
even  Hawthorne  envious  on  his  own  ground. 
The  Sketch  admits  that  Mr.  James's  workmanship  is 
good;   but — "Mr.  James  should  never  have  given  him- 
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self  the  chance  of  such  success  ;  for  what  leads  up  to  it 
is  heartrending,  even  when  we  deny  its  possibility."  This 
critic  says,  further : 

Even  lovers  of  the  sensational  at  any  cost,  even  morbid 
dwellers  on  the  corruption  of  human  nature,  would  mostly 
feel  that  children  should  not  minister  to  their  tastes  and 
theories.  That  the  portion  of  the  world  on  which  all  hopes 
hang  should  be  made  suspect,  should  be  shown  to  have  the 
loathsome  disease  of  sin  knit  in  with  their  tender  fibres, 
not  in  the  guise  of  mere  naughtiness,  or  weakness,  not 
merely  in  the  germ,  but  in  full-blown  strength — these  are 
intolerable  thoughts.  No  one  can  seriously  believe  them, 
Have  for  such  rare  and  isolated  cases  as  should  only  be 
treated  in  a  book  on  morbid  pathology.  Yet  they  are  the 
theme  of  the  excellent  Mr.  James  in  "  The  Turn  of  the 
Screw." 

The  TimeB  critic  takes  a  peculiar  line  in  reviewing  Mr. 
James's  novel.     He  says  : 

A  ghost  story  ought  to  be  short,  persuasive,  and  in 
harmony,  nowadays,  with  the  provisional  conclusions  of 
psychical  science.  ...  A  ghost,  of  ail  things,  ought  to 
avoid  making  himself  too  cheap.  Now,  Mr.  Henry  James's 
tale,  ' '  The  Turn  of  the  Screw,"  in  his  newest  volume.  The 
Two  Magics,  is  not  short  (169  pages),  is  not  persuasive  (we 
could  read  it  unmoved  at  midnight  in  a  haunted  house),  it 
is  not  in  conformity  with  the  results  of  science,  and  the 
ghosts  are  too  punctual  and  frequent.  Out  of  the  vast 
collections  of  phantasms  brought  together  by  the  S.P.E  , 
almost  no  sign  of  piurpose  on  the  ghost's  side  is  offered,  and 
when  he  may  be  suspected  of  a  purpose  he  scarcely  ever 
manages  to  make  its  nature  intelUgible.  He  somnambu- 
lises,  so  to  speak,  in  a  restless,  incoherent  dream.  On  the 
other  hand  Mr.  James's  two  phantasms  have  their  purpose 
sun-clear  before  them,  and  are  most  pertinacious.  Their 
idea  is  to  corrupt  two  very  nice  children,  brother  and 
sister. 


Our  Literary  Competitions. 


Result  of  No.   12. 

ALTHOuaH  a  considerable  number  of  persons  have  tried  their  hands 
at  "  Things  Seen,"  in  response  to  our  request  last  week,  the  result  is 
not  very  satisfactory.  After  examining  with  great  care  the  bundle 
sent  in,  we  have  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  a  good  "  Thing 
Seen"  is  exceedingly  difiaoult  to  produce.  Not  only  must  there  be 
the  record  of  observation :  there  must  be  writing  too,  so  that  the 
reader  is  enabled  also  to  see  it.  Now,  in  almost  every  instance, 
our  competitors  have  left  the  writing  out.  We  are  sorry  to 
say  only  two  of  the  experiments  reach  our  standard,  one  of  which 
is,  however,  not  quite  suitable.  The  best  contribution  is  judged  to 
be  that  of  Mrs.  Dew-Smith,  Old  Chesterton,  Cambridge,  which  runs 
thus: 

At  a  Bazaae. 

The  hall  was  gay  with  flags  and  stalls,  and  buzzing  with  people. 
At  one  end  a  group  clustered  round  some  object  of  interest.  A 
child  of  six,  with  dark,  imaginative  eyes,  craned  her  neck  to  see. 
Her  face  was  flushed  with  eager  anticipation, 

Suddenly  a  large  and  beautifully  dressed  baby  doll  was  held  aloft 
for  a  moment  and  then  handed  to  one  of  the  group,  and  the  tension, 
which  had  held  them  together,  relaxed.    They  dispersed. 

A.  shy  young  man  stood  awkwardly  holding  the  doll  and  blushing 
painfully.  He  glanced  round  in  embarrassment,  and  his  eyes  fell 
on  the  child.  The  eager  flush  had  died  out  of  her  face,  and  left  pale 
disappointment.  She  gazed  wistfuUy  at  the  doll,  and  then  her  eyes 
travelled  up  till  they  met  those  of  the  young  man.  An  idea  partly 
dispelled  his  discomfitore.    He  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then— 


"  Would  you  like  this  ?  "  he  said,  and  held  the  doll  towards  her. 

"  Oh  I  "  she  gasped.  And  then  flushing  to  the  eyes,  ''  But  are  you 
sure  you  don't  want  it .'" 

'■  I'd  much  rather  you  had  it,"  he  said,  with  convincing  sincerity, 
and  the  doll  changed  hands. 

Her  eyes  blazed  with  ecstacy  ;  his  beamed  with  relief. 

To  Mrs.  Dew-Smith  a  cheque  for  a  guinea  has  been  sent. 


Answers  have  also  been  received  from  :  A.  M ,  London  ;  M.  T., 
London  ;  A.  G.  S.,  Brockley  ;  C.  T ,  Warwick  ;  A.  B.  C,  Norwood ; 
A.  M.  F.,  Creditou  ;  K.  M.,  Loudon;  L  E.,  Budleigh-Salterton ; 
R.  E  n.,  Guildford  ;  P.  R.  W.,  Ttignmouth  ;  C.  D.  L..  Cricklewood  ; 
J.  G.  L.,  Liverpool  ;  H.  L.,  Worcester  ;  H  0.,  Honor  Oak  ;  L.  M.  L., 
Stafford  ;  H.  H.  R.,  Bradford  ;  W.  A.  T.,  Disley  ;  T.  B.,  London  ;  C, 
Ipswich;  H.  P.  B,  Glasgow;  H.  J.,  London;  A.  E.,  By  broke ; 
E.  D.  B.,  London  ;  T.  B.  D  ,  Bridgwater  ;  E.  T.,  London  ;  B.  M., 
London;  S.  T.,  Brighton;  F.  A.  H.,  London;  L.  F.  P,  Oxford; 
W.  M.,  Glasgow  ;  C.  F.  K.,  Eccles ;  E.  W.  H.,  Ledbury ;  A.  M  B., 
London;  W.  F.  C,  London;  P.  C,  Greenock;  W.  H.  B.,  Dublin; 
E.  R.  P.,  Redcar  ;  R.,  Redcar  ;  G.  W  ,  Oxford  ;  M.  A.  W.,  Watford  ; 
L.  S.,  London  ;  H.  W.  M.,  London  ;  C.  C,  London  ;  R.  W,  M., 
London  ;  W.  T.,  Westerham  ;  S,  R.  M..  Glendevon  ;  and  W.  A.  T. 


Competition  No.   13. 

In  more  instances  than  not,  the  title  chosen  for  a  book,  par- 
ticularly in  the  case  of  fiction,  strikes  one  as  the  best  possible.  Yet 
there  must  nearly  always  be  alternative  titles  in  the  author's  mind. 
For  instance,  Juih-  the  Obscure  was,  at  various  periods  of  its 
existence,  called  also  "  The  Simpletons  "  and  "  Hearts  Insurgent," 
either  of  which  would  have  served.  We  ask  our  readers  this  week  to 
suggest  alternative  titles  to  the  following  nine  well-known  works  : 
Nicholas  NicMthy,  Tess  of  the  D  Iriervillcs,  Children  of  the  Ghetto. 
A  Tramp  Abroad,  The  Shaving  of  Shagpat,  A  Window  in  Thrums, 
Soldiers  Three,  The  Open  Question,  and  The  Pilgrim's  Progress, 
That  is  to  say — to  extend  the  question  a  little — supposing  the 
present  titles  of  these  books  had  to  be  altered,  in  what  way  would 
they  be  best  substituted  ?  Of  existing  sub-titles  no  notice  need  be 
taken.  To  the  competitor  who  compiles  the  best  list  of  alternative 
titles  to  the  nine  books  named  a  cheque  for  a  guinea  will  be  sent. 

Answers,  addressed  "Literary  Competition,  The  Academy,  43, 
Chancery-lane,  W.C,"  must  reach  us  not  later  than  the  first  post 
of  Tuesday,  January  3.  Each  answer  must  be  accompanied  by 
the  coupon  to  be  found  at  the  foot  of  the  first  column  of  p.  .">33. 


The    "  Academy  "     Bureau. 

Books  in  Manuscript. 
An     Offer     to     Authors. 

The  Conductors  of  the  Bureau  established  in  connexion 
with  the  Academy  invite  works  in  MS.  for  consideration. 
They  have  made  arrangements  by  which  a  proposal  for 
publication  will  be  made  for  every  MS.  which,  in  their  judg- 
ment, is  sufficiently  meritorious.  No  fee  for  reading  and 
reporting,  or  for  agency  between  author  and  publisher,  will  be 
charged  unless  a  contract  is  arranged.  The  project  was  set  forth 
more  fully  in  our  issues  of  October  8  and  15.  Each  MS.  should 
be  accompanied  by  an  assumed  name  or  initials,  under  which  our 
criticism  will  be  printed.  The  words  "Academy  Bureau" 
must  be  marked  on  the  wrapper,  and  the  parcel  accompanied 
by  postage  stamps  for  return  if  not  accepted.  It  is  to  be  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  each  MS.  should  contain  enough  to  fill 
a  volume,  and  that  the  proposal  applies  only  to  books  that 
have  not  been  published,  serially  or  otherwise.  The  conductors 
of  the  Bureau  will  take  every  care  of  MSB.  submitted  to 
them,  but  will  not  be  responsible  for  accidental  loss.    They 
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oannot  enter  into  oorregpondence  with  authon  on  the  *ubjc>ct 
of  books  criticised  in  tho  Bureau,  or  as  to  completed  agree- 
ments. 


The  Stoky  ok  O.  P. 


By  n.  K. 


This  novel  is  written  with  unusual  power  and  dignity,  and 
an  arrangement  for  publication  has  been  made. 


Sr.AVEs  OF  Chance. 


By  "  Montrose." 


"  Montrose  "  knows  the  world  he  depicts,  and  maintains  a 
tone  of  fidelity  in  tho  scones  he  presents.  His  heroine  is  a  flesh- 
and-blood  one,  and  her  heroism  comes  out  in  accordance  with 
the  opportunities  that  this  everyday  world  naturally  permits. 
Most  of  the  characters  ring  true  in  speech  and  action,  and 
there  is  a  good  deal  of  humour  to  help  the  story  along.  The 
book  is  Bohomitu  ;  in  some  places  ultra-Bohemian.  Parts 
should  be  toned  down,  and  the  struggles  of  Charley  at  the 
Folies  Bergeres  should  be  condensed ;  they  are  too  long,  and 
a  little  monotonous.  "  Slaves  of  Chance  "  is  not  meat  for  every 
reader,  by  any  means  ;  nor  is  it  pabulum  for  every  publisher  ; 
but  with  selection  one  might  be  found  to  give  a  book  to  the 
world  which  is  undoubtedly  clever. 


The  King  of  Moubne. 


By  John  Campbei.i.. 


Talking  of  the  sea,  Mr.  Campbell  says:  "Sounds,  which 
heard  on  laud  are  uupleasiiig  and  meaningless,  once  they  float 
over  its  enchanted  marge  are  transmuted  into  notes  sweeter 
than  the  honey  of  Hybla,  and  invested  with  a  recondite  signi- 
ficance which  not  the  whole  soul  of  man  can  comprehend." 
Elsewhere  the  hair  of  persons  turning  grey  is  said  to  "  assume 
the  insignia  of  senectitude."  These  are  strange  freaks  with  the 
English  language.  The  author,  moreover,  has  those  unpleasant 
personal  tricks  of  addressing  the  "dear  reader"  and  referring 
to  himself  as  "  we."  There  is  a  story  introduced  of  a  duel  in 
India,  followed  by  a  tiger  jumping  into  a  house  and  killing 
two  persons  at  one  blow,  which  is  a  little  staggering.  The 
tale  is  amusing  in  part  and  shows  imagination,  but ! 


Concerning  Various  People. 


By  J.  R.  L. 


A  series  of  short  stories;  but  the  interest  of  short  stories 
depends  on  some  ingenuity  of  contrivance  or  trick  of  surprise. 
There  is  no  ingenuity  in  this  collection,  except  the  dexterity 
with  which  some  of  the  characters  are  kUled  off. 


Thoughts  and  Themes. 


By  "  Ratamiko." 


The  dramatic  pieces  here  show  some  poetic  fancy  and  force, 
but  the  sonnets  are  disappointing,  and  the  fragment  entitled 
"  Urban  "  should  not  have  been  included.  "  Lysidore  "  is  the 
best  of  the  longer  pieces.     Here  is  a  specimen  : 

How  many  thousand  suns  have  stept  from  out 
The  crimson  cradle  of  the  Orient, 
And  sat  upon  the  silver  throne  of  noon, 
And  sunk  enrolled  in  gold  and  purple  shrouds 
To  occidental  graves,  I  cannot  tell. 

"  Batamiro  "  is  something  of  a  poet,  but  his  chief  fault  is  word- 
coining.  A  certain  licence  is  allowed  in  building  compoimd 
words,  but  what  shall  be  said  of  "mixed-feeling-gendering'' 
as  an  epithet  ?  This  is  made  in  Germany  with  a  vengeance. 
Then  such  words  as  "  psychal,"  "  fictive,"  "  marmoreau," 
"existency";  such  compounds  as  "knowledge-misery,"  or 
such  a  phrase  as  "  thy  lightest  wink  performed  "  are  not  to  be 
encouraged-  What  does ' '  soul-exultiug  "  mean  as  an  adjective  ? 
or  "  the  yet  uuyielded  riddle  of  the  world  ?  "  It  is  the  answer 
that  is  unyielded,  not  the  riddle.  Cleansed  of  such  errors, 
"  Batamiro  "  might  have  a  future  ;  but  the  standard  of  poetry 
l»  too  high  for  any  but  tbe  very  best  to  be  printed. 


Uath.  By  Lm  BnmM. 

Ldwei.i,  ah  a  Critic,  axd  Otickb  Worim.  By  B.  A.  B. 
These  M8H.  are  too  slight  to  bn  published  m  rolamM. 
E.  A  R.  should  have  been  more  considersto.  His  MSB.  are 
very  difficult  to  road.  Actually  we  camf)  ui>oa  a  \>»gB  of 
phonography  in  one  of  thiim,  and  generally  they  are  very 
untidy.  We  ilo  not  iniiist  upon  ty|i<)-writiug,  but  we  do  cxpeet 
that  all  works  submitted  to  us  shall  be  easily  legible  and  in 
proper  order. 

Skktchks.  By  "  Kixo  riLLixoRx." 

There  are  some  pretty  thoughts  here*  about  the  country,  bat 
the  essays  are  too  light  and  nnsubstantial  to  pass  critical 
muster. 


To  Correspondents. 

J.  M.  M. — In  saying  that  certain  of  the  pieces  were  lacking 
in  spontaneous  sincerity,  we  did  not,  of  course,  make  any  criti- 
cism of  a  moral  kind.  We  meant  only  that  they  seemed  to 
hpring  less  from  the  bidding  of  a  poetic  impulse  than  from  a 
mere  desire  to  find  impulses  to  write  about.  It  would  not  be 
wise  to  have  the  work  published  "  on  commission." 

C.  F.  K. — Each  of  the  two  works  would  be  too  slight  for 
publication  in  a  volume.  The  novel,  however,  might  be  sub- 
mitted to  the  editor  of  a  miigaziuo. 

J.  L.  H  — We  could  not  deal  with  a  one-act  play  to  any 
practical  result. 


Books    Received. 

Week  ending  Thursday,  December  29. 
history  and  bioobapby. 

But1er(Rer.  D.),  John  Wet  ley  kod  George  WbileBeld  In  Reottand 

(Blackwood) 

"  EbUna, '  Erin  Qnintiitna  (Daffy) 

Gr^hRm  I W,),  Last  Links  with  Bjroo,  Sbelley,  *nd  Keatii    (Bmilhen)    S/0 

Hendorfon  iT.  F.).  Scottiah  Veroaralar  LiterMnre  (MoU)    t/O 

Green  (E.  G.),  BHidere  and  Rebels  in  South  AfricH (Newncat .  */0 

POETRY,  CRITICISM,  BELLBS-LBTTRBS. 

Bain  (R.),  In  GlasRow  Stroetj,  and  Other  Poctaa (Nkioll 

Winsoombe  (C),  R<'8iir|{am  and  Lyrics (IToaM  Wordt  OOot)    Sd. 

Stewart  (Sir  T.  G.).  The  Good  Regent (Blackwood) 

Oats  (J.),  The  Teaching  of  Tennyson (Bowdan)    1/S 

llaha''liarala.    (Temple  Chusics) (Dtat)    1/S 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 
Calderford  (M.),  Willie :  A  Story  of  a  Children's  Hospital. ..(Sonaenaebain)    1/0 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Stout  (G.  P.).  A  Manual  of  Psychology  „ (Clive)    *fl 

Young  (A.  W.>,  The  TutorinI  Greek  (Irauimar   (CUn)    t/S 

Bailey  (G.  U.;,  Advanced  Inorganic  Chemistry ..(CUve^ 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Addy  ,S.  O.),  Tne  Evolution  of  the  English  House  (Sonnenacbein  i    4S 

Meyer  (H.),  Boo  s  and  ArroAs  In  Central  Brazil 

(Washington  Govt.  Printing  Offlce) 
Galloway  (R.  L.),  Annals  of  Ckial  Mining  and  the  Coal  Trade 

((JoUiery  Oanlen  Co.) 

Slaiiier  and  Barrett,  Dictionary  of  Musical  Terms  (NortUo) 

Tysser  (A.  D.;,  Elementary  Law  for  the  Goneiml  Pablio (Clowes)    S/0 

Uosa  (J.;,  A  riledu  Diable  -(Ne'sos) 

>ia»r\>  (U.  B.),  Sketch  Book  of  BritUb  Birds .., (8J>.C.K.)  M/0 

De  La  Sizeranne  (R.),  La  PhotOKraphie,  est^ellc  un  Art  ? . ..    (Hachette)  10  fea. 
JtulleltH  I'/  United  State*  QeograpMcal  Surret.    Mo.  US 

^Washington  Govt.  Printing  OlSoe) 

The  Catholir  Directory,  IC99 (Boras  A  OMs)    1/S 

t  alendar  of  the  Univereitf  ff  Walet,  18SS-9 (Molloek) 


The   neir  noreh  of  tht  wtth,  numbering  only  three,  are 
catalogued  rUeu/here. 
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■<  From  a  literary  point  of  view  '  Aylwin '  has  so  far 
been  the  success  of  the  Autumn  Season." 

Publishers'  Circular. 

TWELFTH  EDITION,  making  12,0u0  copies  ofih  English 

Edition,  now  ready. 

THIETEENTH   EDITION  in  the  press,  in   1   vol., 

crown  8vo,  gilt  top,  68. 

AYLWIN. 

BY 

THEODORE     WATTS  =  DUNTON, 

Author  of  "The  Coming  of  Love  :  Rhona  BoBwell's  Slory." 

"There  is  so  much  that  is  tender,  artistic,  noble  in  this 
book,  it  is  altogether  so  sincere,  wholesome,  and  on  such  a 
high  plane,  that  to  quote  what  is  good  in  it  would  be  to 
quote  it  all." — Chicago  Times  and  Herald. 

"  'Aylwin '  is  the  great  literary  surprise  of  the  season." 

Press  {Philadelphia), 


HURST    &     B  LAC  RETT    (Limited), 
13,  Great  Miirlburoiijjh  Stieet. 


A  CHASUING  GIPT  BOOK! 

"  A  brilliftnt  hoo\i."— Sketch.  "  Particularly  f;ooA."— Academy. 

6s.  net,  claret  roan,  gilt,  Illustrated 

LONDON  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE  DIAMOND  JUBILEE. 

London  :  Simpkin,  Marshall  &  Go.    Llangollen :  Darlington  k  Co, 


DARLINGTON'S  HANDBOOKS. 

Letter  from  H.M.  the  Queeit. 

"  Sir  Henry  Ponsonby  is  comnanrted  by  the  Queen  to  thank  Mr.  DarlingtOQ 
for  a  copy  of  his  Handbook  which  he  has  sent  to  Her  Majesty." 

"  Nothing  bette'*  could  be  wished  for." — British  Weekly. 

**  Far  superior  to  ordinary  Guides.'* — London  Daily  Chronicle. 
Edited  by  R.\LPH  DAKLINGTON,  F.R.Q.S.        Maps  by  BARTHOLOMEW. 
Feap.  850.  OA'S  SHtLLlNG  EACH.  Illustrated. 

THE  VALE    of   LLANGOLLEN.— With  Special    ContributlonB 

from  His  Excellency  E.  J.  PHELPS,  late  American  Minister!  Professor 
JOHN  RUSKIN.  LL.D.  i  ROBERT  BROWNING ;  A.  W.  KINGLAKE, 
and  Sir  THEODORE  MARTIN,  K.O.B. 


BOURNEMOUTH  and  NEW  FOREST. 
THE  NORTH  WALES  COAST. 
BRECON  and  its  BEACONS. 
ROSS,  TINTERN,  and  CHBPSTOW, 


THE  CHANNEL  ISLANDS. 
THE  ISLE  OF  WIGHT. 
THE  WYE  VALLEY. 
THE  SEVERN  VALLEY. 


BRISTOL,  BATH,  WELLS,  and  WESTON-SUPER-MARE. 

BRIGHTON,  EASTBOURNE,  HASTINGS,  and  ST.  LEONARDS. 

LLANDUDNO,   RHYL,  BANGOR,   BETTWSYCOED  and  SNOWDON. 

ABERYSTWYTH,     BARMOUTH,     MACHYNLLETH     and     ABERDOVRY. 

BARMOUTH,  DOLGELLY,  HARLECH,  CRIOCIKTH  and  PWLLHELI. 

MALVERN,  HEREFORD,  WORCESTER,  GLOUCESTER  &  CHELTENHAM. 

LLANDRINDOD  WELLS  and  the  SPAS  of  MID-WALES. 

•'  The  best  Handbook  to  London  ever  issued." — Liverpool  Daily  Post, 
"  Most  emphatically  tops  them  all." — Daily  Graphic, 
SECOND  EDITION,  ENLARGED,  63.    Sixty  Illustrations,  ii  Maps  and  Plans. 

LONDON    and    ENVIRONS. 

(By  E.  C.  COOK  and  E.  T.  COOK,  M.A.) 

Wit'i  Descriptions  of  the  Tat^  Qallery,  Pnssmore  Edwards  Settlement, 
Blac*twall  Tunnel,  *c„  and  an  additional  Index  of  -1,500  References  to 
Streets  and  Ptjces  of  Inter*  St. 


London 


Llangollen:  DARLINGTON  &  CO. 
Simpkin,  Marshall,   Hamilton,  Kent  &  Co.,  Ltd. 
The  Kail  way  Bookstalls,  and  all  Booksellers'. 


DUCKWORTH  &  GO.'S  NEW  BOOKS. 

JOUBERT :    a  Selection  from  his  Thoughts 

Translated  by  KATHARINE  LYTTKLTON. 

With   a   Preface   by   Mis.    HUMPHRY    WARD. 

Crown  8vo,  pp.  xlii-224,  with  a  specially .desiiarned  Cover,  dull  gold  top,  Sb.  netj 

,      Limited  Edition  of  76  Copies,  printed  throughout  upon  Japanese  Vellum, 

bound  in  ])archment,  and  cased,  £1  Is.  net. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  LORDS  QUESTION. 

Edited  by  ANDREW  REID, 

Editor  ot  "  Why  I  am  a  Liberal,"  "  Ireland,"  "  Vox  Olamantiam,"  &o. 

(!rown  8vo,  Os 

Among  the  amtrihutors  are:    Tiic  Hi»fht  Hon.  LORD  MONKSWELL,  thai 
Hon.  PHILIP   HTANHOPK,   M.P..   ROBKKT  WALLACE,  M.P.,  •?.  G.  SWIFT  I 
MacNRILL.    M.l'..    MICUABI.     UAVITT.    M.P.,    .1.     H.     YOXALL,    M.P ,  f 
J.   OARVELL    WILLIAMS,    M.P.,    Sir    WILFRID    L^WSON.    Bart.    M.P., 
V.  S.  STEVKN30S.  M.P.,  W.  T.  BYLffiS.  J.  THKOUORS  DODD.  BarriHter-at- 
Law,   WALTER  WARRBN,    Barrmter-at-Law,   the    Rev.    Dr.    LAWRENCE. 
ANDREW  REID,  Ac 


MESS  HELBN   HAY'S 

SOME  VER8BS.    By  Helen  Hay. 


POEMS. 

Fcap.  8vo,  3s.  6d. 


net. 


NEW  yOVELS. 
TBE  ALTAR  of  LIFE.    ByM**yBateman.    Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Literature  says ;— *'  Tlie  liook  is  one  of  great  dramatic  insight,  and  conveyw 
nn  impi'esaion  of  real  enthupiasm,  which  is  of  itself  Bufflcieut  to  ainRtn  it  om. 
frv)m  the  mass  of  current  fiction." 

TBE  WORLD  and  ONORA.    By  Lilian   Street.    Crown 

HVO,  (Is. 

The  Outlook  fays  :— "  A  novel  decidedly  ahovo  the  average." 

FROM  »EVBN  DIALS     By  Edith  Ostlere.    Crown  Svo. 

3s.  fid. 
The  Sketch  saya  :— "  It  is  not  t'>i.  nmcli  tn  say  that  in  this  story  Miss  Ostlere 

has  K"'Ven  us  something  with  a  re  tarkable  flavour  of  Dickons Miss  Ostlere 

write-i  with  a  strong  hand." 


TOM    TIT   TOT.      By    Edward 

OLODD.    Crown  Hvn.  n.«.  uet. 

Timeg.—"'  He  has  wiittcu  an  extrenitrl.v  in- 
t«re^tiug  book,  lult  tu  the  brim  of  quniiit 
ptctuiei)  of  sav.o^e  philusuphy  a'ld  pluntiaut 
^Ul)erBtition,  which,  acoordina  to  Ihe  neWfst 
linhis,  are  one  and  tlie  Bnme  thing." 

haul  Anglian  Dmli/  '/i»i««.~"it  would  Imj 
IIS  ea-*y  «8  it  is  tenijilinR  Ut  quota  from  the 
rich  atora  of  interesting  facts  which  Mr. 
t'todd  has  here  tlirowu  into  such  fHScinatintc 
shiti)e.  Imt  I  must  content  inveell  with 
a^8U7ing  my  readiTa  that  "Tom  Tit  Tot'  is, 
most  emphatically,  a  book  to  buy  and  if- 
joice  in." 

NEW  BOOK  BY  MADAME  HELT^OC. 

HISTORIC    NUnS.      By    B.     R. 

BKhLOO.  Author  of  "In  a  Walled 
(Jarden."    frown  Kvo,  tls. 

THE    HISTORY    of    GAMBLING 

in  ENGLANlt.  By  JtHlN  ASIITON. 
Small  demy  Mvo.  Ta.  iUl. 

THE    TATLER.      Edited,   with 

Intr.xluciiouaud  Note?,  by  OKttlKJE  A. 
AITKtN.  Author  of  -The  Liie  of 
Kiuhard  Steele."  4  vols.,  Rmall  demy  Hvo, 
with  Engnnfd  F'Ontisiiiecea,  hound 
in  buckfrtm.  dull  gild  top,  7s.  ikl.  per 
volume,  not  mid  &epiiratet>. 


A  HISTORY  of  RUQBY  SCHOOk.     J 

By  W.  H.  1).  ItOUSK,  of  Rugby,  ' 

and  sometime  Fellow  of  Clhrist's  I'olleite, 

Cambridge. 

Illustrated  from  Photographs.  Cont'mporary 

Prints,  Ac. 

Pott  4to,  J)i.  uet. 

7iflw«— "Mr.  House  has  done  his  work 
well." 

Literutvre —'^' A  work  of  leal  value  ami 
distinction  which  nil  who  are  iuterestcd  in 
the  history  and  triulitions  of  a  ureat  found^i- 
tion  will  read  witti  pleasure  and  gratitude." 

Daiiy  3fai^— "An  excelleut  history  ot 
Rughv  School." 

U'orW.— "  A  better  or  worthier  history  ot 
a  great  public  trivial  than  ia  suppiifd  by 
this  volume— which,  by  the  wav.  i«  well  and 
amplv  illuatmted— it  would  he  impossil'lc 
even  for  the  most  exacting  of  Old  Boys'to 
desire." 

otidooA-.— "Mr.  Rouse  has  done  his  work 
tlmrouirhly  aud  affectionately ." 

yVeekty  Stm.— "Moulded  into  wh.at  will 
perhaps  si  and  as  a  clasMic  among  sc1u«>l 
chronicles." 

i'atl  Hall  Gazette— *' Mr.  House's  veutiir,- 
ha«.  lo  our  minds,  provwl  entirely  success- 
ful" 

Sducat'onal  Times— "Very  well  written 
and  pro<Uiced,  aud  mlmirably  illustruted," 


by 


MOOEItA  PLAYS  SERIES. 

Edited  by  R.  liRIMLKlf  JOHXSON  and  N.  ERIOHSEN. 

F(RST  VOLUMK  NOW  RKADY,  pott  4to,  3s.  ed.  net. 

THE   Da.WN.      By    Emiie   Veraaereo.      Translated 

ARTHQR  SYM0N8. 

SECOND  VOLUME  NEXT  WEEK. 

THE  STORM.     By  Ostrovski.    Translated  by  Constancs 

GARNETT.  

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 
THE  BLESSED  D&MOZBli.     By  Daate  Gabriel  Rossetti. 

With  an  Introduction  by  W.  M.  ROSSETTI,  a  Reproduction  in  Pbotn- 
(jravure  of  D.  li.  Rossetti's  Study  for  the  Head  of  tlie  Blesseil  Damozel, 
and  Decorative  Designs  by  \V.  B.  Macdougall.    Fcap.  Ito,  6s.  net. 

PI  PP  A.  PASSES.    A  Drama.    By  Robert  Browning    With 

7  Drawings  by  L.  Leslie  Brooke,  reproduced  m  PhotoRravure.  Fenp.  •)!  •, 
with  Cover  Des'ijn  by  the  Artist,  blue  art  vellum  gilt,  gold  toji.  Bs.  noi  ; 
Large-Paper  Edition,  limited  to  60  Copies,  printed  tl.roughonton  Japanoi- 
vellum,  £1  Is  net. 
Times.—"  Toe  edition  should  induce  many  peop'e  to  retd  or  re-rea1  one  nl 
the  finest  and  most  original  of  BrowningH  works." 

I  IIILUltEX'S    BOOKS. 
THE  EVERLASTING  ANIMALS,  and  other  Stories.    Bv 

EDITH  JBNNIN(tS.     With  "  Oolcnrefl  Drawings  and  Cover  Design  by 
Stuart  Bevan.    Large  crown  4to,  scarltt  cloth,  yellow  edges,  6s. 
NEW  BOOK  BY  THE  AUTHORS  OF  "ANIMAL  LAND." 

SYBIL'S  Garden  of  pleasant  beasts.    By  Sybil 

and  KATHARINE  CORBET.  lieproduced  throughout  in  C^ilniir. 
Oblong  crown  ito,  6s, 

FABLES  by  FAL  in  PROSE  and  VERSE.    With  Picture^ 

and  Cover  Design  by  Philip  Burne-Joues.  Square  medium  -Ito,  pink 
cloth,  blue  edges,  3s.  ed. 

CATALOQUES    ON    APPLICATION. 


3,  HENRIETTA  STREET,  COVENT  GARDEN,  W.Ci 
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